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  Taken while Camping


   


  What started out as a weekend of camping with some of my best friends ended up with me passed out drunk as all my friends fucked my wife right in front of my passed out body…


   


  It began with a phone call.


   


  “Bad news, Marty. I just got off the phone with Linda… she ain’t coming. And I heard from Frank that Carol ain’t coming either.”


  “Goddamn it Peter, what the hell?!” I screamed into my phone. This was our weekend – our annual getaway, the one time a year me and my high school buddies all got together… and their wives just bailed on us.


  “Sorry man, it is what it is. You have Jess with you?”


  “Of course I do,” I told him. She’s a trooper, unlike your wife.


  “Shit, sorry man, don’t know what to say. See you at the camp site, I guess?”


  “Yeah, whatever,” I said, hanging up the phone. God damn it. This meant my wife would be the only woman among us four guys – besides me, Peter and Frank, our buddy Tyrell was coming as well.


  “What is it honey?” My wife Jessica asked me.


  “It’s fucking Linda and Carol… they both bailed. I’m sorry.”


  “What?! Those bitches!” She blurted out, a flash of anger on her pretty face.


  “I can turn this car around and bring you back home if you’d like?” I offered.


  “Now? After the four hours it took us to got here? Do you think I want to miss out on four guys drinking beer all day?” She chuckled. “No, whatever, it’s fine. Fucking bitches. Should have known. I bet you’re they are going to the spa together or some shit tomorrow, while we’ll be clamoring in the dirt… oh well. You brought plenty of wine, didn’t you?”


  “You bet your ass I did!”


  “Then we’ll be fine,” she said with a mischievous smile. “I might just have to tease their husbands a bit, to get back at them for leaving me all alone with four guys…” She teased me, her voice trailing off.


  “What did you have in mind?” I asked, trying to sound nonchalant, but my dick was already hardening at the thought of my wife teasing my buddies. I did enjoy her showing off, and I got her to flash some strangers on our honeymoon, but around our friends and family she was always prim and proper. I often thought back on that honeymoon. We went to one of the Caribbean islands, where we made love on the beach. I made her wear tiny little dresses with no underwear and no bra, and I think she enjoyed flashing her naked pussy to strangers as much as I did. That was a non-stop two-week sex-fest. Unfortunately, when we returned back home, we both got caught in the grind of working full time, and we never got the chance to be as crazy again.


  “Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe I’ll take the time to work on my tan… and you know how much I hate tan-lines…” She smirked at me.


   


  We arrived at the camp site soon after. It was a beautiful, secluded spot we visited year-in, year-out, deep into the woods. During all the years we’ve come here we have never spotted another human soul. It felt like it was our own little getaway, our private spot in the universe. The camp site consisted off a small clearing in the woods, right smack dab next to a crystal clear lake.


  Tyrell was already there, setting up his camp, shirtless, his bare ebony chest glistening in the sun.


  “Wow, that’s a sight for sore eyes,” Jess said softly as she got out of the car. I had to admit, she was right. Tyrell was the only bachelor of our group – though he was a far cry from being sad and lonely. He probably got laid more than all three of us! He has always been a player, even back in high school. He had an amazing athletic body – and he has only gotten more buff with the years. Coupled with his wit and charm, it wasn’t hard to see why women swooned over him.


  “Hi, Jess, good to see you!” He greeted my wife, giving her a tight hug, that lasted slightly longer than necessary. She couldn’t resist quickly touching his washboard abs when the hug ended.


  “Tyrell,” I said as I offered my hand.


  “Marty! My man, how have you been?!”


  “Same old, same old. Frank and Peter here yet?”


  He shook his head “Nah man, just me.”


  “I just got off the phone, Linda and Carol aren’t coming.”


  “For real? What the hell man?”


  “I know, right?” My wife chimed in.


  He smiled at Jessica. “You don’t mind being the only women among four horny dogs?”


  She shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly, winking at me. “I think I can handle all four of you just fine, thank you very much.”


  Tyrell laughed, his infectious deep baritone laugh echoing through the woods.


  “I’m going to dip in the water, will you boys set up the tent for me?” She asked us, pouting her lips like a little girl.


  Tyrell grinned. “Sure thing, miss.”


  We went to work setting up the tent, while Jessica put on her bikini in Tyrell’s tent. When she strutted out, swaying her hips with each step, Tyrell stopped and whistled. She was wearing the tiniest bikini I had ever seen. It was baby blue, but the small piece of fabric barely contained her full bosom, her breasts nearly spilling over, jiggling with each step she took. The bottom was a thong, her round butt on full display.


  “Goddamn,” Tyrell said out loud. “Would you look at that.”


  Jessica shook her barely-covered butt, obviously pleased with the compliment. She ran towards the water, and we both watched her go, her curvy body covered only by a few small pieces of string. I hadn’t even seen that bikini before – she must have bought it as a surprise for me.


  “You have one fine missus there, chief,” Tyrell said.


  “I sure do.”


  “Weekend is off to a promising start,” he added with a wink.


   


  We set up the tent and I worked on unpacking all our things, while Jessica swam a few laps in the lake. Tyrell started a fire in the middle of the campground, and right when he had it burning nice and hot, Peter and Frank arrived, both spotting a dumb, apologetic face.


  “Sorry about Carol, Marty,” Frank greeted me. “You know how wives can get.”


  I waved it away. “Whatever man. We’re here now. Let’s not let anything spoil our weekend now.”


  Peter had a few cold beers in the cooler of his truck, and we opened the first of what would be many beers of the weekend, huddling around the fire.


  “Holy shit,” Peter mouthed and I saw his eyes go wide. I followed his stare, though I already had an inclination what he was staring at. I turned around and saw Jessica emerging from the lake, like a goddess.


  Her blonde hair was matted to her face. The blue bikini had gone nearly see-through, her large, pink nipples poking provocatively through the tiny layer of fabric covering her luscious breasts. The small thong only covered her pubic mound and her folds, making it very clear she was completely shaved down there.


  “Hiya guys,” she said nonchalantly as she came strolling up, drops of water sliding down all of her many womanly curves. Peter and Frank were staring at her body open mouthed, their eyes shot wide open. Tyrell was grinning at them as they stammered like embarrassed teenagers.


  “H-Hi-Hey Jess,” Peter finally managed to stammer. “H-How are you?”


  “I’m wet Peter,” she said with a sultry voice. “I’m so wet right now…” Peter turned a bright shade of red, and we all busted out laughing at his expense. I handed her a towel, and she dried off in front of us, making no attempt to cover her body up.


  She bent over forwards, facing Peter and Frank, slowly drying each leg, taking her sweet time. This gave them a perfect view of her rack, her large tits threatening to break free from the small constraints. Tyrell was sitting behind her, and he was getting a nice view of her round bubble butt. My cock was hard as a rock, pitching a tent in my shorts. I hoped no one noticed, but then my eyes glances towards their shorts and I noticed they were all sporting chubs as well.


  “You should be glad your wives aren’t here, I don’t think they’d like my outfit very much, don’t you agree boys?” Jessica said.


  Frank nodded, his eyes never leaving my wife’s rack for a second. “I don’t mind though,” he muttered. My wife flashed him a bright smile. “You can wear this the whole weekend if you’d like,” he added quickly.


  I punched him on the shoulder. “That’s my wife you’re talking about, let’s not forget that. I think the show is over.” The guys all booed me, as my wife skipped towards our tent, wrapping the towel around her body. She gave me a wink before she walked in, but she left the flap unzipped, so we could see see flashes of her naked skin through the gap. “For now,” I said softly as I took a swig of my beer.


   


  My wife’s little escapade had turned me on beyond belief, and I wanted nothing more than to join her in our tent and fuck the everliving daylight out of her. Of course I couldn’t, not with my three mates sitting in front of the tent. I hoped the day would pass soon, I couldn’t wait for tonight.


  When Jess came out of the tent she was now wearing hot-pants and an oversized shirt. Her hard nipples were poking through the fabric - my cock lunged when I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. The neckline was so large that if she bent over, my friends would get a clear glimpse of her naked breasts.


  “Pass me a beer,” she told Frank, and he obliged. She joined us around the campfire as we shot the shit. I caught every guy stealing glances, and I couldn’t blame them. The hours flew by as we all reminisced, and before long it was nighttime. We roasted some sausages over the fire for dinner, before retiring to our respective tents. Jess went first, and I went soon after, my cock still throbbing.


  When I opened my tent, Jessica was already waiting for me - completely naked. Her legs were spread open invitingly as she rubbed her wet folds.


  “Hi there, stranger. You’ve got something for me?”


  “You bet your sweet ass I do,” I growled as I unbuckled my pants. I practically ripped my clothes off as I dove between her legs, firmly planting my mouth on hers. She grabbed the back of my neck tightly as we kissed passionately, our tongues wrapping around each others. She pulled my body against hers, eager for my hard cock.


  My hard cock slipped into her pussy easily. She was dripping wet, wetter than I had ever felt her before.


  “Fuck me,” she grunted, her voice low and animalistic.


  I fucked her hard and fast, pounding into her dripping wet cunt.


  “Fuck me so hard they can all hear me,” she moaned into my ear. That thought turned me on even more. I grabbed her legs and pushed her knees to her chest as I unrelentingly pounded at her snatch, jackhammering my cock into her wanton pussy.


  “Yes, yes, that’s it, fuck me, FUCK ME!” She cried out loud. There was no way my friends couldn’t hear her - after all, they were only a few feet away.


  She pulled my head into her bosom as she nibbled on my earlobe.


  “Did you see them watching me baby?”


  “Uh-huh,” I grunted.


  “Is it okay if I want them to? Is it okay if I want them to look at my body, to see my curves?”


  “Yeah baby,” was all I could moan as she pushed all my buttons.


  “Oh yes baby, I want them to see what a dirty little slut I am. Did you see them staring at my tits? All your friends were staring at my breasts, their cocks were so hard…”


  My orgasm was rising, I couldn’t hold out much longer.


  “What if I go skinny-dipping tomorrow? Would you like that baby? Would you like it if your hot little wife got naked with all your friends, rubbing against them underwater, grabbing and stroking their hard cocks as their hands roamed my body, feeling and groping every part of me,” she rambled on, her eyes closed as she bit her bottom lip, lost in lust as much as I was.


  “I want them to touch me, to feel me.”


  My cock got harder and harder as my orgasm quickly approached. Her eyes shot open, a passionate fire burning in her blue eyes. She felt the surge of energy go to my cock, and she knew I was about to blow my load deep inside of her.


  “Oh yes, baby, do it! Fill me up! Are you going to cum inside me?”


  “Yes, yes, oh yes,” I groaned.


  “And after that, are all your friends going to fuck me too? I want them to fuck me, Marty, I want you to watch as all three of them shoot their loads inside my dirty little pussy.”


  “OH GOD,” I grunted loudly as I shot my load deep inside my wife’s unprotected pussy. She sent me over the edge with her dirty talk. I fired load after load of creamy white cum into her womb. It was one of the best and hottest orgasms of my wife.


  I collapsed on top of her as I breathed heavily. She stroked the back of my hear, planting small kisses all over me.


  “I love you baby,” she whispered.


  “I love you too hun,” I said.


  “You know that was just dirty talk, right?”


  “Of course, baby,” I answered. I hoped my friends didn’t hear any of that… in the heat of the moment, I had forgotten they could very well be listening in on every word. I quickly fell asleep, my thoughts fading away.


   


  I awoke in the middle of the night, my body cold. I reached over to cuddle up to Jess - but my hands only found a cold spot. I slowly opened my eyes, and realized Jessica wasn’t in our tent. The flap was open, and the cold night’s air was blowing into the tent. That must have been what woke me.


  I heard hushed whispers coming from outside. It sounded like Frank. I strained my ears to listen what was being said, but it was hard to make sense of the words, as I was not fully awake yet.


  It sounded something like “That’s it, that’s right,” but that didn’t make any sense to me. Then I heard a muffled groan - but it could just as easily have been some woodland animal making that noise. I laid back down and waited for Jess to return - she must have gone to the bathroom. After a few minutes passed, I started to get worried, but just when I was about to get up to go look for her, she walked into the tent.


  “Go back to sleep, baby,” she whispered at me.


  “Where were you?” I asked, still groggy.


  “I went to the bathroom baby, just go to sleep, okay?”


  “Okay,” I grunted as I rolled around and drifted back to sleep. In my tired and barely awake state it hadn’t even registered with me that she walked back into our tent topless and that she was wiping something off her chest.


   


  By the time I awoke the following morning next to Jess, I had forgotten all about the nightly scene. I smelled the alluring smell of bacon. Frank was cooking us breakfast. When I walked out the tent, my friends gave me lip for keeping them up all night.


  “There he is, mister studly,” Tyrell grinned. I shrugged my shoulders apologetically.


  “Enjoyed the show, guys?”


  “Sure did” Tryell nodded. “Will there be a repeat performance?”


  “You never know,” I answered. At that moment, Jessica walked out of her tent. Her blonde hair was tussled and she was wearing pajama pants and an oversized shirt. As she yawned and rubbed the sleep from her eyes she stretched her arms over her head, causing her shirt to rise up and expose her naked midriff.


  “Good morning fellas,” she said.


  “Morning,” they all responded.


  I joined the guys around the campfire and ate my breakfast as Jessica went to freshen up by the lake.


  “What are the plans for today?” I asked the group.


  “I’ve been thinking about hiking up the hill over there,” Frank said as he pointed to the other side of the lake. “The view from there has always been great. Anyone want to join?”


  Peter and I decided to accompany Frank on the hike, but Tyrell declined. He’d rather lounge by the lake.


  “If we want to go, we should go soon. It will take us the better part of the day to hike there and back again,” Frank said. We agreed and I went back to my tent to get dressed.


  Jessica was back in the tent as well, changing into another brand new lime green bikini I hadn’t seen before.


  “We’re hiking up the hill, want to join us?” I asked her as I changed into my clothes.


  “All of you?”


  I shook my head. “No, Tyrell is staying behind.”


  She paused for a second. “Then I’m staying as well.”


  “I’m assuming you’ll be on your best behavior,” I joked.


  She stuck her tongue out at me. “You know me, I’m a good girl,” she said as she hugged me tight, pressing her barely naked body against me. She kissed the side of my neck and she whispered “Remember what I said about skinny dipping last night…?


  My cock hardened instantly. She felt it press against her tummy, and she reached into my pants and wrapped her fingers around my hardening shaft.


  “I think you do,” she breathed as she stroked up and down my cock.


  My breathing was heavy. I knew Jess could be a naughty girl if I pressed the right buttons, but this trip she’s been out of control. She dropped to her knees in front of me, yanking my pants down, my hard cock flopping out and hitting her across the face.


  She pulled the bikini top to the side, exposing her naked breasts to me. She jerked me off, pressing the head of my cock against her nipples.


  “Can you imagine that this the view Tyrell will have when your gone? I wonder how big his black cock is,” she moaned. “Do you think it’ll fit between my tits?”


  “Oh god,” I moaned as my knees buckled. I was about to blow my load all over her chest. She opened her mouth wide, sticking out the tip of her tongue and rubbing it against the slit on the top of my dick.


  “Or I could just give his black cock a little suck,” she whispered before wrapping her hot lips around the head of my cock. The feel of her velvety tongue on the tip of my cock sent me over the edge, and I spurted my load into her waiting mouth.


  “Mmmmm,” she moaned approvingly as she sucked me dry, one hand rubbing up and down my shaft as the other tugged at my nut sack, coaxing every last drop of cum out of my balls.


  She swallowed my entire load like a proper slut, licking her lips greedily. Before I had a chance to talk about whether we were crossing the line between reality and fantasy, Frank called out for me.


  “Marty, you coming?!”


  Jess smiled up at me. “Go on,” she said, shooing me out of the tent. I pulled my pants back up and walked out, my emotions still all over the place. I honestly didn’t know if Jessica was just fulfilling a fantasy by pretending to be naughty, or if she was actually about to give my black friend a blow job.


  The entire hike up the hill was a blur to me, my feelings all mixed up as I tried to make sense of it all. Peter and Frank were caught up in their conversation, and I lagged behind, following in their foot steps. The more I thought about it, the more absurd it became. Of course my wife wasn’t about to suck Tyrell’s cock. The thought alone was preposterous. Why would she? She had been teasing the guys, yes, but I was reaping all the benefits, right?


  Still, no matter how many times I told myself this, I couldn’t shake the thought from my head that she was telling me the truth. There was a mischievous glimmer in her eyes when she talked dirty this trip, a glimmer I had only seen in the Caribbean before, when I got her so far as to flash strangers… and part of me feared she was so turned on she couldn’t stop herself this time. And there was a nagging thought about something that happened during the night, but for the life of me I couldn’t recall exactly what.


   


  After a two hour hike, we reached the top of the hill. The view from up here was so breathtaking that for a moment or two it took my mind of the anxiety lingering in my thoughts. Up here the wilderness stretched out as far as the eyes could see. A vast sea of trees every way you look, with large mountains looming in the distance. I turned around and saw our lake, and our tents were clearly visible as well. I strained my eyes to see Jessica, but it was too far away to see clearly. I did see some movement in the water, but it was impossible for me to tell what it was.


  I didn’t see her lime green bikini, for one thing. I didn’t know if that was a comforting or disturbing thought.


   


  After resting for half an hour and enjoying the view, we headed back to the campsite. My anxiety had luckily gone down a notch. I realized my wife was just getting me worked up, nothing more. When I realized she was just teasing, I allowed myself to become turned on again. I realized she wouldn’t mess with Tyrell - but that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to show off. She probably did wear that tiny bikini in front of him… the thought alone make my cock lunge. I picked up the pace - I was eager to get back to camp, and eager to get back inside my wife.


  Two hours later we arrived at the campsite. Tyrell was lying on his towel by the lake, a smile on his face.


  “Hi fellas,” he greeted us.


  “Where’s Jess?” I asked.


  He motioned to my tent. “Getting changed.” He smiled at me. I wondered if there was anything nefarious about that smile… but I let it go and headed for the tent.


  I opened the flap to the tent and found Jessica standing there, buck naked, as she toweled herself off. She looked up at me, her eyes wide in shock and surprise.


  “Marty! You scared the crap out of me!” She said.


  “Who else would it be?” I asked, a sneaking suspicion taking hold of me. Why was she so startled to see me? Did I interrupt something?


  “I dunno,” she said. She opened her arms, letting the towel drop to the floor. “Come here.”


  I hugged her tightly, her naked body pressing against mine. I inhaled her scent - and subconsciously I wondered if I smelled Tyrell’s scent on her body.


  She kissed my neck, her hands stroking my lower back. “I missed you baby,” she sighed.


  “I missed you too,” I said as I kissed her on the top of the head. “Have you been a good girl?”


  She grinned into my chest. “Of course, you know me…”


  Her hands ran over my crotch. She squeezed my hardening bulge, and a soft moan escaped my lips. She unzipped my jeans with a flick of her wrist, and within seconds she was stroking my hardening erection.


  “What did you think I did, hm?” She continued to tease me. “Did you think your wife was a dirty girl…? That I’d wear that tiny, revealing bikini in front of your big black friend, while we were all alone, you guys hours and hours away, deep in the woods…”


  My breathing was heavy as she stroked my hard cock, painting a mental picture I couldn’t help but enjoy.


  “Maybe I did… Maybe I asked him to help me apply my sunscreen, and let his big, strong hands wander all across my body… and maybe he took a few liberties as he massaged my ass…”


  She grabbed my hands and placed them firmly on her naked ass cheeks.


  “Squeeze them,” she moaned into my ear. “Squeeze them hard and firm just like Tyrell did.”


  I squeezed her soft ass as hard as I could as she jerked my cock up and down. My eyes were closed as Jess was turning me on like crazy.


  “That’s it baby, that’s it, just like it, he held my tight ass just like that, his fingers feeling my soft fresh, getting closer, and I got so wet baby, so hot, that I let him, I let him feel me baby.”


  She grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand between her legs. She was dripping wet. She pushed my hand down, my fingers findings their way into her dripping wet cunt.


  “Yesss, yesss,” she moaned as she bit down on my collar bone. “He finger fucked my wet pussy, and I let him. He used me like his toy.”


  She let go off my cock and got down on her hands and knees in front of me.


  “Fuck me,” she grunted, her voice low. I got behind her and pushed my hard cock into her wet hole with one hard push. She moaned loudly as I filled her. I fucked her fast and rough, slamming into her round ass.


  “Yes, just like that,” she moaned.


  “Did he fuck you like this?” I heard myself say. I wanted to hear more. I was so close.


  “YES,” She screamed. “Yes, he FUCKED ME like a little slut, Marty! He bent me over and shoved that big hard fucking cock into me! I wished you came back at that exact time, the whole time he was fucking me, I wished you all walked back and saw me getting fucked like a proper little whore!”


  “Oh god,” I grunted as I felt the familiar feeling of my orgasm riding up. “I’m cumming,” I grunted.


  “Yes, yes, cum inside me, add your load to Tyrell’s baby.”


  I gasped for air, my heart rate speeding up.


  “He fucked me bareback baby, he filled me with his cum,” she continued, sensing my shock and arousal.


  I came inside my wife. I came harder than I had ever done, my cum shooting deep inside her. I moaned and writhed as my orgasm shook my entire body, rope after rope of my sticky white cum flooding her womb. I fell back, gasping for breath.


  She looked back at me, a naughty smile on her lips, my semen dripping out of her wet, stretched out cunt.


  “I never knew you were so naughty,” she said.


  “That goes the same for you,” I said, still winded. “Was any of that true?”


  She laughed. “Of course not… but I’m beginning to think you wouldn’t mind if it was.”


  I shook my head, but I knew my body had already betrayed my true feelings. “Of course not… don’t be silly.”


   


  When we got out of the tent, we got a few, thoroughly deserving, smirks. Jessica had opted for a flowery dress - without a bra, once again. Frank had already started making us dinner, and after the long hike, I was starving.


  We ate our food sitting around the fire as we swapped stories, drinking one beer after another. I got a heavy buzz on. Jessica looked stunning, and I counted my lucky stripes I had such a hot, sexy, kinky wife. My friends often confided in me about their dying sex lives, and I really had nothing to share - Jess was as horny as I was, if not more.


  This was already the last night we’d be camping together - weekends fly by like that. It was a memorable one, for sure. Jessica matched my drinking, and soon, she was drunk as well.


  “I have to say, just for the record, that you look absolutely stunning,” Peter said, finally finding his tongue. The alcohol had given him a boost of confidence.


  “Thank you,” Jessica said, giving him a warm smile.


  Frank and Tyrell joined in, complimenting my wife’s body.


  “You should have stayed here instead of going hiking,” Tyrell said with the biggest smile I had ever seen. “She sunbathed in a bikini that was downright spectacular.”


  Jessica pretended to blush, but I could see she was relishing the attention.


  “You don’t have to tell me, last night I was taking a leak when she strolled out of the tent, half-naked!” Frank countered.


  “What?!” Peter yelled. “Why didn’t you tell me?”


  Frank shrugged his shoulders. “A gentleman never tells… unless he’s drunk, I guess,” he chuckled.


  I looked at my wife, searching for eye-contact, but she avoided my gaze, a devious smile on her lips. She hadn’t told me about this either, but yet, it sounded strangely familiar. I searched my memories, trying to remember, but my mind came up blank.


  Jessica eyes were darting from one guy to the next as they discussed her body like we weren’t sitting right across from them.


  Tyrell wasn’t deterred. “Well, when we were swimming, maybe I got an eye-full as well,” he said, one-upping my body in the pursuit of my wife.


  “You skinny-dipped?” Frank replied.


  “A gentlemen doesn’t tell, right?” Tyrell laughed.


  Jessica’s smile got wider and wider. Her breathing was heavy and her cheeks were burning bright red. This was obviously pushing all her buttons.


  “So you’re telling me I’m the only one who didn’t get to see her naked?!” Peter balked. “I can’t believe this. Worst trip ever.”


  “But the trip isn’t over yet, Peter…” My wife chimed in, her voice sultry and smooth. The guys were taken aback an instant by her wicked words, before they bellowed with laughter. Peter got as red as a tomato, while Frank and Tyrell laughed at his expense. I sipped my beer coolly, unsure how I felt about these revelations. They turned me on, but I wished Jessica had just told me straight up what had happened. She smiled at me, and I couldn’t help but smile back, which she took as encouragement.


  “How about I give you a little show?” She said. She looked at me, raising her eyebrows for approval. To this day I don’t know why I did what I did. Maybe it was the booze, maybe it was my lust, or my curiosity, but at that moment I could have stopped everything. But I didn’t. I nodded, and gave Jessica approval.


  She got up and walked over towards Peter. She grabbed his hand, pulling him up from his seat.


  “Will you dance with me?” She said mischievously.


  “Sure,” Peter stammered, as she wrapped her arms around him. Peter was never the most suave guy, and he was unsure of what to do.


  “Hold me, I won’t bite,” she whispered into this ear, loud enough so that we could hear. They swayed in the night, their bodies moving together, as Peter hand slid down her back. He was cautious as first, but when he saw that I did nothing to stop him, his hand slid lower and lower. Jess was whispering words of encouragement into his ear, and after a few minutes he finally got the courage to grope her ass.


  The back of her dress rode up when he did, exposing her fire red thong to the group, causing my friends to cheer. Jess looked over her shoulder, a devious smile on her lips and lust burning in her eyes.


  “Is that what you want to see?” She asked as she raised the back of her dress once again, flashing her barely-covered ass to my friends. They clapped their hands, encouraging her every step of the way.


  “You know we do, honey,” Tyrell said.


  I watched speechlessly. My cock was hard, straining against the fabric of my jeans, as I watched my wife expose herself right in front of my friends. It was surreal. It had always been one of my biggest fantasies, sure, but now that it was playing out right in front of me, I was filled with doubt.


  Tyrell raised his hand and smacked my wife right on her ass cheek. She yelped, and the red print of his large hand was clearly visible on her butt.


  “Is that all you got?” Jessica dared him as she stuck out her ass once again. Tyrell accepted this challenge and groped her ass roughly with his left hand. His fingers sunk easily into her soft, white flesh, and a soft moan escaped my wife’s lips. When he squeezed I could see her thong move to the side, almost craving to expose her pussy lips and pink asshole to the world.


  Suddenly I felt my body jolt with adrenaline. This had gone too far.


  I stood up quickly - too quickly, in fact.


  “Show’s over,” I hollered, trying to ascertain some form of dominance, but all the blood rushed to my head and my vision turned black. I stumbled, trying to regain my footing, but my left foot got caught under a branch and suddenly I was tumbling towards the earth.


  I hit my head. I opened my eyes and saw Jess standing over me, together with my three mates.


  “He’s fine, he just had too much to drunk,” I heard Frank say, his voice sounding like it was miles away. Then everything turned black.


   


  I awoke. My head was pounding, and my mouth was dry. Where was I? What had happened? Slowly but surely my thoughts were coming back to me. I remembered falling over, and then nothing. A peculiar sound caught my attention.


  “Oh, oh, oh oh,”


  Bit by bit, the pieces were coming together.


  “Oh, oh, oh yes, oh yes,”


  I heard a female voice, soft, moaning. It sounded like it was far, far away, but I could still hear it clearly. And there was a male voice, too.


  “Ugh, yes, that’s it,” the low, male voice grunted.


  I tried to make sense of it.


  “I can’t believe you’re fucking me in front of my husband.”


  A smack, and a soft moan. “I’ve never fucked such a hot slut, you want to be fucked by all three of us, don’t you?”


  “Fuck yes, I’m insatiable. Keep fucking me Tyrell, fuck me hard!”


   


  I gradually opened my eyes, wincing at the harsh light. Slowly I started to make sense of my surroundings. I was lying in my tent, but the flap was open, and I had a clear view of the campsite.


  There, in front of the fire, was a naked woman, on her hands and knees. Behind her a large black man was fucking her, pounding his large cock into her rhythmically.


  This couldn’t be…


   


  “Do it, fuck me Tyrell, fuck me!”


  “Oh yes, I love pounding your tight white ass, bitch. You love my black cock, don’t you?”


  “I do! I love your big black cock! Keep fucking me!”


   


  A naked man stepped forward from outside of my view. He grabbed the woman’s hair and shoved his cock down her throat. She welcomed it, sucking on his cock obediently. He roughly fucked her face, using her for his pleasure, before he pulled out and sprayed his cum all over her face.


   


  Jessica. That was my wife. Jessica was holding her mouth wide open as Frank doused her with his cum. She swallowed it willingly, licking her lips, craving more cum.


   


  “I love the way you suck cock” Frank said. He stepped aside and he was replaced with Peter.


  “You’re ready to cum again?” Frank asked him.


  Peter held his cock in front of Jess’s mouth, and she greedily welcomed it in her mouth. “We’ll see,” Peter said as he started thrusting in and out of my wife’s wanton mouth.


   


  Tyrell was meanwhile still driving his hard cock inside of her sopping wet pussy.


  “If only you guys had come back from your hike fifteen minutes earlier, you would have seen this hot slut wrapped around my big black pole,” Tyrell grunted. “You would have liked that, wouldn’t you?”


  Jessica moaned in agreement, her voice muffled by the cock fucking her mouth.


  “I’m about to blow my third load of the night inside your cunt, slut,” he continued.


  “DO IT!” Jessica screamed.


   


  I felt myself lose consciousness once again, the sounds and visions drifting off into blackness. I tried my best to hold on to reality, but to no avail. I regained consciousness briefly, for only a few seconds, hours later. I was back in the tent, but now the sun was already rising. I looked to my left and there was Jessica, curled up into a ball and sound asleep. She was completely naked, and cum coated her body. It was on her cheeks, in her hair, on her chest, and dribbling down her thighs. The look, and not to mention the smell, nearly made me sick, but before I could fully register this, I drifted back off to sleep.


   


  Much, much later I awoke for real. I was still in my tent, but the mist that stopped me from thinking straight had been lifted. Jess wasn’t in the tent. I climbed out, frantic. Had it all been a dream?!


  I opened the flap and stumbled out. Jessica was making pancakes over the fire, wearing her pajamas. The other tents were gone.


  “Morning,” she said cheerily. “The guys had to leave early, but I made you some breakfast. You were out cold all night, you must have a killer hangover.”


  I sat down next to her and accepted the breakfast. “Sure do,” I said. I ate in silence. I didn’t know what to believe. Was what I had seen real, or had it been a figment of my imagination? If it wasn’t… then why had the guys all taken off without saying goodbye? I had to know.


  “Jess,” I said as I grabbed my wife’s wrist, my voice calm. “I woke up last night. I saw everything.”


  My wife smiled at me, confusion registering on her face. “What are you talking about, silly?”


  “Don’t play dumb with me,” I said as I looked her in the eye.


  She saw the gravity in my eyes and I could see she knew I was telling the truth.


  Her expression changed from disbelief to grief instantly. She started crying and held her face in her hand.


  “Oh Marty, I am so sorry,” she said, her shoulders shaking as she wailed. “I was so drunk, and you were enjoying it too, and then one thing led to another, and… I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry.”


  I hugged her tight. “Tell me what happened. Everything.”


  She cuddled up close against me, burying her head in my chest. “Well, I was dancing, and then you suddenly fell… we put you in the tent, and then Tyrell dared me to dance with Peter again, and I was feeling drunk and horny and so I did… I was going to tell you all about it of course, it was just a harmless bit of dancing, and then…” She took a deep breath. “…Are you sure you want to hear this though?”


  “Yes,” I said. “I want to hear everything.”


  “Okay… well, the three guys each took their turn dancing with me, and things just… escalated from there. First Tyrell was groping me, and then Frank came up from the back and started kissing my neck, and their hands were everywhere, roaming my body, touching me, everywhere… and I just… gave in. And the next thing they ripped my dress away and they all fucked me.”


  My cock was as hard as a rock as I listened to her tale. Not a word about fucking Tyrell earlier by the lake, as he bragged, but then again, he could have been full of shit.


  “Do you hate me?” Jessica asked, her face full of tears.


  Anger and lust were battling for dominance in my mind. Lust won.


  I pushed her onto the ground roughly, pulling her pajama bottoms down with one fell tug. She screamed as I smacked her ass with all my strength. I pulled down my boxers and roughly jammed my cock into her pussy. To my surprise she was sopping wet, the sordid details obliviously having an effect on her as well. I fucked her fast and rough.


  “Oh, oh, oh yes,” was all she could moan through gritted teeth as I gave her the hardest fuck of her lifetime.


  I grabbed the back of her hair, pulling it roughly as I hate-fucked my own wife.


  “You loved it, didn’t you?!” I snarled. I didn’t know what I wanted to hear for an answer, but I sure got one.


  “YES,” she screamed, her voice filled with pent-up guilt, lust, and venom.


  “I LOVED IT! I LOVED EVERY SECOND OF IT!”


  I slammed my cock into her, over and over again. I wrapped my hand around her neck, choking her as I fucked her.


  “You’re a fucking slut,” I spat at her. “A fucking slut who loves gangbangs!”


  “YES, YES, YES!” She screamed. “Fuck me like your friends did! Fuck your slut!”


  That sent me over the edge. I came hard, my cock exploding deep inside of her, adding my cum to the loads already inside of her. All the anger I felt dissipated with my orgasm, and was replaced with affection.


  I loved my wife, and I recognized I had played an instrumental part in this incident as well. We cuddled on the ground as I kissed her over and over again.


  “I love you Jess, nothing will ever change that,” I whispered to her over and over again. We held each other like that for quite some time, as we tried to make sense of it all. I had no idea where to go from here.


  We packed our things in silence, both of us lost in thought. Jessica was the first to break the silence as we drove away from the camp.


  “So…” She said, her voice trailing off.


  “So?” I asked.


  “So… same time next year?” She asked with a cheeky smile.


  I couldn’t help but chuckle, my cock jumping at the thought. I grabbed the back of her neck and guided her to my crotch.


  “If you give me a little road head, I’ll think about it.”


  She unbuckled my jeans and went to work, sucking and licking my hardening erection. She bobbed up and down greedily, her ass pointing towards the passengers side window. If we passed anyone on the highway and they happened to look, they’d get a full view of her short-covered ass. Or, her naked ass…


  “Slide down those shorts, slut,” I commanded her. She slid down her shorts - and her thong as well.


  “Like this?” She asked, wiggling her bottom for me. I reached over and smacked her soft ass. Anyone looking through the window would get a full view of her naked, slutty, well-used pussy. She bobbed up and down my hard cock greedily, eager for my semen, happy to expose her most intimate parts to any passing stranger.


  This was the start of a whole new life for us, and I have my three mates to thank for it all.


   


  ###


  ***


   


  Taken in the Cabin


   


  I could have intervened at any time… I should have intervened. But it was too late now. I was peering through the crack of the cabin door, watching Austin seduce my wife right in front of me. He pulled her in close, kissing her, their tongues intertwining as his hands roamed her body. He lifted up her dress and exposed her naked ass to my two friends who were watching from up close, rubbing their bulges as they waited their turn with my wanton wife. Austin spread her cheeks, exposing her dripping wet pussy to my two closest friends, and all I could do was watch helplessly from the darkness of my room as my wife was ravished right in front of me…


   


  What was supposed to be a long weekend of re-acquainting myself with some old friends turned into the most humiliating episode of my life. It started only a few days ago…


   


  “This must be the place,” I told my wife Heather as we pulled up to the isolated cabin in the woods. It was deep into the forest, a long way from civilization. A perfect, pristine place in the middle of nature. Two of my old friends from back in the day, Corey and Derek, had invited me to come spend a long weekend with them. I hadn’t been back to my old stomping grounds in years, so I accepted of course. At the last minute I asked Heather to join me. It wasn’t part of the plan, but we had seen very little of each other the past few weeks. We both had busy jobs, and I felt bad about leaving her all alone for my first weekend off in months… so I asked her to join me. That decision would soon come back to haunt me.


  She was a bit skeptical at first, as she had never met Corey and Derek before, but I convinced her after a bit of pleading. I assured her they were great guys, and that she could just relax, lounge around in the woods, read some books… of course, at that time, I didn’t know Austin would be there as well. Austin was Corey’s older uncle, and he was about to throw a wrench into my marriage.


  Corey and Derek came out to greet us, as they heard the roar of our engine pulling up. We hugged and exchanged greetings. It was great to see these guys again.


  Suddenly I heard a low, thundering voice coming from the house.


  “Whoa, now if that isn’t a sight for sore eyes. Who is this beauty?”


  We turned around to see an older man standing in the door opening. He was tall and buff, slightly older but still in great shape.


  “Patrick, Heather, I’d like you to meet my uncle Austin,” Corey said.


  He walked towards us, taking great strides with each step, and shook my hand vigorously, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip.


  “You must be Patrick, pleasure to meet you. And you are…?”


  “Heather,” my wife said demurely.


  Austin grabbed her hand and gave it a kiss.


  “Welcome dear, make yourself at home. Let me show you around.”


  He grabbed her hand and led her into the log house, leaving me alone with the bags. She gave me an apologetic look, and then she was gone.


  “I didn’t know you invited your uncle?” I said to Austin, trying to sound calm. In truth there was something about the way Austin looked at me that didn’t sit right with me. It was if he was trying to intimidate me.


  “I didn’t? It’s his cabin. He’s a great guy though. A bit strict, and he can be a bit of a hard-ass, but just ignore that. Come on, let’s get you settled.”


  Corey and Derek helped me carry my bags inside. It was a big, comfortable log cabin, more of a house than a mere cabin. In the center of the place was a large living room area, and there were three bedrooms adjacent to this room, plus a kitchen and a bathroom. I could see why Corey had invited me here: It was perfect place to get away from the busy city life.


  Heather was sitting on the couch in the living room next to Austin as he bragged about his hunting adventures. What ruffled my feathers was that his hand was on her naked knee, but she didn’t seem to pay it any mind as she was hanging on his every word. I encouraged her to pack as much dresses as possible, as it was the middle of summer and I loved nothing more than to slide my hands up her dress and feel her naked skin… but I realized that with three other guys in the house, that decision may come back to bite me in the ass.


  I unpacked our clothes alone, all the while hearing Heather’s high-pitched laughter every few minutes. After unpacking I walked into the living room, getting myself a well-deserved beer. Austin was still talking to Heather, much to my chagrin. Corey and Derek were sitting in the room as well.


  “You’ve got a fine lady, Patrick. I wish she was mine,” Austin said to me when I sat down in the living room. He looked me directly in the eyes, his stare unwavering. I was annoyed to see his hand was still on her knee.


  “Uh, thanks,” I stammered.


  “If you ever want to share her, I’m your man.”


  I nearly spit out my drink. What the hell? Heather laughed, blushing heavily, but to my dismay she didn’t seem offended.


  “Uhm, no thanks man,” I sputtered. What kind of weak response was that?! In my mind I was cursing myself. I needed to stand up to this bully, but instead I just got anxious.


  “Some guys are into that you know. I mean, what kind of idiot would take their wife along on a trip with three other guys if he didn’t want to share her?”


  Austin was staring at me the whole time he was saying this, his commanding brown eyes looking down at me. I tried to return his gaze, but I couldn’t help but glance away. From the corner of my eye I saw his hand slide ever so slightly up Heather’s knee, as she stared at him open-mouthed, a mixture of shock and flattery on her face.


  I was dumbfounded. Before I even had a chance to settle in, this brute was already challenging me for me wife, calling me out and humiliating me in front of two of my old friends. My stomach was in knots, my palms sweaty. I tried to formulate a sentence, a rebuttal, but the words failed me.


  Silence enveloped the room. You could cut the tension with a knife. All I heard were my wife’s deep breaths. Was she turned on?


  Then, Austin’s bouldering laugh filled the room. He slapped Heather on the knee, and Derek and Corey joined in.


  “You should have seen your face man! I’m just busting your balls,” Austin said, his eyes welling up with tears from laughter. I managed a few chuckles, but I still felt humiliated and emasculated. The threat in his voice was real, I realized that. I tried to grab Heather’s attention, but she was still staring at Austin, an astonished look in her eyes. She was breathing heavily, her cheeks and chest flushed red. If I didn’t know any better, I would have sworn she was extremely turned on by Austin’s animalistic behavior.


  This was going to be a rough weekend.


   


  ***


   


  I avoided Austin as much as I could for the rest of the day, taking a long walk through the woods to clear my head. I asked Heather to come with, but she opted to stay in and help Austin prepare dinner.


  The thought of them two spending more time alone sent my stomach up in knots, but I couldn’t very well command her to follow me, so I left. After walking for half an hour, I came back to the cabin feeling refreshed. The clean air had calmed me down, and I vowed not to let Austin get under my skin so much. He was rude and rowdy, but I shouldn’t let him ruin my weekend.


  When I came back in, Derek and Corey were talking amongst themselves in the living room. The moment I walked in the conversation fell silent.


  “What are you guys talking about?”


  “Nothing,” Derek said, but based on the looks they were giving each other they had to be talking about me.


  I heard a sudden high-pitched yelp coming from the kitchen, followed by bouldering laughter. Austin and Heather were still at it.


  I sat down next to my two old friends, trying to get a conversation going, but every minute we were interrupted by either a howl or cry from my wife and Austin’s resounding laugh. They sounded more like playful teenagers than a pair of responsible adults preparing dinner.


  My blood was boiling, and all the peace of mind I had found outside had seeped out of me. Derek and Corey shot me looks that were filled with pity. I realized that they were probably talking about what of a loser I was for letting Austin humiliate me so right before I walked in.


  I wanted nothing more than barge into the kitchen and chastise my wife for making a fool out of me, but that would only make me seem weaker. Instead I sat there, in the living room, eating myself up with rage, counting down the seconds.


  Thankfully, after fifteen minutes or so, dinner was finally done. My wife came walking out of the kitchen with a scarlet blush on her face, and her hair seemed slightly tussled to me. I was just happy it was over.


   


  ***


   


  “You never told me your friends were so hot,” my wife said as she climbed into bed with me that night.


  “What do you mean?” I asked, trying to mask the jealousy in my voice.


  “Well, most of your friends are, well, totally out of shape, but Corey and Derek are really… athletic.”


  “I guess they do take good care of themselves,” I answered, wanting nothing more than to change the subject.


  “And Austin as well,” she said dreamily.


  “Austin? That old guy? You can’t be serious.”


  “What? He’s looks good. He takes excellent care of himself.”


  “How would you even know?” I snapped back. This guy was getting on my last nerves.


  “He showed me,” she said softly. She was talking more to herself than to me.


  I turned around to face her.


  “What do you mean?” The words came quickly, my anxiety rising once more.


  She shot me a mischievous smile, her eyes twinkling with pleasure. I hadn’t seen her this joyful since we stared dating.


  “When we were preparing dinner, he spilled some sauce on his shirt, and so he took it off. He’s so strong. He’s like a sculpture, every muscle is so well-defined…”


  With every word I heard my anger and jealousy rose higher and higher. My eyes were spitting fire at this point. She noticed my impassioned stare, and pulled my body in close.


  “Don’t be mad baby, it’s just some harmless flirting,” she whispered into my neck as he hand traveled down my body. “It’s nice to be desired you know.”


  “I don’t like him,” I said with a strained voice.


  Her hand brushed past my crotch, and to my surprise, my cock was standing at full attention.


  “What do we have here?” My wife cooed as she reached into my boxers and wrapped her fingers around my throbbing erection. I hadn’t even realized it, but together with the jealousy my cock had risen as well. It was throbbing and hard, pre-cum already moistening the head of my cock. A moan escaped my lips as she jerked my cock up and down.


  “If I didn’t know any better, I would say you like seeing me get flirted with,” she breathed into my ear, speeding up her jerking.


  “I don’t,” I moaned breathlessly, but with every word she spoke my erection hardened.


  “So you didn’t think it was hot when he talked about sharing me with your friends?”


  “Oh god,” I groaned. Despite my mental objections, my body was responding to her manipulations. My cock surged with blood when she mentioned sharing her body.


  “See, you do like it… you like it when your wife is a naughty little slut, don’t you?”


  She pulled the covers back, staring at my cock.


  “You are so hard right now. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this hard, baby. You must really like it, huh?”


  I wanted so shake my head no, but there was no denying it. Lust had taken over, and I was so close to orgasm I probably would have agreed to anything by this point.


  Heather looked at me with a look I had never seen before. Her eyes were burning with lust, a devious, sexy smirk on her face.


  “What would you do if I told you he touched me?”


  “Huh?”


  “He touched me baby. He put his hands on me.”


  My cock lurched at this revelation. I didn’t know if she was just talking dirty, or a real transgression had taken place.


  “When we were cooking, he came up behind me and placed his hands directly on my ass, up my dress, squeezing my naked ass with you three guys right there in the next room,” she rattled on. She was rubbing her own clit as well as she was telling me all this.


  “I let him do it, baby. I let him feel and knead my asscheeks, even though I knew I shouldn’t. It felt so wrong, so dirty baby. He’ll brag about it to your friends and they’ll all think I’m a complete slut. He kissed my neck and told me he wasn’t joking when he said he wanted to fuck me, baby. He pressed his hard cock into my asscheeks all the while he was telling me this. It was so hot.”


  Her breathing became erratic as she approached orgasm, her hands a blur as she jerked me off.


  “His cock was so big, baby. It’s the biggest cock I’ve ever seen. I turned around and he pulled it out, right there, with you in the next room. It was twice as big as yours, honey. I’ve never seen such a big cock before. He asked me to give it a little kiss.”


  She had her eyes closed at this point, biting down hard on her bottom lip.


  “Did you?” I asked. I wanted to know, I needed to know.


  She nodded, opening her mouth wide.


  “Just like this,” she whispered as she wrapped her full lips around the head of my cock, her tongue flicking around the sensitive head of my cock. I jerked my hips forwards, my cock exploding inside of her mouth. I grabbed her hair and held in place as I fired rope after rope of my sticky white cum into her waiting mouth. She swallowed every last drop, sucking on my cock, coaxing every last drop of cum out of me, as she came herself. Her entire body trembled as her orgasm sent out shockwaves through her body, her moans stifled by my cock in her mouth.


  She laid down on her back, a strand my cum dripping down her bottom lip, a sated smile on her pretty face.


  “Did that really happen?” I asked, my voice tense. I had just had the most intense orgasm of my life, but the waves of pleasure were subsiding and being replaced by the familiar feel of anxiety.


  She shook her head no, that sated, satisfied grin plastered on her face.


  “Of course not baby, I was just fantasizing… for you…” she said faintly. She turned to her side, and within seconds, she was snoring.


  I laid awake for a while before sleep took me, replaying every word she said. Was she just fantasizing… or was something really taking place, right under my nose? I vowed to keep a better eye on Austin going forward, and hoped that the weekend would be over soon.


   


  ***


   


  “Keep up, shrimp!”


  Austin’s thundering voice brought me back to reality. We had gone hitchhiking the following afternoon, but my thoughts were all over the place. I kept replaying the previous day in my mind, over and over again. I couldn’t believe Heather was acting like it was no big deal, couldn’t she see how embarrassing her behavior was for me? I was stumbling along, trying to keep up with Austin and Derek. Corey decided to stay in with Heather. I hoped he respected the sanctity of marriage more than his uncle… Heather had decided to wear the tiniest dress she had today. It was a yellow sun dress, but it barely covered her round butt. I couldn’t believe she was going to wear that without me even around.


  The forest we were in was beautiful, but it was wasted on me. We were traveling down a long winding path, next to a tumultuous river. The stream of the river was dangerously fast, the kind you would water raft in. I was so lost in my own thoughts I wasn’t paying attention, and my foot got caught in the open root of a tree.


  I stumbled, losing my balance, tumbling down the steep slope. I struggled to find my grip, to hang onto something, but the more I struggled, the faster I fell. I cried out for help as the world turned and I plummeted ever downward, the water’s edge getting dangerously close.


  Right as I flopped into the water and I thought I was done for, a powerful force grabbed my coat and pulled me out. Austin had seen me falling and raced over, saving me from certain death.


  “Goddamnit shrimpie, what did I tell you? You could have died out there!”


  I was out of breath, but I managed to wheeze out a thank you. Great, now I owe this asshole my life.


  I limped back to the cabin, supported by Derek. I had twisted my ankle and picked up a few scrapes and bruises. When we got back, Corey was surprised to see us.


  “You guys are back soon.”


  I thought I detected a bit of guilt in his voice, but I could just be imagining it because of the pain.


  “Where’s Heather?” I asked.


  “She’s taking a shower. What happened to you?”


  “The kid took a tumble,” Austin said. “Was lost in dreamland, nearly got himself killed.”


  I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m going to lie down.”


  I limped to the bedroom and laid down on the bed. This weekend couldn’t get any worse. I closed my eyes, waiting for Heather to come find me.


  I drifted off to sleep, only to be suddenly woken up by Heather opening the door to our bedroom. She was fresh out of the shower - and to my surprise, she wasn’t wearing a towel. Her naked body was still glistening with water, her nipples hard and erect. Did she walk through the cabin stark naked? What was she thinking?


  “Oh my god, what happened to you?” She asked, coming to my side.


  I searched for the right words, my mind still a mess.


  “Why aren’t you wearing anything?”


  “What are you talking about, I have my towel right here,” she said, deflecting my question. My mind was so hazy that she could have been right and I was just seeing things.


  “I fell… my legs hurt.”


  She examined my bruises. My lower left leg had turned a dark shape of purple.


  “We have to get help, you may have a serious injury.”


  “Don’t worry about it…”


  “It’s too late to drive home now, we’re in the middle of nowhere and it’s already getting dark. But first thing tomorrow, I’m driving you to the nearest hospital.”


  “Alright…” I was in no state to argue.


  She left and brought me a bottle of liquor.


  “Here, I checked for pain killers but we don’t seem to have any… but you can use this to numb the pain.”


  I accepted the bottle and took a swig. The bitter liquor stung the inside of my throat, but it did help in relieving my most immediate pain.


  “Get some rest, baby.”


  Heather kissed me on my forehead and tucked me into bed. I said I loved her, before quickly falling back into a dreamlike state.


   


  ***


   


  I awoke a while later, startled by strange voices. I opened my eyes. The room was completely dark. Night had fallen and I was in my room, alone. I listened as intensely as I could. I recognized Austin’s low voice right away.


  “She’s a firecracker, isn’t she? No idea why she married that bozo.”


  “I didn’t believe you at first, but you were right, uncle… I did it exactly like you told me to. When you guys were gone I pulled her onto my lap. She squirmed and tried to wrestle me, but it was all playfully. She could have gotten up at any time, but instead, she ground that round butt of hers right into my hard cock.”


  I tried to make sense of the world… where were these voices coming from? I looked through the slits of my eyes and saw the door to my room was slightly open. The voices were being carried in from there. I recognized Austin’s voice, but I hadn’t placed the second one…


  “I lifted up that tiny yellow dress of hers, and you were right man. The bitch wasn’t even wearing any underwear!”


  “I told you she’s an obedient little whore,” Austin responded.


  “So I pulled out my cock and I fucked her right there on the couch. You guys hadn’t left for even fifteen minutes before I was balls deep inside her.”


  “Did you come inside her?”


  “Of course I did! Did you?”


  “Hell yeah I did.”


  “Oh man, do you think she made poor hubby eat her out?”


  “Ha! I sure as fuck hope so. Can you just imagine that poor bastard, sucking on our juices… poor fag.”


  “Do you think Derek’s fucking her right now?”


  “I sure as fuck hope so. If not, that bastard doesn’t know what he’s missing. I’ve never met such a hot, easy little tramp like Heather.”


  Heather? That was my wife’s name…


  Slowly, the puzzle pieces started to fall into place. I wasn’t hallucinating, I wasn’t lost in some crazy nightmare. This was reality. I was wide awake, in my bed, listening to Austin and what I now realized was Corey discuss my wife. The truth hit me like a punch in the gut and immediately felt the need to throw up. I mustered all my will and kept quiet, curious to know what else they’d say if they thought no one was listening.


  “It’s good you guys came back when you did and not a minute earlier, or you’d have found her buck naked riding my cock.”


  “You were at it all afternoon huh?”


  “Hell yeah, she was insatiable man… she kept begging for more. I was exhausted to tell you the truth!”


  “I’m not surprised. She is ravenous. From the moment I saw her, I noticed that devious, slutty glint in her eyes. I knew I was going to take her at that exact moment, with or without her husband around… though, I figured it would at least take me a day or two. I didn’t expect her to take out my cock and make me fuck her right there in the kitchen, that’s for sure!”


  “I still find that hard to believe, Austin. You’re telling me you fucked her with us three sitting right there in the next room?”


  “Exactly. You saw how hot she got when I told her husband I was going to fuck that bitch right in front of all you guys. She was on fire. The moment we were alone in the kitchen together she practically threw herself at me. All I had to do was lift up that frilly dress, move her panties to the side and slide my cock right in that hot little bitch. She spent the whole dinner smiling at her hubby with a cunt filled with my cream!”


  “God damn, Austin. If I didn’t fuck her myself, I would never have believed you.”


  “We have one more night to enjoy our little plaything, as I’m sure that wimp will want to leave first thing in the morning. Don’t blame him, he looks like shit. I just checked on him, and he’s out cold. He’s lucky, if I didn’t grab him when I did he surely would have drowned.”


  “I’m not so sure I would call having a wanton slut for a wife lucky there, uncle.”


  “Ha! Well, some guys are into that you know… I don’t care either way. I’m going to fuck that hot little bitch all night. Speaking about the devil, I think that’s them coming back right now.”


  The conversation stopped, and a few seconds later, the front door of the cabin opened with a heavy creek.


  “How was your walk?” Austin said.


  “It was great,” a soft, melodic voice responded. Heather’s sweet voice. I could recognize her voice anywhere.


  “How is Patrick holding up?”


  “He’s out cold, don’t worry about him. Why don’t you come here and give me a little kiss?”


  She giggled, and I heard her feet tip-toe across the wooden floor. My stomach was turning. She couldn’t… I knew the truth already - Austin and Corey had damn near shoved it in my face, but still, a small part of was in denial. Maybe they were just boasting to each other, bragging, without any truth to their words.


  “Just a little one, I don’t want to make our two friends jealous,” my wife replied, her voice low and sultry. My breath faltered. She couldn’t be serious.


  But she was. I heard the familiar sound of two sets of lips meeting, and a low male groan accompanying it. It lasted almost a full minute, each single one lasting a lifetime for me. There was no denying it now.


  “What’s gotten into you?” My wife asked, sounding raspy and out of breath.


  “I’ve been waiting to fuck you all day,” Austin responded. “And I’m going to do it right here and right now.”


  My wife gave a small squeal as Austin planted his lips back on hers.


  I had to stop this. I couldn’t lie here and listen to these brutes cuckolding me like some loser. Gathering all my strength, I managed to sit up straight and I climbed out of bed. My leg still hurt, but I ignored the pain the best I could. I hobbled to the door.


  And that’s when I saw it.


  Austin had his arms wrapped around her, his hands roaming her backside. They were exchanging a passionate kiss, their lips planted firmly together, their tongues intertwined. She moaned into his mouth, a more than willing participant. Corey and Derek were sitting on the couch, a beer in their hands, as they watched the spectacle intensely. Heather had her back to me.


  I was watching from the darkness, no one could see me. Austin lifted up the back of her short dress, exposing her naked ass to my two old - or should I say former? - friends. Corey had been right - she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Austin grabbed her naked cheeks, spreading them, exposing her dripping wet pussy to the two men.


  I was frozen in place, my muscles not cooperating. I wanted to scream, to fight, but all I could do was stand still and watch Austin seduce my wife. She was acting like a wanton whore, sticking her ass out so the men could get a better view of her pussy and puckered asshole.


  “You like showing off, huh?” Austin moaned between kisses.


  “Uh-huh,” she replied raspily, confirming what we already knew. My wife, my lovely Heather, the love of my life, was a slut. She was a complete and total whore for these three jocks. The only question left for me was whether or not she had always been this way behind my back, of it was something in the mountain air that had made her act so wanton and abandon.


  I realized there was one more question left: How I felt about it.


  When she jerked me off, ‘imagining’ sucking off Austin, I had one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was strange, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it, but it was there.


  Those same feelings were surging up now. My cock hardened as I watched these men use my wife as their personal sex-toy. I couldn’t look away, my eyes were glued to her body.


  Corey reached up from the couch and ran his hand up her naked leg. Heather twitched, bit didn’t move away. His hand rose up, higher and higher, until he was stroking her inner thigh. Rather than moving away, she jutted her butt out even more, eager for his touch. Corey was glad to oblige.


  He slid his hand in between her legs, his fingers running across her smooth lips. She moaned into Austin’s mouth, her hands fidgeting with his belt buckle, unclasping it and reaching two hands into his pants. Her arms moved up and down, rubbing Austin’s cock as his nephew’s hand explored her wet pussy.


  The men grew bolder with every passing second, as Heather was into every thing they were doing. Corey slipped first one, then two fingers into her smooth, sopping wet pussy. He finger fucked her hard, her entire body shaking every time he slid his hand in. From where I was standing I could clearly see the juices dripping off his hand - she was soaking wet.


  “Oh god, oh god,” she moaned over and over again as the men manhandled her body. Austin lifted up her dress and threw it in the corner. She held onto his large frame for balance, or she would have tipped right over. She was now completely naked in front of three men she had only met a day earlier.


  Austin grabbed her neck, holding it tightly.


  “You want our cocks, don’t you, you slut?!”


  To my dismay, Heather nodded.


  “Answer me!”


  “YES!” She screamed. “I want all your cocks… please… fuck me!”


  Austin dropped his pants and boxers, showing off his massive cock. Heather wasn’t joking - his cock was thick and long. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head down, forcing his manhood into her mouth.


  She sucked on it willingly, bobbing her head up and down. He reached forward and smacked her naked ass a few times, until his red hand print was visible on her naked skin.


  “One of you fuck this hot little bitch,” Austin commanded the two younger guys.


  They looked at each other, and Derek motioned for Corey to go first. Within a few seconds he had shed his clothes and taken his position behind my wanton wife. He lined up the head of his cock with her cunt, and then with one fell swoop, he slid his cock into her pussy, all the way to the hilt.


  Heather cried out, her voice muffled by the large cock in her mouth. Austin chuckled as he held her hair tightly, thrusting in and out of her mouth.


  Corey grabbed her ass with both hands as he drilled his cock into her. He would pull out all the way before slamming back in, driving his big cock all the way inside of her. Every time she’d let out an impassioned, loving groan. She was loving every minute of this.


  Austin pulled his cock out of her mouth. He was only just getting started.


  He got down low, so his face was right next to my wife’s.


  “You love Corey’s cock?!” He asked her.


  “Yes!”


  “Is it better than your husband?!”


  “YES!”


  “Bigger?!”


  “Oh god yes!”


  “Have you ever been fucked like this?!”


  “NO!”


  “Do you want another cock in your mouth?!”


  “I do!”


  “Beg for it, you slut!”


  “Please! Please! Give me more! Fuck me more!”


  She was replying to every question instantly, with an intensity and submissiveness I had never heard or felt before. Austin had authority and an incredible, natural charm. He had turned my wife into his own personal plaything in little more then a day.


  He motioned for Derek to join him in front of my wife, and he did so, having already gotten naked. His cock was waving in front of my wife’s face, only inches from her waiting mouth.


  “Are you my filthy slut, Heather?”


  “Yes, yes, I’m your filthy slut, Austin, I’ll do whatever you want,” she pleaded.


  He grinned at the two guys, beaming with power.


  “Fuck that slut’s face, Derek.”


  Heather opened her mouth wide, and Derek slid his cock right in. She sucked on it willingly, moving her head down, trying to take as much of his manhood into her mouth as possible.


  Austin admired the view from the side for a moment, my pretty blonde wife, bent over at the waist, two cocks moving out of her holes, all the while pleading for more.


  He gesticulated Corey to move over, and he did so without a complaint, his cock slipping out of my wife with an audible plop. It was clear to see he shared his uncle’s genes, as their cocks were equally massive. Austin took his place, lining up the head of his cock with her gaping pussy. He rubbed her slit a few times, teasing her.


  “Check this out,” he said to his nephew as he readjusted his cock. I couldn’t quite see what he was doing, until Heather suddenly let out a piercing scream.


  “Please, it’s too big,” she pleaded, before Derek shoved his dick back into her mouth.


  “You will take it all in your ass, you filthy slut, and you’ll like it,” Austin gritted through his teeth as he pushed forwards.


  I got so dizzy watching this I nearly fell, grabbing the wooden wall for support. Austin was now shoving his massive, oversized cock into my wife’s virgin, tight asshole. My own cock was raging. Halfway through the gangbang I had started masturbating, and I was timing my strokes with their thrusts. I couldn’t believe I was enjoying this so much, but there I was, jerking off as these three blokes used my wife for their own pleasure.


  Austin’s hips moved forwards, his cock having slipped into her tiny asshole. Heather let out a low groan, a mix of pain and pleasure, as Austin started jerking his hips, sliding inch after inch of his large cock into her.


  “Ever been ass-fucked before?”


  My wife shook her head.


  “Do you love it?”


  After a brief pause, she nodded her head, making me fill ill.


  Austin pulled out, leaving her asshole gaped open. He had a smug smile on his face.


  “I have an idea. Corey, go sit on the couch. Slut, go sit on his cock.”


  Corey did as instructed, and Heather climbed unto his pole, sliding down easily on his big pole. Austin took his position behind her, lining up his cock with her asshole. Heather looked over his shoulder at him, a mixture of shock and pleasure on her pretty face.


  “What are you doing?” She asked.


  “We’re going to double-penetrate you, fill you from both ends,” Austin said he pushed forwards, applying pressure to her asshole.


  “Oh god,” she groaned, her eyes going wide.


  “I’ve never…” her voice trailed off, replaced by a moan as Austin’s cock penetrated her virgin asshole. He slid all the way in, being rougher this time. I couldn’t imagine how she must have felt, being filled by two extremely large cocks at the same time, both of them moving in and out of her, providing her pleasure in ways that I never could.


  To finish this debased scene, Derek stood on the couch and grabbed her head, forcing his cock between her lips. The men moved in unison, three hard cocks fucking her from all ends. She made sounds I had never heard before - her voice was full of pleasure, enjoying every second.


  “I’m gonna blow,” Corey said from underneath her.


  “Right there with you bud,” Austin said. “Let’s fill her up at the same time!”


  “OH GOD, DO IT!” My wife screamed at the top of her lungs. She was a cum fiend, and I realized this must be one of her biggest fantasies: Being filled up on all sides by delicious cum.


  I saw Corey’s legs jerk as his cock exploded deep inside my wife’s unprotected pussy, sending his cum deeply into her womb. Austin was right there with him, giving a final hard thrust into her ass before exploding deep inside her. He pushed his cock all the way in, right up to the hilt, before letting go. He let out a long, low moan as he filled her ass with his seed, experiencing something that I never had before.


  “I can feel you, I can feel it, I can feel you so good,” my wife moaned, her eyes closed. This was too much for Derek as well, as he shoved his cock back between her lips and fired his cum into her mouth. He held her hair as he exploded in her wanton mouth. She gulped it all down, swallowing several times, eager to get every last drop his cum in her belly.


  Austin stood up, his cock leaving her ass with a plop. I could see the cum gushing out of her ass, dribbling down her inner legs. Corey lifted her up and laid her down on the couch, and another, equally large amount of cum flooded out her raw, well-used pussy. She laid there on the couch, completely used up, cum-leaking from every end, panting.


  “That’s how you do it,” Austin said to the two guys, and they grinned. The sight of my wife, covered in cum, dripping from every orifice, sent me over the edge. I came quickly and softly, stifling my moans as to not draw attention to myself.


  I limped back to bed, lying down softly so the bed wouldn’t creak and give me away. I could barely believe what I had just witnessed. My mind was a mess, and I drifted into sleep.


   


  ***


   


  I awoke with a jolt. The room was filled with light. Where was I? What happened? Heather was sound asleep next to me, looking pristine as ever. I looked around, trying to gather my bearings and suddenly it all came back to me. The trip. The fall. The… gangbang. The copious amounts of cum being pumped into my wife. The way it dribbled out of her well-used ass and pussy. The way she begged for their cocks, behaved like a wanton whore.


  I looked at the beautiful women sound asleep next to me. She looked perfect, spotless. That couldn’t be the same woman I saw last night. Perhaps it hadn’t, perhaps it had been a feverish nightmare, brought on by the pain and discomfort.


  It had to be. There was simply no way…


  I cuddled up next to my wife, kissing her shoulder as I wrapped my arm around her body. To my surprise, she was naked under the covers. She rarely slept nude, she always gets a bit cold at night.


  I swallowed, my mouth becoming dry. Surely she hadn’t…


  I pulled the covers away, and what I saw confirmed my worst suspicions.


  She was naked, and her inner thighs and ass were covered with a dried-up substance. I had seen it too many times in my life to be fooled - she was matted with cum.


  As I looked over her beautiful, naked figure, my own cock got hard instantly. I knew at that moment I would never leave her… as long as I got to watch every time she felt like being a wanton cum slut again!


   


  ###


  ***


   


  Taken at the Costume Party


   


  When I swapped costumes with my co-worker for the big party, I figured we were just going to prank our wives a little, perhaps flirt with them a bit… instead, I watched my wife get seduced and then gangbanged in front of all the guests, taking one cock after the other!


   


  ***


   


  “Hey Mark, you’re going to the party tonight as well, right?” My coworker Chad asked me.


  “Of course,” I answered him. “I don’t want to miss this for the world.”


  I was at my office, late on a Friday night. Every year, our mutual friend Adriano threw a huge costume party in his mansions up in the hills. These parties were always very wild - there would be over two hundred people and everyone was in costume. Put two hundred anonymous people in a mansion with a boatload of drugs and alcohol and you could see why I didn’t want to miss this party. Plenty of grinding, kissing and fucking going on. I had been looking forward to this party all month - and so was my wife, Amy. She was a hot firecracker, and she had an exhibitionist streak. We rarely got to act on it, with our busy lives and all, but this party was a nice way to cut loose. She was going as a slutty red riding hood, while I was a big bad wolf. I rented a full-body werewolf costume. It was pricey, but well worth it. I couldn’t wait to take her into one of the bedrooms and bend her over. In fact, she was already at the party, waiting for me, while I finished up my case in the office.


  “Cool. I have a bit of an odd question, but hear me out: Would you be willing to trade costumes with me?”


  I frowned at him. “Why would I do that?”


  “I’d like to surprise my wife, Tiffany. I have a great Zorro costume, but I saw your werewolf outfit in the back of your car down in the garage, and I got this great idea: What if we switched costumes man? Our wives wouldn’t know what them. Just imagine, you could hit on our wife as Zorro, and just see what happens… what do you think? It’s hot, right?”


  I mulled it over for a minute. At first it sounded ludicrous, but the more I thought about it, the more sense it made. I was keen to find out how my wife was acting without me around, and if I showed up as Zorro, she’d have no idea it was me. I could check her out, dance with her, reveal it was me and then still fuck her later that night.


  Or I could just fuck her without letting her know it’s me.


  That thought suddenly popped into my mind, and my cock surged. Would she let me? What if I just guided her to a bedroom and took her? Chad had definitely triggered something, because I was overcome with lust.


  “Deal,” I told him. “If you reimburse me for the rental,” I added quickly.


  “Done!” Chad grinned at me. “I knew you’d play ball.”


  I never even imagined a scenario where my wife would see Chad in my werewolf costume and throw herself at him…


   


  *


   


  The entire drive up to the mansion I was filled with giddy excitement. My cock was raging - I felt like a teenager all over again. I wondered what my wife was up to. Maybe I’d be disappointed and find her just drinking and talking to some strangers, or perhaps I’d find her on the dance floor, grinding on someone’s lap, drunk out of her mind… I didn’t text her or call I was coming over, I wanted to surprise her as much as possible.


  I pulled up to the mansion. The streets were littered with cars. I parked on the grass - no one was going to care. I changed into the Zorro costume and headed into the house. Chad had left the office the same time I did, but he had to stop for gas, so I was slightly ahead of him.


  I could hear the booming bass from outside already. The mansion was packed, stuffed full with people. I searched for her in the crowded mansion, checking out the different rooms. The party was in full swing, bodies swaying to the rhythm everywhere. A few women tried to pull me onto the dancefloor. Normally I’d have taken them up on it, but I was on a mission. I needed to find my wife.


  I saw a flash of red on the dance floor. I pushed my way through the crowd, eager to see my wife. When I got closer I saw it was definitely her. She was dressed as little red riding hood, just like she said - but I had never seen such a hot and slutty red riding hood before. Her low-cut red top was knotted below her breasts, exposing her naked mid-riff. Her breasts jiggled with each move she took, constantly threatening to spill out. It was a mesmerizing sight.


  A short red skirt finished her ensemble. I watched the hem of her skirt intensely. Every time she shook her hips the skirt flared up, and the curves of her ass became visible.


  I took my position on the stairs in the corner of the room. Elevated, I had a perfect view of the room, and my wife. I wanted to watch her for a minute, to see what she was getting up to without me around. She was busy dancing with a tall black guy dressed as a cowboy. She was throwing every move she had at him - pressing her barely dressed body closely against him, whispering into his ear, running her hands down his back.


  I felt a pang of jealousy as I watched her. I half expected to find something like this, and part of me wanted to - I had always been a bit of a voyeur, and Amy was the exhibitionist that completed me. Still, I hoped she did nothing more than flirt.


  The cowboy was having the time of his life. He pulled her in close, his hand sliding down her lower back. They were standing in the middle of the dance floor, surrounded by people dancing on all sides. No one was paying attention to them - except me.


  My blood ran cold as I saw his hands slide lower and lower, until it was resting on her ass. His hand was only separated from her naked skin by a razorthin piece of cloth. Amy whispered something into his ear, and in return, he squeezed her ass roughly, causing the small skirt to ride up, exposing her naked ass to the entire party.


  I watched with bated breath. I glanced around to see if anyone else was seeing this, but everyone was too busy with themselves to pay my wife any attention. From where I was standing I could clearly see her naked ass, and the small red thong that was saving her last piece of dignity. I figured she’d pull down the skirt right away and slap his black hand away - but what she did instead made me sick to my stomach.


  She wrapped her arms around his neck and planted her lips firmly on his. He reciprocated, and they swapped tongues in the middle of the dance floor. His hands kept working her ass cheeks, kneading them, without as much as a care in the world. I was flabbergasted as I saw his hands massage her soft flesh. Everyone who cared to look would get a full view of her round ass.


  My cock was standing at full attention as I watched this transgression play out. My wife wasn’t even being coy - she was full on making-out with this complete stranger. To say I was floored would be an understatement - I was blown away.


  Jealousy, anger and lust battled for dominance in my mind. I wanted to run over there, to punch that guy in the throat, to scream at my wife - but a part of me also wanted to watch this play out. A large part of me. Larger than I wanted to admit.


  I started to rationalize her behavior to myself. I did leave her all alone at a party all night, without calling her I’d be over, and instead of saying hello like a proper lover would, I was watching, stalking her, like a jealous husband… if I didn’t want this to happen, why was I still staring, dumbfounded?


  Besides, what was a bit of necking, really? It was innocent. Not like she’d take in any further. Right?


  When his hand slid around to her front I got dizzy. Judging from their movement, his hand slid between her legs - no doubt finding her smooth, bald pussy to be dripping wet. When she’s drunk she gets very, very horny. This was going too far. I had to put a stop to it.


  Instead, I was frozen in place, my pulse racing, my mouth dry. I could not look away.


  Amy threw her head back and she closed her eyes. A look of pure bliss was on her angelic face. The black stud had a big, smug smile on his face as his arm moved up and down. His fingers were probably rubbing her clit, or worse: moving in and out of her slutty pussy.


  Amy bit down on her bottom lip, her mouth turning into an ‘o’ - she was moaning like a whore as this stranger finger-fucked her in the middle of a packed room.


  I was losing my mind. Was this really happening? The party was still pumping, and they were anonymous in the large crowd - no one had any idea this was happening right in front of them. If I wasn’t paying special attention to them, I probably would have missed it as well.


  Finally my wife regained some of her composure, and she pushed his arm away, a sly smile on her lips. She wagged her finger at him, as if to say he had been a bad boy. The guy raised his hand up to their face, and I thought I saw a slimmer of light reflect from his index finger. Was that my wife’s juices on his hand? The thought alone made me sick. He held his hand in front of her, and what she did next almost made me hurl.


  She opened her mouth and sucked on his finger, taking it all the way into her mouth. If that were her juices on his fingers, she was now sucking them off. I pinched myself to see if I was dreaming - what had happened to my wife, and when did she turn into such a kinky sex kitten?


  I was not the only one surprised: the black cowboy was baffled as well. He must have thought he hit the jackpot to find such a kinky little white slut. I knew I had to cut-in before this prick ruined our marriage.


  I took a deep breath and mustered all my courage to cut in. I waded through the thick crowd, but it wasn’t easy. The place was packed, and I had to struggle to cut through the crowd. Now I realized why no had seen them - the crowd was just too dense. When I finally reached them I saw the black guy was trying to get her to go upstairs with him, but she was shaking her head no. At least she was still somewhat faithful. He then motioned if she wanted a drink, and she quickly nodded yes. He turned around and went to the kitchen, leaving my wife alone.


  I cut in behind her, and her body brushed against mine. My cock was still hard as a rock, despite my anxiety, and she pushed her round ass right into it.


  “Well, hello there,” I heard her purr above the pounding bass. She ground against me, not even glancing back to see who I was. She twerked on my cock, her round ass cheeks almost masturbating me right through my black pants. A moan escaped my lips - I couldn’t help it. Her reckless, slutty behavior was turning me on like crazy.


  I grabbed her ass with both hands as I thrust forward roughly, smacking my crotch into her round ass. She squealed with joy in response. I was losing myself to lust.


  I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her body in close. My right hand grabbed her throat, holding her neck tightly. My other hand dipped into her top, squeezing her breasts roughly. Her left tit popped out, and I tweaked her nipple, pinching it.


  She moaned like a proper whore, doing nothing to stop my assault on her body. I realized that if I pulled out my cock and rammed it in her cunt right here and right now she would do nothing to stop me - she would let a stranger use her body for his pleasure. Rather than angering me, this realization turned me on even more. I was married to a proper slut, and I loved it.


  “Is this was you want?” I grunted into her ear, keeping my voice low to mask my identity.


  “Uh-huh,” she moaned breathless. “Punish me,” she whispered, so soft I barely heard it.


  “What about your husband?” I growled as I ripped her top completely open, her breasts spilling out. She was not topless, stuck in this large crowd, bodies rubbing up against us from all sides.


  The mention of me made a hot squeal leave her lips. I turned her face so I could look her into her eyes. My face was covered by a black mask, so she could not tell it was me. We locked eyes. Her bright blue eyes, usually so radiant, where now glazed over with lust. She reached behind and grabbed my rock hard erection, squeezing my cock. She smiled mischievously at me as she licked her lips.


  “He likes to watch,” she moaned at me as her hand worked my cock.


  This was the hottest moment of my life. I grabbed her hand to stop her, or I would have creamed myself right there on the dancefloor.


  “Speak of the devil,” she said as she saw something over my shoulder. I turned and followed her line-of-sight, and there he was. The werewolf. Chad. Or, as my wife thought, me. She quickly buttoned up her top, covering up her exposed breasts.


  “Excuse me,” Amy said as she brushed past me, towards Chad. I was left frozen in place as my wife worked her way through the crowd. Chad was standing around, probably looking for his own wife. I knew I should grab her right now and rip off my mask, show her that it’s me. Every passing second was one I could use to stop her from making a mistake.


  But I didn’t. Instead I stood there, and I watched. My hard cock was throbbing, and I wanted to see what she’d do. How far was she going to take it? When would she realize that the werewolf wasn’t me? And for that matter, what was Chad going to do? He was a married man…


  I followed her, blending into the crowd so that they wouldn’t know I was listening in on them.


  “Hi baby, what took you so long?” Amy breathed heavily as she grabbed Chad’s crotch. He jumped, surprised. He stammered something, his voice drowned out by the loud music.


  Amy pushed her body against hers, pressing her tits against his chest.


  “Let’s go do it somewhere baby, you have no idea how hot I am,” she moaned. She grabbed his furry hands and placed them right on her barely covered ass. He of course squeezed her round ass.


  “I’ve been waiting so long for you, honey,” she continued on as she rubbed the bulge in his crotch. “I’ve been a bad girl who needs punishment…”


  This was more than any mortal man could take, and Chad was no exception. When Amy grabbed his hand and walked off with him, he followed her, obediently. With a sudden jolt I realized they were about to have sex. Chad was going to fuck my wife if I didn’t stop them right at that very instant. I somehow thought that she would realize he wasn’t me, or that Chad would come out and say it, but I realized what a fool I had been. He was going to keep that mask on and just plow my wife from behind, she’d be none the wiser.


  I tried to follow them, but the crowd was thick, and I was losing sight of them. Right as they turned a corner a hand suddenly pulled me back.


  “There you are!” A high pitched voice screamed into my ear. “I’ve been waiting for you all night!”


  I turned around and a blonde trophy wife staring me in the face. She was dressed as Wonder Woman, and her large breasts were spilling out of her top. This must be Tiffany, Chad’s wife.


  Before I had a moment to react, she planted her full lips right on top of mine. I could smell wine on her breath - she certainly had a few.


  “Come on, dance with me honey!”


  I murmured a response. Every second counted by this point. I turned to leave but she grabbed my wrist again.


  “Stay, what’s with you?!”


  “Bathroom!” I grunted with a low voice.


  She waved me away. “Fine, fine, I’ll wait here!”


  I turned the corner, but my wife was nowhere to be found. Fuck. I could turn back and take advantage of Chad’s wife… but I’d much rather find Amy. They were probably in some upstairs bedroom.


  I raced up the stairs and started opening doors left and right. I didn’t catch a glimpse of them - but I did get yelled at by quite a few couples who were going at it. Behind one door were two naked women, 69’ing each other. I paused for a second - it’s not every day you get to look at something so lovely.


  “Hi there stranger, are you going to just watch are you going to join us?” The bottom one asked. I had to muster all the willpower I had to tear myself away from that scene. I raced to the third floor, my heart beating in my throat. By now, my wife was probably already on her knees. She’d have Chad’s cock between her lips, as he held her head, thrusting forward, forcing more of his cock into her mouth with every swing of his hips.


  As I reached the third floor, I heard a familiar sound that made me stop dead in my tracks.


  “Ohhhh!”


  That high-pitched moan was too familiar for comfort. In front of me was a door half-open. I sneaked closer, my heart doing a million miles a minute. This couldn’t be. I was turned on by her teasing, her flagrant sluttyness on the dance floor, but actually fucking someone… that was whole different ballpark.


  I looked through the crack in the door, and my heart sank.


  There, on a bed, was my wife. She was on her hands and knees, her skirt flipped up, her red thong dangling around her ankles. Behind her was Chad, werewolf costume still on, only his cock pulled out of the full-body suit. He was slamming his thick cock into my wife’s pussy, over and over again.


  “Yes, yes, oh fuck me, fuck me,” she cried out loud. Her breasts were jiggling lewdly with each thrust.


  I was too late. This was completely my fault. I had been a fool, and Chad was reaping the rewards.


  I couldn’t look away. My eyes were glued to the debauchery playing out in front of me. With every thrust of his hips, Chad sent his thick, wide cock deeper into my wife. She was none the wiser - or if she was, she wasn’t showing it.


  “Do it, fuck me, fuck me,” she moaned breathlessly, over and over again. Chad grunted each time he slammed his hips into my wife.


  “Are you going to cum inside me?” She asked him. Chad grunted affirmatively.


  “Do it,” she squealed. “I want your cum!”


  What Chad didn’t know was that my wife and I were trying for a child - she wasn’t on any birth control! If he came inside her unprotected pussy, he might very well knock her up. The thought alone made me so dizzy I nearly lost my balance, and I tripped against the door, causing it to open with a loud squeal.


  My wife turned her head to look at me, but Chad didn’t miss a single beat, plowing his cock into my wife’s unprotected pussy.


  “We have a visitor,” my wife moaned.


  “Let him watch,” Chad groaned, his voice low. He didn’t even take a moment to look up to see who it was. I wondered if he even knew it was my wife he was plowing.


  “I’m close,” he grunted, and he sped up his thrusts. He slammed his cock into her, over and over again, his balls slapping against her clit with each thrust. He smacked her ass, the sound echoing off the walls. My wife screamed in pleasure - in a way I never heard her scream before - as she begged for his cum.


  Chad gave a final, hard thrust before letting out a long and loud groan. His whole body shook as he shot his virile load deep inside my wife’s unprotected cunt. He fired rope after rope of his pearly white seed into her fertile womb.


  Amy moaned erotically, thrusting her ass backwards, coaxing every last bit of cum out Chad’s cock.


  “Oh my, you’ve completely filled me up,” she cooed, enjoying the feeling of a well-filled pussy.


  I just watched my co-worker breed my wife.


  Chad pulled out, and immediately his cum flooded out my wife’s pussy. I saw it dribble down her legs, clinging to her inner thighs. He looked at me, and froze in place. I couldn’t see his face due to the mask of course, but judging by his body language, he suddenly realized I had witnessed the whole thing, and it was my wife had just pumped full of cum.


  I didn’t know what to do at this point. Should I punch him? Should I tell my wife? It was kind of my fault she ended up in this scenario, so I was clueless… but I did know I wanted nothing more than to fuck my wife and reclaim her body.


  I pulled out my cock and took a step forwards. Chad moved away, letting me near.


  “Ohhh… what’s going on, baby?” My wife moaned, a fiery passion still burning in her body. She wasn’t done yet. She looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes widened when she saw me pull out my cock and take my place behind her.


  I looked down at her sloppy, creamy pussy. It was filled to the brim with seed, the white liquid dribbling out. I lined up my cock with her wet hole, brushing my purple head against her soaked lips.


  “Are you… are you going to let him fuck me, baby?” She said, looking at Chad. He nodded, and I pushed forwards, the head of my cock slipping into my wife’s used cunt.


  “OH GOD,” she groaned loudly as I entered her. “OH SHIT, YES, YES,” she panted like a wild dog. I slammed my cock all the way inside of her in one thrust, taking out all my jealousy, anger and fury on her pussy. Over and over again I fucked her. Every time I pulled out I saw my dick was covered in a mixture of her juices and Chad’s cum, and that only fueled my lust-filled rage.


  “This is so hot, this is so, hot, oh my god, yes, DO IT, YES,” Amy moaned. I knew that a threesome was her number one fantasy, a scenario we role played from time to time, and now, it was becoming a reality.


  “You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you?” I said under my breath.


  “YES! I’m a slut, I’m a dirty slut,” she panted.


  “Do you love my cock?”


  “Oh god YES!”


  “Do you want more, you slut?!”


  “YES please, oh god yes, give me more, give me more cock.”


  Her dirty, filthy words were spurring me on.


  Suddenly I heard a voice besides me encouraging me. “Yeah, fuck that slut!”


  I looked to my side and found the black cowboy and a guy dressed as Zeus standing in the door-opening, watching me fuck my wife. It must have looked like a filthy scene - Chad was standing in the corner, rubbing his softening cock, as I fucked my wife doggy style and she begged for more cock.


  “I’m next,” the cowboy said to his buddy.


  That comment, only two words long, sent me over the edge. He’s next. He thinks my wife is a whore, a slut who wants to be gangbanged, who would let any guy at this party fill her up with cock and swallow their loads. And why wouldn’t he think that? He fingered her wet cunt on the dance floor, he knew he was going to fuck that sweet little pussy of hers later.


  I came. I came hard. My knees buckled as I shot my load deep inside’s my wife’s fertile pussy, my load coating her on the inside, adding to Chad’s load already dripping out her well-fucked cunt. I pulled out, trying to catch my breath, my heart pounding so fast I felt like I was about to faint. Semen was absolutely flowing out of her pussy now, dribbling down her inner thighs.


  “Move over,” a voice behind me said, and I was nudged forcefully to the side. I nearly tripped as I stumbled backwards. Before I had a chance to stop him, to say anything, the cowboy had already taken his place behind my wife and in one swift movement shoved his unprotected big black cock into her dripping wet pussy.


  Amy moaned loudly as she was fucked by the third cock of the night. She was lost in lust, letting this stranger have her way with her, probably thinking I had arranged all of this. I watched with an open mouth as he pumped his cock into her, his balls slapping against her with every thrust of his hips.


  “Oh god, oh yes,” Amy moaned like a wanton whore, over and over again.


  “You love my black cock, don’t you?” The cowboy implored.


  Amy moaned loudly in response. I think she would have agreed on anything by this point.


  The men dressed as Zeus wasn’t content in waiting his turn, and he moved over to the side of the bed, near Amy’s face. I knew exactly what he wanted to do - and I did nothing to stop it.


  He grabbed her hair, his fingers intertwining with her hair, and he moved her head to his crotch. He pulled his toga to the side to expose a throbbing, hard cock. I saw Amy open her mouth wide out of her own volition, an eager participant in this orgy.


  Zeus shoved his cock into her mouth, pushing his dick as far into her mouth as it would go. Amy gagged on it, but didn’t move away or protest for even a single second - she obediently sucked his cock as she was now fucked from both sides at the same time by two total strangers.


  “This pussy is too loose,” the cowboy grunted under his breath. He pulled out his cock and rested the big purple head against her asshole. His black cock was shiny from the mixed juices.


  “Let’s see if you can take this big cock in your ass,” he said as he pushed forward, his cock pressing against her tiny asshole.


  I was shocked. In all our years together, we had never, never had anal sex. It was off limits, non negotiable. I had mentioned it once or twice, but the look Amy gave me, I knew I had to let it rest.


  And now this total stranger, this black Adonis, was about to fuck my wife in the ass.


  My wife groaned loudly, a mixture of pain and pleasure, but she didn’t move away. I could see she even pushed her hips backwards, eager and hungry for that black cock in her ass.


  “That’s it, you white slut, almost there,” the cowboy coaxed her on, and suddenly, the head of his cock slid into her ass.


  “OH GOD,” Amy cried out loud, despite the cock that was fucking her mouth. “It’s so big,” she panted.


  The cowboy slid his large cock into her ass, inch-by-inch, letting her adjust to the large size of his cock. I couldn’t look away, my eyes fixed on the black cock fucking her where I never had.


  “I love fucking white sluts in the ass,” he grunted. “That’s what you are, aren’t you? My white cum slut?”


  “Uh-huh,” Amy moaned in response. “Fuck my ass!”


  In all our years together I never imagined I’d hear those words come out of her mouth.


  By now the cowboy had slid his entire thick, big cock into her ass, all the way to the hilt. She was filled up in ways that I never had before. He pulled out all the way again, before slamming his cock back in. He fucked her hard, slapping her round, white ass and pulling on the back of her hair.


  He put me and Chad to shame. This guy was a professional, with the stamina of a horse. Halfway through their passionate lovemaking, I noticed that we had attracted quite a crowd. There were at least four other guys standing in the doorway watching my wife get fucked from both sides. I realized Chad had left - that bastard has probably spread the news, and now the whole party knew about what a filthy slut my wife was.


  “I’m about to cum,” the guy in the toga announced. He pulled his cock out my wife’s mouth and only a second later he fired rope after rope of his pearly white seed right on her face. She opened her mouth wide, eager to catch as much cum as possible, but he shot his load right in the middle of her face. His white seed dribbled down her cheeks. She licked her lips, tasting the cum that was around her mouth.


  The guys watching took this as a cue. They surrounded her, their cocks in their hands, all jerking off, their cocks inches from her face. She looked from one cock to the next, her eyes radiating pure lust. She was like a kid in a candy store. She opened her mouth wide, teasing these strangers with her outstretched tongue, hungry for more seed. Her body jiggled with each thrust the cowboy gave her, her entire body moving forward, her tongue just lightly brushing against the tips of these new cocks.


  These men didn’t have the stamina or the patience of the black cowboy, and they quickly shot their loads all over my wife’s willing face. The one on the left was first, his load hitting her in the cheek. She turned her head, catching the rest of his sperm in her mouth. Seeing her lapping up the cum so obediently put the other two guys over the edge. All three guys fired their loads near simultaneously, completely dousing her face with their seed.


  She laughed, her voice joyful, as she was covered with semen. She craved this, each shot against her face causing her to moan under her breath, her expression a mixture of shock and bliss. I wondered if she even fully comprehended what was going on.


  The cowboy pulled her hair roughly - I could tell he about to finish.


  “You ready to take my cum in your ass, slut?”


  “Oh yeahhh,” Amy groaned, a long drawn-out, guttural moan. “Do it. Cum in my ass. Fuck my slutty ass.”


  She turned her face to look at this powerful black man as he fucked her. Her face was dripping with cum, each thrust causing her body to jiggle, and the cum to slide further down. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.


  “Here it comes bitch,” the cowboy grunted as he slid his cock fully into her ass, all the way to the hilt. I could see his balls twitch - I realized he was firing his load deep inside of her at that very instant.


  “I can feel it!” Amy moaned. “I can feel you cumming! Your cock is so - oh god - so big, oh, oh oh yes oh…” Her words became a complete jumble, fading into nonsense. Her body shook and trembled, and if I didn’t know any better, I would have said she was having a full body orgasm, triggered by the black cock exploding deep inside her ass.


  When the black cowboy was done cumming, he pulled his cock out her ass with an audible plop. Her normally so tight hole was left gaping open, his white seed dripping out. Amy was resting in that same position - face down, ass up - as she caught her breath.


  The cowboy walked to the other side of the bed, his large black cock swinging proudly between her legs. He grabbed the back of Amy’s neck - and with horror I realized what was about to happen, but once again, I was powerless to stop it.


  He shoved his dirty cock into her mouth.


  “Suck my cock, slut,” he snarled. To my shock and surprise, Amy obeyed. She sucked on the head of his cock, her tongue sneaking out of her mouth to lick the head, before she wrapped her thick lips around his cock and sucked on it.


  The cowboy moved his hips slightly, letting his cock slide in and out of her mouth. Amy’s eyes were closed, a look of satisfaction on her face as she lazily sucked a cock that only seconds earlier was deep inside her asshole.


  He leaned over and slapped her ass hard, the sound bouncing off the walls. Amy just winched, wiggling her butt in response. The cowboy had enough, and he pulled his cock out of her mouth, stuffing it back into his pants. Without giving me as much as a glance he walked out the room, leaving me all alone with my well-fucked, cum covered wife.


  I closed the door behind him, locking it for good measure. I rested against the side of the door, taking a second to gather my thoughts. What the hell just happened?


  I glanced up at my wife. She was still on her hands and knees, her naked ass high up in the air. She was playing with herself, one hand rubbing her clit, the other rubbing the sensitive edge of her ass. Her face was absolutely drenched, dripping with cum.


  She looked at me through the slits of her eyes, trying to see me through the haze of lust, alcohol, and the cum on her face.


  “Who are… you?” She finally said, her voice slurred. I pulled of my mask.


  “It’s me baby. Mark,” I said. I moved closer to her. I wanted to kiss her, but the strong, musky smell of semen coming from her face made me recoil.


  She looked at me, her face trying to express seven different emotions at once. I had no idea if she was happy, sad, shocked, surprised, sorry, angry, or horny, or all of these things at the same time.


  I rubbed her back. “It’s okay baby, let’s go home,” I said.


  “What just… what just happened Mark?” She asked me. The lust had left, and suddenly the reality of the situation hit her.


  “Don’t worry about it.”


  Her eyes were full of sorrow. “I don’t… I don’t know what happened… why are you not wearing your werewolf costume? I don’t…” She started to speak frantically, panic setting in. Seeing her so sad was tearing me up inside - it was my fault this happened, she shouldn’t have to feel bad or guilty about it. I shut her up by kissing her hard on the lips, cum be damned. She tasted salty and musky, but I disregarded it, my tongue pushing into her mouth. She kissed me back, surrendering to me.


  “It’s okay. Let’s go home,” I said. She nodded.


  I looked around the room for a towel or something to clean her up with, but there was nothing. We wiped the cum off her face was much as possible, but she covered with so many loads, it was a mission impossible.


  I wrapped my arm around her shoulder as I helped her walk downstairs - that black cowboy had fucked her ass so hard she still had trouble walking straight. Her face and chest were obviously still covered in seed, and it was no doubt dribbling down her inner thighs as well. Her thong was ruined, so she was bottomless. Her shirt had been ripped as well, so it barely covered her breasts.


  The party was still going strong on the ground floor, and the mansion was still packed. We slowly made our way through the crowd, attracting quite a bit of attention as went through. Hands came from all sides to lift up her skirt and pull her blouse to the side. When the crowd realized she was naked underneath, it only got worse. Hands slapped her ass, pinched her cheeks, twisted her nipples, even tried to slide into her pussy. She was well lubricated, so those wondering fingers slid right in. I tried to fend them off, but there were too many - and everyone was in full costume, so there was no chance of repercussions or anything. It was a free for all.


  The only thing left to do was get through the crowd, one foot at a time. It took a lot longer than I had hoped, but finally, after fifteen minutes, we had managed to slip through the crowd and were out the door. I carried her to our car - she was a mess, and curled up and fell asleep the moment I laid her down in the back.


  I drove home, checking out her naked, bruised, well-fucked figure in my rear-view mirror every few seconds. Despite the unspeakable humiliation piled onto us tonight, my cock was as hard as rock, rubbing against the fabric of my pants. In my mind I played the scenes out over and over again: seeing her with my co-worker, and then that black cowboy shoving that humongous cock into her ass, the five facials she received… I was so preoccupied I nearly drifted off the road!


  I knew, deep down inside, that this wouldn’t be the last time we played…


   


  ###


  ***


   


  Taken at the X-Mas Party


   


  Perhaps leaving my young wife unattended under the mistletoe wasn’t such a bright idea in hindsight… but still, I could not look away as my black boss pulled my wife’s body close to him, pushing his mouth against hers, his tongue finding its way into her wanton mouth, hungrily returning the kiss, as his hands roamed her body, finding her ass and grabbing it roughly, his fingers sinking into her soft skin. I watched from the darkness as he lifted her skirt and ripped her pantyhose, the cheeks of her round butt spilling out. Around them my colleagues, men I worked with every day, were watching, hunger burning in their eyes, eager for their turn with my wanton wife…


   


  How did I get here? It all started a few short hours ago…


   


  ‘Is this outfit okay?’ My wife Mary asked me as she did a twirl in front of me. She was wearing a short black skirt, her shapely legs covered by a pantyhose. A low-cut red top showing off her large bosom finished off the ensemble. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was a bit tussled, styled to be perfectly nonchalant.


  ‘You look amazing,’ I assured her. We were about to head off to my company’s Christmas party, and it would be the first time Mary met any of my colleagues. She had been stressing about what outfit to wear all week, and this was the fourth one she put on this evening.


  ‘Are you sure? You don’t think it’s too sexy?’


  ‘How is that even an issue?’ I said.


  ‘Well, your boss will be there, all your colleagues… I don’t want them to think I’m some slut.’


  I grinned. ‘All they will think is how much of a lucky dog I am, now come here,’ I said as I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in close. I kissed her on her red lips, silencing her protests.


  ‘You look amazing, sweetie. You ready to go?’


  She nodded. ‘I’m taking my leather jacket though, in case I want to… you know, cover up these,’ she said, shaking her full chest at me.


  I laughed, shaking my head. ‘Whatever you want honey. Just enjoy the attention, it’s not a crime.’


  ‘I hope I’m not the only woman there,’ she said to me as we drove to my office. ‘What if I’m the only woman?’


  ‘Nonsense,’ I countered. ‘It’s a Christmas party, of course everyone is bringing their spouse, I assured her, though I realized I honestly had no clue if there were going to be any other spouses. Oh well, I thought, what did it matter anyway? If only I had known what was awaiting me…


   


  ‘Holy crap Patrick, is this your wife?! She’s gorgeous! Why have you been hiding this beauty from me? Hello, sweetheart, I am Rick!’


  I nodded sheepishly as my boss, Rick Johnson, shook my hand vigorously. He was a large black man, standing at least six and a half feet tall. Even though he was pushing forty he still looked very young and energetic, and despite his good looks he was, as far as I knew, still a bachelor. He grabbed my wife’s hand and gave it a kiss.


  ‘Hello, Mister Johnson,’ she said, her cheeks turning bright red. ‘I’m Mary.’


  ‘Please, call me Rick!’ He insisted. ‘So glad you could make it. What can I get for you?’


  ‘A soda please, I’m driving,’ I said.


  My boss frowned. ‘Come on, have a drink, it’s a company party! All expenses paid for! I didn’t get all this booze for nothing, Patrick. Take a cab home!’


  ‘I have to drive the misses home, sorry Rick, it is what it is,’ I apologized. ‘Mary will just have to drink for two tonight,’ I joked.


  Rick smiled. ‘That can be arranged. What would you like, love?’


  ‘Uhm, I see you have punch?’ She spoke softly.


  ‘Excellent choice!’ He elbowed me in the ribs, whispering ‘I spiked the punch, you can thank me later,’ as he walked off to get Mary her drink.


  As we waited for my boss to return, we had a moment to survey our surroundings. The Christmas party was being held on the top floor of our office. Rick had all the tables and chairs moved to the side to create some space. Christmas decorations and lights were hung around the room, and in the corner there was even a Christmas tree with some presents underneath. On the far side of the room was table packed with all kinds of alcohol. Tacky Christmas tunes, mixed in with some pop hits, were blaring through the PA-system. It was actually quite cozy.


  Our office wasn’t big – I reckoned there were about twenty people there, give or take. I saw a few spouses, but not many, and Mary was definitely the hottest.


  She tapped me on the shoulder. ‘Look,’ she said, pointing up. Above the doorway where we were standing there was a mistletoe. I grabbed her by her waist, pulling her close.


  ‘I guess you deserve a kiss then.’ I planted my lips firmly against hers, kissing her deeply.


  ‘Stop it,’ she laughed. ‘What will your co-workers think.’


  ‘They will just be jealous,’ I teased her as I quickly squeezed her soft bottom. She hit me on the arm right as Rick returned carrying two drinks.


  ‘Here you are, one coke for the sir, and some punch for the misses.’


  ‘Cheers,’ I said as we accepted the drinks, and we took our sips. Mary’s face turned sour as she sipped her punch. ‘Holy crap, that’s some strong punch you’ve got there, Rick!’ She blurted out. He laughed, slapping me on the shoulder.


  ‘It sure is! What’s a Christmas party without some embarrassing drunk hijinks?’


  Mary shrugged. ‘Good point.’ She knocked back the entire drink in one hit, surprising me. She didn’t usually drink. ‘Let’s go big tonight then,’ she smiled, her cheeks flushed bright red.


  ‘That’s more like it!’ Rick cried. ‘We go big!’ Rick wandered back to the punch table, Mary following him in his footsteps. I rubbed my palms together as this could only mean one thing – drunk sex. I had nothing to complain about in the sex department, but drunk sex was a completely different beast. Whenever Mary had a bit too much to drink her dirty talk became downright filthy, begging me to fuck that ‘slutty pussy harder and fill her with cum, like the little cumslut she is’. I watched her ass sway with every step as she walked away from me as I pictured what I was going to do that booty later that night. When she gets in one of her moods she’s down for everything – if I played my cards right, I’d be fucking her tight ass later – maybe even in the downstairs parking lot. I got half a chubby just standing there, thinking about fucking my wife. I quickly decided to go mingle with my co-workers before I was pitching a major tent in the middle of the party.


  My friend and co-worker Peter had brought his wife Cassandra, and he introduced me to her. They were both a decade older than me and Mary, but despite that age difference, Cassandra still looked amazing. She had long brown hair that flowed all the way down to her large bosom. The low cut golden dress she was wearing directed all my attention at the juicy mounds of flesh on her chest, and I had to do my best not to stare.


  I could see Mary from the corner of my eyes, drinking one glass of punch after another with my boss. They were both hitting it pretty hard. I noticed Peter and Cassandra were both getting a nice buzz on as well – they were already slurring their words and laughing very loudly at my jokes. I realized I was the only one at this whole party who wasn’t in the process of getting shitfaced.


  The party was amazing, the hours passing by in a flash. Mary was quite popular, and most of my co-workers had a chat with her. I knew she’d be a smash hit – I was already looking forward to rubbing it in everyone’s faces coming Monday morning. Before I knew it, it was already past midnight. My boss and Mary had both gotten quite drunk, and I was watching them dance, when Peter put his arm around my neck and put all his weight om me.


  ‘Werrrr’e goinggg home Patrickk,’ he slurred, barely coherent. ‘Seee you Monday.’


  ‘Do you have a cab?’ I asked him.


  He shook his head, showing me his car keys in his left hand. ‘Nahh. No mann. I’m driving.’


  ‘What?! You’re not driving, look at yourself man!’


  He shrugged. ‘Only five milessss.’


  I grasped the keys from his hand. ‘No way in hell I’m letting you drive, you can barely walk straight!’ I looked over at Mary. She was chatting to Rick, and she seemed in no hurry to leave.


  ‘You know what, I’ll drive you home. Take a cab to work on Monday or something, I don’t care, but I’m not letting you drive, you got that?’ I lectured him.


  ‘Be my guest Patrick, be my guest, I just need to … lie down.’


  Peter put all his weight on me and I had to struggle not to drop him. I waved over to Cassandra, who was chatting with Frank. She walked up, smiling at me. From the glazed look in her eye, she was far from sober as well.


  ‘I’m driving you home,’ I told her. ‘Peter is pretty much out.’


  She looked at her dunk husband. ‘Sure thing honey.’


  ‘If you’re going that way, do you mind dropping me off home as well?’ Frank interjected. ‘I live nearby.’


  ‘Sure, why not,’ I sighed. I didn’t want to become the chauffeur, but I guess that is what happens when you don’t drink at a party. I walked over to Mary and tapped her on the shoulder.


  She smiled broadly at me, her eyes glazed over. ‘Hi honey,’ she slurred, kissing me on the lips. She hugged me tightly, pressing her soft frame against mine. ‘Do you want to go home?’ She whispered into my ear as her hand groped my crotch. ‘Or just… go to your office? I’ve never been fucked in an office before…’


  My dick grew hard immediately at the thought of bending my wife over my desk and fucking her in my workplace, and I cursed myself for promising Peter I’d help him out. I thought about leaving him, but if he crashed his car I could never forgive myself.


  ‘Hold that thought, baby,’ I told her. ‘I’m going to drop Peter off at his home real quick… I’ll be back in twenty minutes, tops. You think you can wait that long?’


  She pouted at me like a puppy who had just had his favorite toy taken away. ‘I’m not so sure,’ she teased me. ‘If you don’t hurry, I think any one of these guys wouldn’t mind… filling your spot, so to say,’ she grinned.


  I smacked her on the ass, groping her round butt roughly. ‘Twenty minutes. I’ll be right back, and then I’m bending you over my desk like the naughty secretary you are,’ I growled.


  She purred back at me. ‘I can’t wait.’


  With a heavy heart and even heavier throbbing cock I left my wife at the party, one arm around Peter’s shoulder as I guided him to his car, Frank and Cassandra following behind. Peter fell asleep the moment I sat him down in the front seat, snoring like a mountain lion. He was out cold. Cassandra got in the back with Frank as I drove away, into the dark and cold night.


  I could hear them talking amongst themselves, their voices almost a whisper as they huddled close together. I paid them no attention, focusing on the dark and ice road, until I heard a smooching sound. I looked in the rear-view mirror and to my surprise Frank was exchanging a passionate tongue-kiss with Cassandra. Her hand was down the front of his pants, frantically moving up and down, as he clutched her exposed thighs.


  ‘Holy shit,’ I said without thinking. They both looked up, making eye-contact with me.


  ‘What’s the matter, honey?’ Cassandra said lewdly as she licked her lips. She spread her legs so that I could see her black, silk panties, her married pussy only a small piece of fabric away. I strained to keep my eyes on the dim lit road, but I looked back every second.


  ‘Y-Your husband is right here,’ I stammered finally.


  She shrugged. ‘Are you going to tell him? Tell him he has a naughty, naughty wife?’


  I shook my head. ‘N-no, but… it’s not right,’ I said, causing Frank to bellow with laughter.


  ‘What’s the matter, Patrick? You’re telling me you haven’t gotten any strange before?’ He slurred.


  ‘Of course not,’ I spat at him furiously. ‘What do you think I am? Never!’


  He laughed harshly. ‘Oh, Patrick, you dumb fucking bastard. You have no clue what’s going on, do you?’


  ‘What are you on about?’ I insisted, staring at him intently through the rearview mirror. He smirked back at me, basking in my anger, his hand stroking Cassandra’s exposed thigh, his fingers creeping close to the thin, see-through panties covering her pussy. ‘What the fuck are you talking about, Frank?!’


  ‘Your fucking wife, that’s what.’


  ‘What about Mary? What has she got to do with any of this?’


  ‘Are you blind man? Seriously now, are you blind, because if so, you shouldn’t be driving. Just saying.’


  ‘Cut the shit, asshole. What does Mary have to do with this?’


  ‘What do you think!’ He yelled at me. ‘You left your beautiful, drop-dead gorgeous, drunk-out-of-her-mind, foxy little wife all alone at a party filled with a bunch of horny drunk single guys. What do you think is going to happen, hm? As we speak, Rick is probably putting the moves on your wife right now…’


  ‘Bullshit. Bullshit!’ I yelled. ‘Mary would never go for that, and Rick would know better… and besides, who’d pull shit like that, at a company party? There’s other wives there as well, so, bullshit.’


  ‘Were there now? Or had most of them already left? How many people were left at the party when you decided to drive us home, hm?’


  I thought for a second. Tom and Patrice had left fairly early, and I’m fairly sure I saw Hank and his wife leave as well… and when we were driving out the parking lot, David and Emma came walking out as well… that left Cassandra, who was in the car with me, and Mary… all alone… with Rick… and Joshua, Robert and Daniel. Who were the youngest and best-looking guys in the whole damn office. And all single. And, to make things worse, Mary was revved up and ready to go. Goddamnit.


  ‘Bullshit,’ I shot back at Frank, but my voice lacked its earlier conviction. Had I made a mistake leaving Mary all alone? Nah, she’d never betray me, never… but then again, she was fairly drunk, and she loses all her inhibitions. Fuck. I had to get back to the party as soon as humanly possible. I hit the gas pedal, the car speeding up quickly.


  ‘You know I’m right,’ he said smugly. ‘So don’t judge me, or Cassandra here, if we get a little …frisky.’ I watched through the mirror as he pulled her panties to the side, exposing her dripping wet slit. I couldn’t help but gasp. The first cunt I had seen since I married Mary… and it’s Peter’s wife, who was asleep a mere feet away, completely oblivious to his wife’s indiscretions.


  His fingers found her entrance instantly, sliding in deeply. He fingered Peter’s wife on my backseat, her moans getting frantic and loud.


  ‘Oh god Frank, that’s it, right there,’ she moaned. She unbuckled Frank’s pants and quickly pulled out his throbbing erection. It was hard and thick, standing up straight, throbbing with every pulse of blood racing through his cock. My eyes were so glued to the debauchery taking place in my back seat I nearly skidded off the icy road. The weather was terrible, and driving at his time was dangerous enough as it was, not to mention with two people about to fuck in the back seat!


  ‘You like that, don’t you?’ Frank growled at her. ‘You dirty fucking whore. You’re a dirty slut aren’t you? Jerking me off with your husband right there. What if he wakes up? What if he sees you with my thick cock in your mouth, huh?’ He spat at her, turning her on even more.


  Cassandra’s face was burning bright red, her breathing erratic as he neared orgasm. ‘I don’t care, I don’t care’, she breathed, shaking her head. ‘I want to suck your big dick. I don’t care if he sees. I want him to see. I want him to see what a dirty fucking whore I am,’ she moaned. I was flabbergasted, to say the least. Never in a million years would I have imagined a married woman saying such fifth.


  ‘Cum for me, slut,’ Frank said. ‘Cum for me. Show Patrick what a slut you are, getting fingered in the backseat of his car by your husband’s co-worker. Spread your legs for him.’


  She obeyed his command instantly, pulling her legs up to her chest, spreading her cunt. I couldn’t take it anymore, and I parked the car on the side of the road.


  ‘Look at me, Patrick, look at my cunt.’


  I turned around and looked. Her pussy was glistening wet, red and swollen, as Frank worked two fingers inside of her.


  ‘Do you like my pussy?’ She asked me.


  I just nodded.


  ‘Are you going to fuck me after Frank?’


  ‘I… I don’t…’ I stammered.


  Frank grinned at my loss of words. ‘He’s not man enough baby. Now come here, I got something for you.’ He grabbed Cassandra by her hair and pulled her head down to his lap, forcing her mouth down on his cock. She got on her hands and knees, facing away from me, as she practically devoured Frank’s thick cock. She bobbed her head up and down, slurping and sucking away, the illicit sounds filling the car.


  Frank reached forward and pulled her dress up, so her naked ass was only inches away from my face. I had a perfect view of her glistening wet married pussy. I only had to reach out and touch it. Frank smacked her ass, and she wiggled her round butt in response.


  ‘Look at that tight fucking pussy, Patrick,’ Frank told me. ‘Tell me you don’t want to fuck that little thing and you are a liar.’


  I had to admit it was tempting. Never before in my life had I been tempted to betray my vows, but now, Cassandra’s swollen and puffy pussy was only a mere inch away, begging to be touched. If Peter opened his eyes now, I can’t imagine what he’d see: His wife’s pussy nearly in his co-workers face as she slurped on the cock of his other colleague in the back.


  My hand moved on its own accord, touching the soft, naked flesh of her ass. Cassandra moaned approvingly, spurring me on, as she sucked on Frank’s dick, her head bobbing up and down faster and faster. I touched her wet folds, which where slick with her juices. Without giving it another thought, my finger slid into her, exploring her juicy pussy.


  ‘Oh god,’ she moaned, her voice muffled by the cock in her mouth. ‘That’s it, fuck my pussy, fuck it, fuck my slutty pussy.’


  I obeyed, my fingers moving in and out of her, moving faster and faster. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but I didn’t allow myself any time to think about it.


  ‘Yes, that’s’ it, yes, yes yes YES!’ Cassandra screamed at the top of her lungs. How Peter didn’t wake up I will never know, because his wife was screaming her lungs out. ‘I’m coming, I’M COMING!’


  Her entire body shook and twitched as her orgasm raced through her body. Her pussy quivered as I kept jamming my fingers into her, her pussy squelching with juices as I fingered her. Frank grabbed her hair and held her head down on his cock as he spurted his load inside of her mouth.


  ‘Take it, take my seed, swallow it all down you slut,’ he grunted as he came inside her mouth. She swallowed it all like a greedy little whore, all the time waving her red and swollen pussy at me. Frank let go of her after he finished spurting his cum inside her married mouth, and she curled back up on the backseat, out of breath from her earthshattering orgasm.


  I turned around and started the car again, avoiding any eye contact with either of them, guilt setting in as I continued the drive.


  ‘I live right over there,’ Frank said nonchalantly and a few seconds later he was out the car without as much as a goodbye. I drove to Peter’s home, keeping my eyes focused on the road and only the road. Two minutes later I pulled to his address.


  ‘You’re home,’ I said. I looked in the mirror, and Cassandra was laying in the backseat, her head thrown back and her legs pulled up as she absentmindedly fondled her naked pussy.


  ‘Are you sure you don’t want to… come in?’ She asked me.


  I shook my head. ‘I think it’s best I get back to my wife,’ I said firmly.


  ‘Your loss,’ she shrugged. ‘Will you at least help Peter in? I can’t carry him.’


  ‘Fine,’ I sighed, getting out of the car and carrying Peter inside. He wasn’t a big guy, but he was out cold, so he was still a burden to carry. I dumped him on the couch unceremoniously, happy to get out of this weird twilight zone situation.


  As I was about to walk back out the door, Cassandra called for me. ‘Hold up, Patrick.’


  I turned around and she walked out of the bathroom, stark naked. My mouth went dry as I watched her hips sway with every step, her large, firm tits jiggling lewdly with every move. She came up close to me and kissed me my cheek.


  ‘You are a real gentleman, Patrick. If you ever want me, give me a call, I’ll be waiting…’ She purred.


  My cock was screaming at me to bend over her the couch and fuck her brains out, her sleeping husband be damned. The thought of Peter waking up and seeing my cock jack-hammering into his wife’s wet pussy almost made me do it, but a small voice in the back of my head reminded me I had a very lovely, very horny and very drunk wife who was all alone at a party.


  ‘I’ll… keep it in mind. Bye,’ I said as I sped out the door. Every second I stayed in that house was one second closer to making a huge mistake. I glanced at my phone and noticed thirty minutes had already passed. Fuck fuck fuck.


   


  I sped away, the car slipping on the icy road. Just as I was calming down a loud bang rattled my nerves, and the shaking of the car confirmed my suspicions. I had just blown a tire. I carried no spare. Fucking great. I was about half a mile away from Cassandra’s house, on a lonely road. I contemplated driving with the busted tire, but in this weather that was a terrible idea. I called the auto repair, but to my dismay they said it would take at least an hour for someone to get to my location. I hurriedly called my wife. She picked up after several rings.


  ‘Hi honey,’ she said. Her words were slurred. ‘What’s keeping you?’


  ‘Bad news baby,’ I rattled. ‘I just busted a tire. It’s going to take an hour at minimum. If you want to take a cab home that’s fine, I’ll pay,’ I offered immediately.


  ‘A tire? Oh baby, now you’re stuck in the cold?’


  I heard male voices laugh and chatter in the background, the party was still going strong it seemed.


  ‘Yeah, but don’t worry about me, you can head on home.’


  ‘Oh, no, that’s fine, I was just talking to Rick here, did you know he used to be a cop? Anyway, I’ll wait for you, don’t worry.’


  ‘It’s okay though,’ I offered, but she was having none of it.


  ‘I’ll see you in an hour honey.’


  Before she hung up the phone, I heard her tell my boss I was delayed. This was instantly followed by a rousing cheer from all of the guys, causing my blood to run cold. I had to get there. I could call a cab… then it suddenly hit me.


  Cassandra had her own car, in her garage! I sprinted towards her house, running the entire way, praying to every god I knew she was still awake.


  I arrived at her door step, out of breath, sweating profusely, as I banged on her door with my fists. The lights were still on, so that was a hopeful sign.


  After a minute she opened the door. Cassandra was wearing a bathrobe – but it was hanging wide open, concealing nothing, her naked body on display.


  ‘Hm, Patrick. So you are taking me up on my offer after all, huh?’


  ‘Cassandra, I need to borrow your car,’ I said through my heavy breaths. ‘Please. I busted a tire.’


  She rolled her eyes. ‘And here I thought I had you… very well.’ She handed me the keys to her car. ‘I need it back tomorrow.’


  ‘Sure thing,’ I promised. ‘Thank you.’


   


  I got in her car and sped off, back to the party. I rang the auto repair, letting them know their help wasn’t needed at this time. I was about to call Mary when I was overcome with a morbid curiosity. What was really going on at that party? Why were the guys cheering? I needed to know… and if I called and said I was coming, I’d never find out.


   


  Ten minutes later I pulled into the car park – without Cassandra to distract me the ride was much shorter. I ran up the stairs – adrenaline was coming out of my ears and I didn’t have the patience or the time to wait for the elevator. A few minutes later I arrived at the top floor, where everything was going down. In my mind the deed had already been done. My wife had let these men, men she had never met before, take liberties with her body. She was probably stripping, dancing around in her silk thong, their grubby hands touching her soft flesh. Or she could be on her knees, servicing them, one after another. My stomach was already doing flips. Cassandra’s lewd actions had rattled my world view – was my wife really capable of being as naughty as her?


  I arrived at the top floor, out of breath, peering out of the darkness into the light. The lights in the hallway and adjoining rooms had all been switched off, as to heighten the festive mood in the main room. This meant that I was standing in complete darkness, invisible to anyone looking my way, while I had a perfect view of the room.


   


  There she was, standing in the corner of the room, my pretty blonde wife. She was talking to my boss, laughing at his lame jokes. But, to my relief, she was fully clothed. They were just talking, chatting, innocently, a drink in her hand. Nothing was going on. It was all in my mind. She was just being friendly. The other guys were standing a bit farther away, talking amongst themselves, though they kept glancing towards my wife every few seconds.


  Finally, for the first time in the past hour, I relaxed. My marriage was safe. I breathed a sigh of relief. After what happened in the car I didn’t know what to believe anymore, but now I could see Cassandra and Frank were just playing games with me, trying to mess with my mind – and succeeding at that.


  I starting walking towards them, but right as I was about to appear from the darkness I overheard their conversation, stopping me dead in my tracks.


  ‘Come on, he’ll never find out,’ Rick told my wife. ‘It’s just a bit of fun.’


  ‘I don’t think I should…’ My wife answered, her voice lingering. She didn’t say no.


  ‘Do something crazy, just this once,’ Rick insisted. ‘It’ll be our little secret.’


  What was he on about? My blood ran cold once again. I could have stepped out of the darkness that very second and put a stop to this before anything happened. I’d take Mary home, and we’d continue our happy, married life.


  But I couldn’t. I had to know what she was up to. I had to.


  I watched with bated breath as the scene played out in front of my eyes.


  ‘Well… okay,’ my wife finally said. Rick smiled broadly, obviously very pleased with himself.


   


  My wife reached down and with one fell swoop pulled her pantyhose and thong all the way down to her ankles. I gasped so hard I’m sure they must have heard me, but no one paid even a second of attention to me. She was now standing bare-bottomed next to my black boss, her naked pussy now only covered by her short black skirt. What in the bloody hell was happening?


  She turned around and lifted the top of the copier before hopping bare-bottomed on top of the large machine, one hand holding her skirt down so my boss couldn’t peer between her legs – but she skirt was so short I’m positive he got an eyeful. Rick hit a few buttons and suddenly the machine started whirring and spitting out copies.


  It was only then that I realized what Rick was talking my wife into – sitting her naked ass down on the copier to make some scans of her bare bottom. Classic office hijinks. My wife was grinning drunkenly, obviously feeling pleased with herself, as the copier kept spitting out paper after paper.


  Joshua had caught on to the shenanigans and quickly snagged a copy of my wife’s naked pussy.


  ‘Wow, nice!’ Joshua belted out. Daniel and Robert grabbed the paper from his hands, eager to get a view at my wife’s private parts.


  ‘Hey, that’s not for you! You said you’d only take one!’ She yelled at my boss as she tried to punch him in the shoulder. Rick just laughed, his baritone voice filling in the room. As she tried to hit him she let go of her skirt, and even from where I was standing I could clearly see the small landing strip right above her perfect pussy.


  I had no idea how clear the image my co-workers were now staring at really was. It could just be a black blur – or it could be a perfect image, every crevice and fold of her beautiful pussy now burned into the retina of my boss and my colleagues. My heart was beating in my throat, my palms sweaty with anger and anxiety. I could have stopped this a minute ago – but I didn’t. I watched, just as I was still watching now.


  ‘Come on, give it back!’ My wife protested, but the guys were having none of it.


  ‘Give it back? Are you crazy? I’m hanging this all over the office,’ Joshua told her off. ‘I’m going to hang this right above Patrick’s cubicle, see if he recognizes it! That would be a riot!’


  Mary finally realized she might have stepped out of bounds as a look of panic flashed across her face. ‘That’s not funny, Josh. I’m serious, give it here,’ she insisted. ‘I shouldn’t have played that drinking game with you guys… you just want to pick on me,’ she pouted. She hopped off the copier and quickly pulled her pantyhose back up.


  ‘Come on guys, you had your fun, and your looks, give it back,’ Rick finally said to my relief. I hoped the whole ordeal was no over, but it was only about to begin.


  ‘Alright, alright, don’t worry, I was just messing with you,’ Joshua said. ‘I’ll give it back… if you give me that kiss you promised,’ he said.


  What now?


  ‘What are you talking about?’ My wife protested as she tried to snag the copy out of his hands, but he was holding it as high as he could.


  ‘Look up… we’re standing under the mistletoe, again. Earlier I asked for my kiss, and you told me ‘later’. That time has come. Give me that kiss, and you can have your photo back.’


  The guys all exchanged a look before they all nodded in approval. ‘Yeah, that seems fair,’ Rick said.


  ‘You’re crazy! A kiss! I’m married you know,’ my wife argued, but her voice lacked conviction. I could clearly see she was intoxicated, as she shifted her weight from one foot to another. Her cheeks were burning red, and from the looks of it they were wearing her down.


   


   


  ‘Just one kiss. You promise?’ She said, causing the guys to cheer in unison.


  ‘Of course, just one kiss. I promise,’ Joshua said with a shit-eating smile on his face.


  ‘One kiss can’t hurt,’ Mary said to no one in particular, trying to convince herself what she was about to do wasn’t cheating as she brushed a strand of golden blonde hair out of her face.


  Joshua handed his beer to Daniel and he wrapped his strong arms around my wife’s waist. She wasn’t short by any means, but his large frame dwarfed her. He placed one hand on the back of her neck as he guided her mouth to his.


  And just like that, my co-worker and my wife were exchanging a kiss. I couldn’t look away, even though every fiber of my being wanted to punch his lights out. Instead I was rooted to the spot. This wasn’t some silly peck on the cheeks – they were hardcore necking.


  Joshua’s hand held the back of her head in place as his tongue explored her mouth, brushing across her bottom lip. Mary tried to back away but he kept her tightly in place, pushing his tongue into her mouth. She ceased her resistance and returned the kiss, their tongues intertwining.


  To my surprise I felt my cock swell as I watched her kiss another man for the first time.


  Finally, after a good few minutes, Joshua let go of her. She was out of breath, her chest rising with ever heavy breath she took. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, and she was obviously very turned on.


  ‘Here’s your photo,’ Joshua said as he handed her the photocopy. Before she had a moment to respond, Daniel chimed in with ‘my turn!’ and kissed my wife roughly on the lips. He wasn’t as smooth as Joshua had been – his hands were roaming her body, grabbing her waist and pulling her body close to him as he pushed his tongue into her mouth. She tried to push him off, but he was much too strong, and once again, she surrendered, letting him taste her.


  From that point on, things escalated quickly.


  Robert took his turn – and she ceased any pretense of protest. She kissed him back hungrily, their tongues meeting and intertwining. After him, my boss took his turn, and that is when things really got out of hand. I had stop it, I knew it, and yet, I watched.


  I could see from the dazed look in her eye and the hard nipples poking through her shirt she was turned on beyond belief. She had four well-built guys feeling up her body, and each one had probably pushed their hard cocks against her, feeling what they had to offer her.


  My boss scooped her up into his arms as he pressed his mouth against hers. She returned the kiss as his hands roamed her body. He squeezed her round ass with his large black hands, and she moaned approvingly. He lifted the back of her skirt, exposing her pantyhose-covered ass to the room. He ripped the fabric and her white cheeks spilled out, eager to be free. Around them, my three co-workers watched intently, rubbing the bulge in their jeans as they waited their turn with my wanton wife.


  ‘We shouldn’t,’ my wife protested weakly, finally, breaking free from Rick’s lips. His hands were still firmly on her ass, kneading her soft, naked flesh.


  ‘But it feels so right, doesn’t it?’ He whispered into her ear, but loud enough so that everyone could hear. He guided her hand to the large bulge in his pants.


  ‘Oh god,’ she groaned as she felt his large package. ‘But what about my husband?’


  ‘He’s not here, he’ll never know,’ Rick convinced her as he was unbuttoning her skirt. He looked deeply into her blue eyes, convincing her with his powerful dark eyes.


  Her skirt fell to the floor, pooling around her ankles. Rick grabbed the fabric and with one powerful tug he tore the crotch of her pantyhose apart. She shrieked, but her voice quickly turned into a moan as Rick slid his hand into her silky black thong.


  ‘You’re dripping wet,’ he said, loud enough so that all the guys could hear. ‘You want this, don’t you?’ His fingers explored her wet pussy, and even I could hear the slick sounds of his fingers probing her wet folds from where I was standing. There was no doubt about it – my wife was sopping wet and these four guys were going to take full advantage of that.


  Every thought I had of interfering were now out of the window. How could I ever live this down? ‘Hey, that’s my wife you’re fingerbanging?’ Cassandra and Frank had been right. I had been a fool to leave her here, and a much bigger fool for not putting a stop to it when I had the chance.


  ‘Oh god, oh god,’ Mary moaned over and over as Rick fingered her sopping wet pussy. He turned her around so she was now facing Joshua, Daniel and Robert. As they were staring at her body, each one of them unbuckled their jeans and pulled out their throbbing hard cocks. Mary grasped Rick’s cock through his jeans, feeling his large manhood, as she stared at the three cocks eager to hose her down.


  ‘I can’t believe this is happening,’ she grunted as the men slowly jacked off, their hungry eyes glued to her body.


  ‘Are you gonna cum for me, you slut?’ Rick breathed into her ear. ‘Are you going to drop down to your knees and suck all our dicks?’


  She closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip as she nodded. ‘Yes, yes, yes,’ she moaned. ‘I’m going to suck all your hard cocks. I want all your cum. I want your cum on my face! Oh god, yes, I want it!’


  ‘That’s it, cum you slut! You’re a little whore aren’t you?’


  ‘Uh huh,’ she moaned. ‘I’m a slut, I’m your slut Rick! Oh god I’m coming!’


  ‘Who knew Patrick’s wife was such a hot little slut?’ Joshua said to his mates.


  I could barely believe it. Rick had my wife in his grasp, literally, and she was his to control. Without realizing it I pulled out my hard cock as well and fondled myself as I watched my wife stray.


  ‘I’m coming, I’m coming, oh god, god OH GOD YES,’ Mary screamed at the top of her lungs as the most powerful orgasm of her life shot through her body. She trembled and her knees buckled, and if it wasn’t for Rick supporting her she would crashed down on the floor.


  When she regained some of her composure my boss let her go, and she fell to her knees in front of my co-workers, their hard cocks waving in her face. Rick promptly dropped his jeans, joining in the fun. His black cock was the biggest I had ever seen – ten inches, easily.


  Mary looked up at them, a look of wonder on her face. She couldn’t believe herself this was really happening.


  ‘Show us your tits,’ Rick commanded, and she obeyed instantly. She pulled her top off and unhooked her bra, letting her naked breasts swing free. Joshua reached down and roughly squeezed her flesh, causing a moan to escape her lips.


  Rick grabbed her hair and pulled her head back roughly. ‘Open your mouth, slut,’ he commanded as he hit her in the cheek with the head of his throbbing cock.


  ‘It’s so big,’ she said as she stared at his cock.


  ‘Yes, and it’s going down your throat, slut,’ he said as he pushed the head of his cock into her mouth. She struggled to fit the large monster into her mouth, but Rick was not deterred as he pushed forward, his large member sliding deeper down her throat.


  He held her hair tightly as he fucked her face, his hips slamming forward. With each thrust he forced his cock an inch deeper into her mouth, until he was deepthroating her all the way to the hilt of his massive manhood.


  He held her in place, choking her with his large cock. She grunted, begging for air, but Rick was unrelenting.


  ‘I love chocking white whores with my cock,’ he snarled at her. ‘You’re my whore, aren’t you?’


  Tears were streaming down her face as she struggled with the large cock that was down her throat. She nodded yes, her eyes pleading for air.


  Rick finally let her go and she gasped for air, her mascara messed up from the tears as saliva dripped off her chin and onto her chest.


  ‘Obedient little bitch,’ Rick said approvingly. He lifted her up from her feet and pushed her towards a table. ‘Lie down, I’m going to take that sweet little pussy of yours.’


  She looked at him with a mixture of fear and anticipation, but she followed his command, laying down on the table on her back. She spread her legs wide for the four men watching her. Even I could see her pussy was red and swollen, eager for a hard dicking.


  Rick took his place between her legs, grabbing her thighs and pushing them up to her chest so her pussy was spread wide open for him.


  ‘I’m going to give you the fuck of a lifetime,’ he muttered as he rubbed the head of his large prick up and down her wet folds, driving my wife wiled with desire.


  ‘Please, don’t tease me, just do it,’ she whimpered, her voice hoarse.


  ‘Do what, exactly?’ Rick asked like an asshole. He was going to make her beg for it.


  ‘…fuck me, Rick,’ she said, after a short pause. ‘I need you to fuck me with your big black cock.’


  He gave one small push forward and Mary moaned loudly. The head of his prick was now entering her wet pussy, splitting her pussy wide open as she was fucked with the thickest cock she had ever felt.


  ‘Go ahead,’ he told the three men watching. ‘Fuck that pretty little mouth of hers before that husband of hers shows his face.’


  He didn’t have to say that twice. They pounced on her, waving their dicks in her face. They all smacked their dicks against her face, brushing against her cheeks, their cocks bouncing off her lips, and smearing their pre-cum onto her forehead.


  Joshua was the first to stick his cock into her mouth, holding her hair as he fucked her mouth roughly. With her two hands she grasped Daniel’s and Robert’s pricks, jerking them off as Joshua fucked her face.


  ‘Oh god yes,’ Joshua grunted. ‘You’re an excellent cocksucker, you know that? Feel free to stop by at work any time you need my cum down your throat,’ he gloated.


  Mary just moaned as she serviced four cocks at the same time. Just as I thought it couldn’t get any worse, Joshua pulled out his camera phone and snapped a few pictures of Rick’s cock buried deep inside my wife, and her cock-covered face. She had no idea, as she was now fully lost in the throes of lust.


  Rick took his time sliding into her, letting her adjust to his massive size. When he was buried all the way to the hilt inside of her, he pulled out before slamming back in all the way, causing Mary to utter a muffled scream.


   


  He fucker her hard and fast, pumping his large cock into her, again and again.


  ‘I’m about to blow my load inside you, slut,’ he snarled at her. Mary could only moan in response as she was spit roasted. Robert was the first to spill his seed as his cum splattered onto my wife’s face and chest. Joshua followed suit. He pulled his cock out of my wife’s mouth and jerked himself off into her open, waiting mouth. She stuck out her tongue, eager to taste his seed, like a true, proper slut. She didn’t have to wait long.


  ‘Here it comes, oh fuck, swallow it all slut,’ Joshua grunted as he came on my wife’s face. He doused her face in his seed, firing rope after rope of his pearly white seed into her waiting, wanton mouth. A few strands hit her cheek and forehead, but most of his load was deposited right into her open mouth. She licked her lips, lapping up his cum obediently.


  Daniel couldn’t take anymore and he added his load to my two co-workers, blasting another load of creamy white cum on her face. She was now dripping with cum, her entire face was covered in seed.


  Meanwhile Rick was still pumping his giant cock into her pussy, making her entire body jiggle and sway with each mighty thrust of his powerful hips.


  ‘Do you want me to come inside you, slut?’ He grunted through clenched teeth.


  Mary nodded, her eyes held shut as she licked her lips and tasted the cum of three different men.


  ‘Beg for it,’ my boss demanded. Mary’s eyes shot open and she stared at my boss, a look of fiery passion burning in her eyes.


  ‘Fuck me Rick, cum inside of me. Fill my slutty pussy with your seed,’ she said.


  ‘That’s more like it,’ Rick groaned, his big balls slapping against her ass witch each thrust. ‘Have you ever been fucked like this?’


  ‘Never,’ she shouted without a moment’s hesitation. ‘Your black cock is so fucking big. It’s the biggest, best cock I’ve ever had.’


  That must be the alcohol and the lust talking, there was no way she could have really meant it… but my boss wasn’t satisfied yet.


  ‘Is it bigger than Patrick’s?’ He asked her. She couldn’t stifle a laugh.


  ‘Way bigger! It’s so fucking huge, Rick, so big! Fuck me with that monster!’


  ‘I’m coming you slut, here it comes! Yes, yes, yes!’


  ‘Do it, do it, do it!’


  Rick slammed forward, burying his large cock inside of her all the way to the hilt. His knees buckled as he shot his potent, virile load deep into my wife’s wanton cunt. He fired rope after rope of his pearly white seed into her fertile womb, coating her on the inside and claiming her as his prize.


  I couldn’t take it anymore and shot my load as well, right there on the floor in the hallway, but my orgasm was nothing compared to my boss. He came for over a full minute, pumping a huge load of cum inside of her gaping pussy. The moment he pulled out cum started gushing out of her cunt, dribbling down her thighs.


  ‘Holy shit,’ she said after catching her breath. ‘That was the best fuck of my life.’


  ‘There’s more where that came from,’ Rick said smugly, ‘but you might want to clean up before your husband walks in and finds you dripping cum from both ends.’


  This remark finally brought a sense of reality back to her as I saw doubt flash across her face.


  ‘Shit, Patrick,’ she said. ‘You guys won’t tell him, right?’


  They all laughed smugly, exchanging knowing looks. ‘We won’t tell him if you won’t.’


  She hopped off the table, grabbed her clothes and headed for the bathroom, cum still dribbling down her face and chest and running down the insides of her thighs. Joshua high-fived his mates.


  ‘Who knew she was such a slut?’ He said.


  ‘You’re kidding, right?’ Rick told him. ‘The moment I saw that little black skirt of hers I knew I was going to fuck that sweet little white ass… it was only a matter of time.’


  As they continued boasting, I slipped down the stairs again. I had seen and heard enough. I thought I knew and trusted this people, but I suppose I was wrong. I walked down the stairs in a daze. My emotions were all over the place. I was angry at Mary for cheating on me, angry at Rick for getting her drunk and taking advantage of her, and angry at myself for letting it all happen… but at the same time, a small part of me was glad it happened. Or at least, glad I was there to see it. Now I knew my lovely wife is also a gangbang cum crazy slut… and I didn’t love her any less for it. If anything I wanted to fuck her and reclaim her body.


   


  Once I got back to the car, I called Mary. She picked up on the third ring.


  ‘Hi honey,’ she said. Her voice sounded shaken up. The way she looked in the bathroom mirror must have sobered her up pretty good.


  ‘Hey,’ I said. ‘I’m downstairs in the parking lot, you want to come down?’


  ‘Okay, I’ll be down soon, I have to use the restroom, alright?’


  ‘Sure.’


   


  I waited for her. Fifteen minutes later she came walking out the door. I looked at her but in the dim light of the parking garage it was difficult to really see her. She avoided my gaze, looking at the floor. She got into the car.


  ‘I had too much to drink, I have a headache,’ she said as she climbed in next to me and curled up into a ball, refusing to make eye-contact with me.


  I drove off. The ride home was silent. I thought about confronting her, but decided not to. How could I explain I saw everything and then didn’t do anything to stop it? The more I thought about it, the more I realized Rick took advantage of her. He got her drunk with the intent of using her body, and in the end, I was more to blame than Mary. Or at least that is what I told myself, over and over again.


  She quickly dozed off, without even realizing I was now driving Cassandra’s car, rather than ours. She was so caught up in her shame she hadn’t even noticed. Once we got to our house I tried waking herm but she was out cold. I carried her into the house, laying her down on our martial bed.


  I needed to see. I had to.


  I pulled down her skirt and saw her ripped pantyhose. I pulled the pantyhose down as well, along with her black thong. She remained motionless, out cold.


  I spread her cheeks and the scent of sex hit me in the face like a ton of bricks. Cum was still oozing out of her wet folds, pooling up around her asshole. It was the most erotic sight of my life, and within seconds my cock was hard as a rock.


  I had to fuck her.


  I laid down next to her, pulled my pants down and lined up my hard cock with her wet slit. I slid in instantly as her pussy was still lubricated with my boss’s seed. This felt like the naughtiest, dirtiest thing I had ever done. I fucked her sloppy pussy hard and fast, taking out all my pent-up lust and frustration out on her thick round ass. Within a minute I added my load to the one already inside of her, cum filling her pussy for the second time that night. I was completely spent, and I dozed off as well, my cock still inside of her.


  As I fell asleep I wondered how I could show my face at work, knowing my wife had a taste of Rick’s big black cock… I guess only time could tell.


   


  ###


   


  ***


   


  Taken by the Billionaires


   


  ‘This must be the place,’ Amy said as I pulled up to the giant mansion.


  The car-park in front was littered with only the most luxurious, most expensive sport cars money could buy. Our grey sedan stood in sharp contrast with all that wealth… but soon, we would have our place between the stars.


  I parked the car, hopped out and helped my wife climb out of the car. She smoothed her black dress down.


  ‘How do I look?’ She asked.


  ‘Stunning,’ I told her as I gave her a kiss on the lips. I took a moment to admire my wife’s amazing features. Her dark brown hair framed her loving face, her thick, full lips pouting at me.


  ‘Are you sure? What if they don’t like me?’


  ‘They’re going to love you, honey, I promise. Come on.’


  I offered my arm to her and we walked up the many steps to the front door of this castle. After busting my ass for five years, all my hard work was finally going to pay off. My boss, Mr. Pierce, was finally going to make me partner in his firm. I was sure of it. Why else would he invite me and my wife over to his estate?


  I rang the bell and my wife nearly yelped from the deep, booming sound it made. The door opened with a creak and a stately looking butler opened the door.


  ‘Yes?’ He said, without a smile.


  ‘We’re here to see Mr. Pierce. I am Jeff, Jeff Smith.’


  ‘Ah yes, mister Smith. Follow me please.’


  We followed him into the mansion. I was glad we had a guide because I could have easily gotten lost inside, it was that big. There were hallways going every which way, stairs everywhere. Why would anyone ever need so many rooms, I secretly wondered.


  After a five minute walk through a myriad of hallways the butler froze in front of a giant, red, velvet door.


  ‘Here you are, sir,’ he said solemnly before he walked off, leaving my wife and me alone in front of this strange door.


  ‘This is it, I guess,’ I whispered to my wife as I softly squeezed her arm. She looked terrified, frightened by this giant, seemingly empty mansion and the prospect of meeting my boss. I drilled it into her mind this meeting was very important, potentially pivotal for my future career. Perhaps I overdid it a bit, and she was now worried sick she was going to mess it all up somehow.


  I looked for some kind of bell, but found none. I knocked on the door, but the fabric was so thick it didn’t make a sound at all. Hesitantly I turned the golden knob on the door, and the door opened gently.


   


  A giant ballroom greeted us, adorned in a Victorian fashion, with golden murals. Huge mirrors on the walls. It was beyond decadent. Inside there was a large group of men, dozens of them, smoking cigars and drinking scotch, every last one of them impeccably dressed. There were girls serving them, wearing Parisian outfits that were straight from the Great Gatsby. Outside we hadn’t heard a single thing, but now the sounds of music, chatter and laughter welcomed us in.


  My wife exhaled a deep breath, glad that the mansion wasn’t as empty as it seemed.


  ‘Jeff!’ Mr. Pierce said as he clapped his hand and made his way through the crowd towards us. ‘I’m so glad you came!’


  He shook my hand, my whole arm moving up and down. Mr. Pierce was a tall man, who took very good care of himself. He was very fit, despite his respectable age. He beamed at my wife with his commanding grey eyes.


  ‘You must be Amy?’ He said as he grabbed her hand and planted a kiss on it.


  ‘I am,’ she said shyly.


  ‘I’ve heard so much about you. It’s nice to finally put a face to those words. And what a pretty face at that!’


  Amy blushed slightly at the compliment. ‘Only good things, I hope?’


  ‘Only the best Amy! I’m sure Jeff told you all about how important marriage is to my firm.’


  She nodded briskly.


  ‘Marriage is the cornerstone of our firm’, Pierce continued, his gaze never leaving my wife, his hand still holding hers. ‘A stable marriage is the building block for a stable career. Our firm is proof of that. I hope you will support Jeff in every way necessary.’


  In truth, Amy and I had only gotten married a year and a half ago, but I told Mr. Pierce at my job interview five years ago I was engaged – a white lie. The details of my love life weren’t his to know, as far as I was concerned, but he was very adamant about the important of marriage. It was a public secret that the only way to advance in his firm was to be married. He pestered me to bring Amy to company functions every chance he got, but I managed to avoid the subject, as I knew Amy wasn’t looking forward to it.


  She worried too much, and I didn’t want to subject her to any unnecessary stress on the hands of my dominant boss. Now that he was going to make me partner I couldn’t avoid this dance any longer. He invited me to his mansion last week – a favor he granted few – and he insisted I brought Amy along. So here we were.


  I expected some type of dinner with his wife, but to my surprise, Amy was the only woman in here – if you didn’t count the skimpy-dressed waitresses.


  One of said waitresses walked up to us, with three glasses of champagne on her tray.


  ‘Here you are,’ she told us and we accepted the drinks eagerly.


  ‘Let me show you around and introduce you,’ Pierce said as he guided us along the room. He introduced us to many of his peers – men I could only aspire to be. The room was filled with billionaires, tycoons, captains of industry. Amy trailed us, getting many approving looks from the many men in the room. She loosened up a bit, losing her stage fright, and soon she was flirting back.


   


  ‘Let’s get down to business,’ Pierce said sternly as he grabbed my arm. ‘Let’s go to my office.’


  ‘What about Amy?’ I said, not wanting to leave my wife alone in this room filled with strangers. She would never forgive me.


  ‘She’ll be fine, look at her,’ he pointed. I looked over my shoulder and saw her chatting and laughing with two distinguished, older gentleman. He was right, she seemed to be fine. I walked up to her and kissed her cheek. ‘I’m going to Pierce’s office, but I’ll be right back, okay?’


  ‘Sure honey,’ she said, her cheeks flushed bright red. The alcohol must be really getting to her.


  Pierce guided me away to his office, out of the red velvet door and through a series of corridors until we arrived in a luxurious, dark mahogany office. A huge mirror decorated one entire wall.


  ‘Wow,’ I couldn’t help but mouth.


  ‘Please, sit,’ my boss said as he took his place behind his desk. I sat down, and I felt small, intimated by his large office.


  ‘All of this could be yours, Jeff,’ he started. ‘Wealth. Power. If you make partner, all of this could be yours. Is that what you want?’


  I nodded vigorously. ‘Of course.’


  ‘We run a tight ship. You know that Jeff. It’s time you find out how tight, exactly.’


  Pierce hit a button under his desk, and suddenly the giant mirror adorning the wall turned into a window. The ballroom was on the other side.


  ‘It’s a window?’ I said, puzzled.


  ‘A one-way mirror, my friend. We can see in there, but they cannot see us.’


  I peered into the room and saw my young wife was dancing with a pepper-haired man. He had his arms wrapped tightly around her, swaying to the rhythm, my wife’s body pressed tightly against his. I felt a pang of jealousy in my chest.


  ‘What are you getting at?’


  ‘Just watch,’ Pierce said sternly.


  My eyes stayed glued to my wife. The men guided my wife closer to the mirror – closer to my view. She was now only a few feet away from me, only she had no clue I could see her. I saw her eyes were closed as she rested her head on this man’s shoulder, a drunk smile on her lips.


  The old man looked straight at me, and I realized everyone knew about the mirror – except my wife. As he stared at me he slightly lifted the back of my wife dress, her bare ass peeking into view. My wife didn’t seem to notice or mind, the same smile was plastered on her face. His hands crept lower and lower, until he was holding her bare ass-cheeks tightly in his firm grip, kneading them softly.


  ‘What is he doing?’ I said weakly, my voice cracking.


  Pierce chuckled. ‘What does it look like, Jeff?’


  My blood ran cold.


  My billionaire boss patted me on the shoulder. ‘As I said, we run a tight ship. We share everything in my company, and I mean everything.’


  The old man groping my wife smiled in my direction, a smug, evil smile, before he turned my wife around, her dress still bunched up around her waist. All the other men in the room were now staring lustfully at my wife, licking their lips. They had an unobstructed view of my wife’s thong-covered ass. A view that was only mine to see. I had told her to wear some sexy underwear, thinking I was going to reap the benefits later tonight – I cursed myself for that now.


  Amy opened her eyes and seemed to look right through me. Her eyes were glazed over, a lustful, faraway look was in her brown eyes.


  ‘What did you give her?’ I said, rage boiling up. ‘You drugged her, you asshole!’


  I tried to rise from my seat but Pierce, who had gotten up from his desk and was now standing next to me, gripped my shoulder tightly, easily holding me in my place.


  ‘Now, don’t do anything rash, Jeff. You wouldn’t want to jeopardize your career now, wouldn’t you? She’s not being forced to do anything she doesn’t want. From what I can see, she is enjoying every second of it.’


  I realized that if I didn’t put a stop to it right there and then, these men were all going to gangbang my wife. My lovely wife. We had been each other’s first in everything. And now, a whole group of old, rich men were going to take advantage of her, of me, of our situation. Those perverts. I realized this had been Pierce’s plan all along.


  ‘Stop this. Right now,’ I said, trying to sound confident. ‘We want to go home. You can keep your promotion. I don’t care.’


  Pierce was quiet for a second, his tight grip still holding me in place.


  ‘You can walk away at any second, Jeff. It is entirely up to you. Though I would have to warn you: Such an act of defiance would be completely unacceptable, and I’m afraid I’d have to let you go. As for ever finding another job in corporate law, well, I think I just introduced you to every major firm’s CEO, have I not?’


  Pierce’s words were cold and well-calculated. They cut me deep. I had no choice. Without this job, we couldn’t pay our mortgage, we’d be out in the streets. We lived above our means, trying to fit in with the big spenders at my firm. Had this been my boss’s plan all along? To string me along until I was in debt over my ears, teasing me with a big promotion and accompanying pay raise until I couldn’t say no anymore… and in return, he’d share my wife like a toy with all his billionaire friends? If I backed out, I could kiss my entire career goodbye. I’d never find another job again, my whole life, my whole future – ruined.


  I didn’t argue back. I sighed deeply, admitting defeat.


  ‘That-a-boy,’ my boss said as he slapped me on the shoulder. ‘I knew you’d see reason.’


   


   


   


  ‘Don’t worry, there will be plenty of kickbacks. Sign this document, and you’ll get that promotion. You will be part of the gang. You’ll even get a crack at all our wives eventually, how does that sound?’


  I thought about Carice, the super model trophy wife of Pierce, naked and writing in front of me… I would like to get a shot at that fine ass, but…


  ‘All you need to do is sign the document and watch as we take your wife, one after another, all night long,’ he said dryly, a faint smile on his lips. ‘Some guys even enjoy watching their wives get fucked, can you imagine that? You might learn something about yourself, boy,’ he said with a maniacal twinkle in his grey eyes.


  I stared into the ballroom. Amy was still dancing with the men, now being passed around from one set of hands to another, each one taking liberties with her body, their hands roaming her flesh. She let it all happen, never protesting in the slightest. I wondered if she had been drugged, or if she was just afraid to say no to this powerful men. I was the one who drilled it into her head how important this night was for my career… was she doing this for me?


  The men didn’t go any further than just squeezing her butt. I imagined they would have descended on her like a pack of wolves by now, but they were clearly waiting for Pierce to give them a signal.


  My mouth was dry, my heart thumping quickly in my chest. What choice did I have, really? I couldn’t sign away my wife, but, what was the alternative? I was either walking out of this mansion without a job and in a mountain of a debt, or with a promotion… and a cream-filled wife.


  I grabbed the pen, my hand moving out of its own accord. Before I gave it another moments thought I had signed my name on the dotted line.


  ‘There,’ I said, my voice quivering. ‘It’s done.’


  Pierce grinned, squeezing my shoulder roughly. ‘Excellent. Enjoy the show Jeff,’ he said, turning around and walking away. He closed the door behind him and turned the lock, leaving me locked up and alone with my thoughts.


  I thought back about the strange looks my colleagues gave when I told them Mr. Pierce invited me to his mansion. I couldn’t help but brag, so sure I was going to get that promotion… but instead of congratulations or jealous glances, everyone just looked bemused, smirking at me. I mistook their cocky looks for jealousy, but with horror I realized everyone must be clued into this debauchery but me… what a fool I was!


  My attention was drawn back to my wife when I saw Mr. Pierce enter the ballroom. The crowd split to let him through, as if he were a king. It was painfully obvious he was the one orchestrating everything. The old geezer who had his palms buried in my wife’s ass cheeks let her go, and Mr. Pierce grabbed her arm, pulling her body close to him.


  ‘Mr. Smith has agreed to sign the papers,’ Mr. Pierce said with a holler and the crowd cheered in joy.


  ‘Where is my husband?’ My wife asked, her voice slurred. She was drunk.


  ‘Jeff has to attend to some business,’ my boss spoke softly, but I could still hear him clearly. ‘He left you with us so you could… entertain us.’ His hand slid down her back, gripping her ass firmly, like all the other men had did before him.


  ‘But,’ my wife protested demurely, ‘I don’t think we should…’


  My boss looked down at her with a cold, steely glare. ‘Would you disobey your husband, miss Smith? If there is a problem, please let me know,’ he said dominantly.


  ‘No-no,’ my wife shook her head quickly. ‘There’s no problem, but-’


  ‘Excellent. Because if there was, your husband’s job would be in jeopardy.’


  My wife slumped her shoulders in defeat, giving in to this alpha billionaire’s demands. I was fuming, my fists balled up in anger.


  He pulled my wife in close, swaying her body to the music, his hands roaming her back. He lifted up her dress and resumed squeezing her naked cheeks. My wife rested her head on his shoulder, ceasing her slight resistance. Mr. Pierce stared at me through the glass, a commanding glare in his cold eyes. He had me and my wife by the balls and he knew it.


  He kissed the nape of her neck, one hand holding her butt while the other rubbed the back of her neck. This was my wife’s weak spot – she goes crazy when you touch the back of her neck. I always called it my instant-sex-spot. My boss found it instantly, her body immediately reacting when he stroked her neck. Her tense posture relaxed, letting her small frame fall into him, and she let out a deep sigh.


  I saw my boss grin evilly when he realized this was going to be very easy for him. He kept on kissing and sucking on her neck, and I saw my wife’s cheeks turn a dark shade of red. Her breathing got heavy, and her hard nipples were clearly visible through her dress.


  He maneuvered her close to the mirror, so that even when he whispered to her, I could still hear them clearly. There must have been microphones in the mirror to help pass the sounds through.


  ‘You know I’m going to fuck you, don’t you Amy?’ He whispered into my wife’s ear as he pressed his hard body against hers. She had her eyes closed, her head thrown back, letting into his demands.


  ‘I’m going to fuck you in front of all these people… they are going to watch every inch of your body as I fill you with my cum.’


  My wife’s eyes snapped open as she realized the depravity she had gotten herself into. Her eyes were wide open in panic as she scanned the room. There were dozens of men all staring back at her with lust-filled eyes, some lewdly touching their own junk as they patiently awaiting their turn. Among these alphas, Mr. Pierce was clearly the top dog.


  ‘And after I’m done, they will all get their turn… every one of them is going to fill your wet pussy and cum deep inside of you…’


  As he was spewing his fifth, his hands were working their way up her dress, clawing up her inner thighs. The dress was bunched up around her waist as his fingers touched her silk thong.


  ‘Mmm, soaking wet I see… you’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you, Amy?’


  My wife shook her head, but even I could tell her underwear was soaking wet. She was incredibly aroused, there was no denying this.


  My bosses hands worked their way into her thong, touching the sides of her wet folds. A moan escaped her lips, urging him on. His fingers pushed their way inside of her, first one, then two fingers sliding into her open hole. She bit her bottom lip as this powerful billionaire finger fucked here in front of a live audience, not knowing I had a prime view, sitting just a few feet behind her, getting a clear view of my bosses fingers working their way inside of her dripping wet cunt.


  With his other hand he pulled her dress down, her firm tits popping out. She hadn’t worn a bra – again, because I insisted, wanting to show off her fine curves – and my boss grinned.


  ‘See, what kind of slut doesn’t even wear a bra? You’re dying for my cock, aren’t you? You knew the moment you walked in here you were going to suck all our cocks, weren’t you, you little slut? Your pussy got damp the moment you saw me, didn’t it?’


  To my surprise my wife nodded at his crass words, but perhaps she was just immensely turned on from the fingers probing her wet pussy. Mr. Pierce grabbed her breasts roughly, squeezing the mounds of flesh hard, his fingers digging deep into her soft flesh. She cried out in pain, but this did not deter my billionaire boss. He pinched her nipples, tweaking them fiercely, pulling on them.


  My wife stammered and moaned, but did not try to fight him off. I had no idea she could be so submissive. In bed with me she was usually the aggressor, but now, she was letting my boss do whatever he wanted to her body, and despite her cries, it looked like her body was thoroughly enjoying it.


  To my surprise, my anger subsided and was now replaced with arousal. Seeing my wife being used so roughly, being treated like a cheap 2 dollar whore… made my cock as hard as a rock. Perhaps Mr. Pierce was right, some guys do like watching their wives get used, but… surely I couldn’t be one of those guys… right?


  My emotions were a complete mess as I unbuckled my pants, my own erection pressing painfully against my trousers. I stroked my hard cock as I watched my wife being felt up only a few feet away. I hoped my boss didn’t have any cameras in his office, being caught on tape jacking off to my wife being gangbanged would be humiliating… but then again, by now, could I really be humiliated any more than I already was?


  My wife gripped my bosses arm tightly, her breathing short and shallow. I recognized the signs – she was going to orgasm, right there and then, being crudely assaulted by my boss. She let out a low moan, her body trembling as the orgasm washed over her, giving into this taboo pleasure. Her body went limp, and Mr. Pierce had to hold her up or she would have collapsed.


  He gestured for someone to help him, and within seconds, a large black man shot to his aid, taking my wife off of his hands. I recognized him: He was Mr. Steele, CEO of our largest competitor. In the work place there was a fierce rivalry between our firms, but apparently, that was just business.


   


  He continued right where my boss left off, instantly plunging his big black fingers into my wife’s honey pot. Her body was limp as a ragdoll, held up my Mr. Steele’s large frame. He lifted her up with only one hand, grabbing her legs and spreading them, showing her spread cunt to the men gathered around the room.


  They all bunched up around her, getting in close, wanting to scan every last inch of her exposed body. I couldn’t quite see, but they must have been getting quite a show. Meanwhile I was still stroking my own erection, my cheeks burning with humiliation and arousal, confused by what was happening.


  Steele finger fucked her, plunging his ebony fingers into her all the way to the knuckle. Amy seemed barely aware of what was happening, her eyes glazed over with lust. Mr. Steele passed her on to another billionaire, who was just as eager to abuse my young wife.


  My wife was passed around like a toy, going from man to man. Each one sucked on her large breasts, their fingers scrambling to feel her insides. There were dozens of men, and each one attacked her body ferociously. I could clearly see the bite-marks on her chest, and her ass cheeks burned bright red from being swatted.


   


  Suddenly, the men stopped, and the sea of bodies once again parted. There, in the middle of the room, was Mr. Pierce. He had disrobed and was now completely naked. Despite his age, his body was toned. His chest was broad and his muscles well-defined. His massive cocked swayed menacingly like a sword. He was standing next to a spacious, luxurious couch. He called for my wife, and she stumbled obediently towards him, her knees nearly giving way, dizzy from all the different men roaming her body.


  I instantly realized what the couch was for. He was going to breed my wife.


  With one tug my boss pulled off my wife’s dress, the black garment pooling around her waist. She was left standing in black heels and a silky black thong that was pulled to the side, exposing her naked cunt. He ripped the garment off of her with one fell swoop, my wife nearly tumbling forwards. He then pushed her down, so she sat on the couch, on eye-level with this threateningly large cock.


  He grabbed the base of his cock, looking over his shoulder to give me a wink, before pushing forward, the giant head brushing against my wife’s waiting lips.


  With pain in my heart I saw my wife’s mouth open slowly, her tongue sneaking out, tasting my boss’s giant cock. He rested his hand on her head, guiding his member into her mouth. She obeyed, accepting his cock, letting it slide in her mouth, down the back of her throat.


  ‘You’re an excellent cocksucker, Amy,’ he complimented her. She hummed approvingly, probably glad the relentless assault of countless fingers probing all her orifices was over. He moved his hips rhythmically, his cock plunging in and out of her mouth. I could see her cheeks were hollow as she sucked on his member.


  Mr. Pierce tightened his grip on her neck as he pushed more and more of his large cock into her mouth. His cock was huge – at least twice as big as mine, and my wife had trouble deep throating me! He persisted, and I was amazed to see he managed to slid his cock all the way down her throat, all the way to the hilt.


  Satisfied with her oral skills, my boss pulled out, his cock leaving Amy’s mouth with a pop. He pushed her down and she obeyed, laying down on the couch, her body naked and ripe for the taking. He climbed between her legs, grabbing her thighs and pushing her knees to her chest, her cunt open and welcoming.


  I watched with bated breath as my superior was about to claim my wife, slipping his unprotected, large cock inside of her, about to blast her full of his cum. My own cock was the hardest it had ever been, and I was right on the edge of orgasm, about to cum without even touching myself.


  Mr. Pierce lined up his large cock with her opening, his head brushing against her wet lips, causing her to moan. ‘Put it in,’ he commanded, and to my surprise, my wife wrapped her hand around his cock, her fingers barely wrapping around his thickness, and guided the head into her dripping wet pussy. It was clear that despite being somewhat forced into this, my wife was deep down enjoying ever last second of this. We had often fantasized about group sex, and I knew she secretly loved being the center of attention, but… this was something else.


  My boss pushed forwards, his cock pushing his way inside of her. My wife let out a low, guttural moan, a sound unlike I had ever heard, as my boss filled her with his monster sized cock. He slowly pushed inch-after-inch of his cock inside of her, letting her adjust to his large size. Amy moaned and thrashed, not being used to such a large cock.


  All around them the other billionaires were now taking their clothes off, each one of them stroking their hard cocks as they watched my wife being fucked right in front of them. They were arranged in a semi-circle so I still had a clear view of my wife being taken in front of my eyes. They didn’t cast a glance at me, but everyone knew I was watching as well.


  Amy’s eyes darted around the room, staring at the naked men watching her get fucked. Her eyes were wide-open in shock as her fantasy came to life.


  ‘You like getting watched, don’t you?’ Mr. Pierce grunted through clenched teeth, beads of sweat dripping down his neck. ‘You dirty little slut! Do you want a cock in your mouth?!’


  My wife nodded, her cheeks flushed bright red.


  ‘Yes!’ She cried in a shrill voice. ‘Fuck me, Pierce! Fuck me! I want you all to fuck me!’


  Mr. Steele stepped forward. His large black cock went all the way down to his knees. I gasped as he grabbed his large member and unceremoniously slapped my wife in the face with it.


   


  She opened her mouth, hungry for his dark meat. It slipped easily into her waiting mouth, and Mr. Steele didn’t muck about – he thrust forward, all ten inches of his cock sliding down my wife’s throat. She was now fully filled on both sides, Mr. Pierce’s cock buried all the way inside her pussy, stretching it almost past it’s limits, and on the other hand, Mr. Steele had his giant black cock down her throat, his balls resting on her forehead.


  They both started thrusting, alternating their movements, so my wife was being plowed from both sides. They each pulled out so only the head of their dicks remained inside, before moving forward hard, slamming their dicks into her with all their strength. She was moaning like a mad woman, her muffled screams filling the entire ballroom, bouncing off the walls.


  Mr. Steele pulled his cock out of her mouth, finally giving her a chance to breath. She gasped for air, saliva dripping down the sides of her mouth, but she only got the smallest of reprises. Mr. Steele moved forward and sat down, so he was smothering her face with his giant ball sack.


  ‘That’s it, suck those balls, bitch,’ he grunted. My wife’s tongue darted out, licking his musky balls, popping them into her mouth and rolling her tongue around them. ‘That’s it,’ he spurred her on. ‘I love it when a white bitch sucks my balls.’


  Mr. Pierce was meanwhile still thrusting his giant manhood into my wife’s previously tight pussy. I couldn’t help but think sex would never be quite the same again as I saw his giant cock fucking her pussy. Every time he pulled out, her pussy walls clung to his cock as if she was eager for him to stay, desperate for his gigantic manhood.


  ‘I’m about to cum,’ Mr. Pierce announced. ‘Do you want it?!’


  My wife screamed, but the sounds were muffled by the big black balls in her mouth. Mr. Steele laughed before standing up, giving her another chance to breathe.


  ‘YES!’ She screamed on the top of her lungs, her face beet red.


  My boss grabbed both of her tits, squeezing them roughly, as he gave her a final few hard thrusts.


  ‘Here it comes bitch! Take it! Take my cock! Take my cum, you whore!’


  His entire body contracted as he shot load after load of his potent, powerful seed into my wife’s unprotected wombs, coating her inner walls with his seed. I saw his huge balls move as they pumped rope after rope of the pearly white cream into my wife, splashing her cervix with his manly load. My wife moaned erotically, begging for more of his cum, completely caught up in the moment.


  Mr. Pierce pulled out, finally, after what felt like an eternity, and seed came gushing out my wife’s red and raw cunt. She laid on her back, sprawled out on the couch, well fucked. But, this was only the beginning.


  Mr. Steele took his place, climbing between her legs. She looked up at him, a look of disbelief in her eyes.


  ‘You’re going to… fuck me… with that?’ She said, barely making a peep.


  ‘You bet I’m going to fuck you,’ Mr. Steele laughed in his low, baritone voice. He lined up his giant black cock with her slippery, swollen pussy. He rubbed it against her cunt, making his cock slippery. He then grabbed her legs and pushed them up, so her ass was high in the air. He lined up his cock with her tiny rosebud.


  ‘…in the ass!’ He bellowed. My wife eyes shot wide open, but before she had a chance to protest, he pushed forward, the head of his giant cock splitting open her virgin ass. We never had anal sex before, despite me asking for it for years, and now this giant black billionaire was taking my wife’s last virginity, right in front of me.


  ‘OH GOD!’ My wife screamed at the top of her lungs, the pain palpable in her voice. ‘No, it’s too big!’


  Mr. Steele wasn’t deterred, and he continued onwards, sliding his cock into her virgin ass, inch-after-inch. ‘You’ll get used to it,’ he grunted as he worked his pole into her.


  My wife cried in pain as Mr. Steele violated her ass, the men watching her laughing harshly as she was brutally fucked. Soon her cries turned into grunts, a frown etched on her beautiful face, as Mr. Steele fucked her ass.


  ‘See, not so bad, huh? I bet you like the feeling of my cock splitting you apart, don’t you? Real sluts get fucked in the ass!’ He berated her as he fucked her.


  My wife just grunted with each thrust of the black man’s hips.


  ‘I can’t hear you!’ He yelled. ‘Speak up, bitch!’


  ‘Fuck me,’ she grunted through clenched teeth.


  ‘Where?!’ He said, slapping her ass to make his point.


  ‘Fuck me in the ass,’ she said.


  Mr. Steele looked around the room triumphantly, his cock buried deep inside my wife, all ten inches inside Amy’s ass. ‘See, once you get this bitches broken in there’s nothing to it,’ he said. ‘All they need is big black cock in their ass.’


  He turned his gaze back towards my wife. ‘Do you want my cum?’


  She nodded, her face still contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain.


  ‘Yes. Yes. Cum in my ass. Cum.. in my ..ass!!’ She shrieked.


  ‘You got it, slut!’


  He wrapped his hand around her throat, chocking her, as he sped up his movements, his dick moving in and out of her ass in blurred flurry. He slid one of his fingers into her mouth and she sucked on it hungrily, as if it were a dick. ‘Here it comes! Yes! YES!’ He cried out before he let loose, giving one final thrust, burying his cock all to the hilt inside her ass before his orgasm exploding inside of her. His balls moved and jiggled as they rocketed his black seed into her ass, coating her inner walls with his semen. He shot rope after rope of his cum into her ass, holding her legs up high in the air.


  When he pulled out, his cock was coated with his seed. It gushed out of her ass, dribbling down her inner thighs. Cum was now leaking from both her pussy and ass. She was clearly spent, her body used, but all around her, twenty hungry men still awaited their turn, their cock in hand.


  Mr. Steele moved to her front, grabbed her hair and pushed his slick cock into her mouth, not giving her a chance to protest. She tried to protest but he was much stronger, pushing his cock into her mouth as she opened her mouth to speak.


  ‘Clean my cock, white bitch.’


  When Amy realized struggling was futile, she gave into his demands, sucking and lapping at his monster cock that, only instants ago, was buried deep inside her once-virgin ass.


  ‘I love obedient white whores,’ Mr. Steele said to no one in particular, but it felt like he was addressing me personally. ‘There’s nothing better than a white housewife who knows her place.’


   


  This sent me over the edge, and I shot my cum all over the mirror, the frustration and jealousy seeping out of me, replaced with a sense of tranquility. Unfortunately, this didn’t last long.


  Mr. Steele stepped back, a piece of saliva hanging like a string from my wife’s mouth to the tip of his cock. He spread his hands wide, and addressed the men around him.


  ‘The feast has begun, men!’


  They didn’t have to be told twice. The men descended upon my wife like a pack of wolves, obscuring my view completely, eager to use her body. All I could see was her feet as they dangled upon a stranger’s shoulders, his entire body moving rhythmically, no doubt fucking my wife’s sloppy cunt, or perhaps, her ass. Other bodies crowded around her, in all likelihood pushing their cocks into her mouth, jerking off on her tits, covering her in cum, from head to toe.


  I felt bad for my wife. Being used by so many cocks, over and over again… it had to take a huge toll on her body. And it was all my fault. As I was watching the gangbang with mixed feelings, I heard the doorknob turn behind me.


  My boss, Mr. Pierce walked in, wearing an open bathrobe, making no attempt to hide his chiseled naked figure. I couldn’t help but stare at his cock, swaying between his legs. The cock that just fucked my wife.


  ‘Congratulations on your promotion, Jeff,’ he said, handing me a glass of champagne. I hit the drink back without a smile. ‘Did you enjoy it as much as I did? From the looks of it, you did,’ he said with a smirk. I looked down and was ashamed to see cum-stains all over the crotch of my pants. Damn it.


  ‘Feel free to join the party if you’d like, though of course I don’t have to tell you that you can’t interfere.’


  He turned around and left, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I looked back through the window. Another man had now taken its place between my wife’s legs. I wanted to turn away, to ignore it, but I couldn’t do that to my wife. With a heavy heart I made my way to the ballroom.


  When I opened the door the scent hit me like a ton of bricks. In Mr. Pierce’s office I could hear and see everything, but the first thing I noticed was the heavy musk of sex in the air. Up close the moans of my wife became louder and louder.


  I had to see.


  I pushed my way through the crowd of nearly naked men. They parted as soon as they saw a glimpse of my frowning face. Finally, after parting a sea of naked flesh, I found my wife.


  She was on her back, naked, one thick cock being jackhammered into her pussy, another fat cock using her mouth like a pussy. Her body was covered in cum, from head to toe, dripping down her breasts, pooled up in her belly. The scent was unbelievable, the dank smell of semen coming out of her every pore.


  Amy looked me straight in the eyes. Behind the glazed look of lust, I saw my lovely wife. I looked back and gave a small nod and a faint smile, as if to say, it is okay honey. I love you.


  I assumed she would be angry. Furious. Livid that I sold off her body to this rabid pack of dick wolves. I thought she’d never want to look at me again.


  But luckily, I was wrong. Her eyes smiled back at me, and she moaned loudly around the dick in her mouth, enjoying the power fuck she was receiving. She looked like a total and complete slut, enjoying the two dicks hammering into her. But, she was my slut wife.


  I hung back, letting the gangbang run its course. It lasted all night, each men taking two or three turns at her. I feared she’d be completely worn out, but she remained vocal all night, begging for more, demanding they shot their cum deep inside her. They even double-penetrated her – one guy fucking her in the ass, while another worked his cock into her sloppy pussy. She moaned like a banshee, and I knew our sex life would never be the same again. Mr. Pierce had awakened the whore inside of her, and the genie was not going back into the bottle.


  Finally, after hours of non-stop sex, the gangbang was winding down. When the last die-hard fan had shot his fifth load of the night all over her face, I walked up to her.


  She looked unbelievably slutty. She was completely drenched in cum. Her hair was matted, and it was dripping down her face in big globs, dripping down unto her manhandled tits, which were red and swollen. Semen was gushing out of her well-used pussy and her asshole, her entire inner thighs coated in the pearly white seed.


  ‘Hi honey,’ she said to me, a huge grin on her face. She scooted up the cum with her fingers before sucking the juices off. ‘Mmmm… so… did I get you get that promotion?’


  ‘You bet your sweet well-fucked ass you did!’ I grinned.


   


  ###


  ***


   


  Taken at the Football Party


   


  It all started as a harmless bet between my wife and my rival Clint, but it ended with her on her knees and me humiliated as she worshiped his giant cock in front of all my friends. How did I let it go this far?


   


  It started on a Sunday. Just like every Sunday, I invited a bunch of my friends over to watch the game. All in all there were about ten or so guys here every week. I had a whole man-cave set up in my basement. Giant HDTV, expensive sound system, the works. My wife Jessica sometimes served us drinks, though she kept out of the way for the most part. She did not see the appeal in watching a bunch of grown men run around with a ball.


  Only this particular Sunday, my co-worker Andrew invited my rival Clint, without asking me first. Clint and I had a bit of a history. We attended the same college, where he always bested me in all our classes - something he loved reminding me of at every turn. When I graduated I was glad I was rid of him - but he joined the same company I did, and there had been a rising tension between us ever since. Only recently he snatched up a promotion that had my name written all over it, and I was still bitter.


  “Hi, Mikey,” he greeted me jovially as I opened the door that morning. “Andrew said you guys always watch the game here, so I thought I’d join you,” he said as he walked in the door. “It’s Michael,” I said, but he had already walked right past me into my home. He knew my name damn well, and he loved calling me Mikey as he knew I hated it. He greeted all my friends, leaving me standing by the door dumb-founded. I wanted to kick him out, but I’d look like a total jerk. Plus, now that he was in upper management, I had to remain on good terms with him.


  “What the hell, Andrew?” I whispered angrily at my colleague. He just shrugged his shoulders at me. “He’s my boss now, I couldn’t tell him he wasn’t invited, right?” He said unapologetically. I was annoyed at his cowardice, but I realized I didn’t tell him off either. I would just have to sit this afternoon out, and hope he didn’t ever return.


  Jessica came downstairs with some snack after the game had just started. Clint whistled the moment he saw her.


  “Holy shit Mickey, you never told me you that had such a looker. What’s your name, baby?”


  “Who is this asshole?” My wife asked me, raising her eyebrows as she sat down the tray of snacks. I shrugged my shoulders apologetically.


  “Whoah there, I didn’t realize we got off on the wrong foot. I’m Clint.”


  “Clint?” She asked, surprised. She knew all about the hatred I felt for this brute.


  He nodded, leering at her. “The one and only. Why, have you heard of me?”


  “Perhaps,” she said, trying to cut the conversation off. She walked back up the stairs when Clint called after her.


  “Where are you going? Come watch the game with us, it’s a total sausage fest here!” He bellowed.


  She made a throw-away motion with her hand. I hoped she wasn’t annoyed with me for letting this chauvinistic pic into the house.


   


  The moment she left, Clint hit me on the shoulder.


  “Goddamn man, your wife is a total babe. Did you see the knockers on her?” He asked the others. “What I wouldn’t do to titty-fuck those babies.”


  The other guys were shocked at this vulgar language. “Come on, that’s his wife you’re talking about,” my neighbor Chris said. I rolled my eyes at his vulgar words. I knew this had been a bad idea - I should have refused him at the door, no matter what effects it would have had at work. But unfortunately it was too late for that.


  “Let’s just watch the game,” I said, but Clint had his mind set on something else. He kept talking smack about what a hotty my wife was, and that he’d give up his left-nut to motorboat her tits. I did my best to ignore him.


  “Why don’t you kick him out?” My friend Ralph asked me softly after a few minutes. “That guy is a total jerk.”


  I shrugged. “Yeah, but he’s important in our company… if I kick him out, he can make my life a living hell. Let’s just ignore him.”


  “Okay man, your call, but if I were you, he’d been out the moment he opened his mouth.”


  During half-time Jessica came downstairs again. I noticed she had changed her clothes - she was now wearing a tight black dress with a low cut top. Was she showing off her body? Why?


  “There she is! Wow, look at those sweaterpuppies,” Clint yelled as she came downstairs. I had to admit her breasts looked amazing - they jiggled lewdly with each step she took. Was she even wearing a bra?


  She ignored him, smiling at me. I did not get what her plan was. Did she want to make him jealous, and remind him I had a sexy wife? Or did she enjoy his boorish compliments and wanted to hear more?


  Whatever the reason, it made me uncomfortable. The less Clint had to say, the better. I was fine with ignoring him.


  “How’s the game?” Jessica asked me. “Steelers still winning?”


  “It would be a lot better with you on my lap,” Clint chimed in before I had a chance to respond.


  She rolled her eyes at his weak pick-up line. “Tell me Clint, is that how you talk to all women?”


  “Sure do,” he boasted.


  “And how is that working out for you, hm? I don’t see a ring on your finger,” she said, going in for the kill. She didn’t avoid conflict as much as I did.


  He laughed heartily. “Marriage is for suckers, baby. I have a steady line of pussy all lined up, don’t you worry your pretty little head about that,” he said.


  “Bullshit,” she countered. “What girl in her right mind would go for a meat-head such as you?”


  I shifted around uncomfortably in my chair. The last thing I wanted was for Jessica to get in a fight with him.


  Clint however wasn’t deterred by her feisty words. He lewdly grabbed his crotch. “Bitches are all talk, but when they get a glimpse of this bad-boy, they’re all the same: hungry little cocksuckers.”


  That’s it.


  I stood up hastily, knocking over my beer in the process.


  “I think you should leave, Clint,” I said firmly. “You’ve had too much to drink.”


  He smiled cockily at me, not moving an inch. My wife ushered me back down. “It’s okay honey, this asshole isn’t getting to me. He’s just a pathetic loser with a small cock who is compensating, isn’t that right?” She told him.


  “If you’re so sure, why don’t we make a little bet? You’re a Steelers fan, isn’t that right?” Clint said to her.


  “What did you have in mind?”


  “If the Steelers win this game, I’m out of here. You’ll never see me here again.”


  “I like the sound of that. And what if the Ravens win?”


  Clint grinned. “If the Ravens win, you have to wear one of those next game,” he said, motioning to the TV. The cheerleaders were doing their routines - in skimpy, revealing clothes.


  “I don’t think-” I started to say, but Jessica cut me off.


  “Deal,” she said, a very intense look in her eyes.


  “You also have to serve me drinks and do what I tell you to do,” Clint added.


  “If it’s within reason, sure,” my wife said. “Because no way in hell are the Steelers giving this away.”


  “We’ll see,” Clint said smugly. “Let’s watch, shall we.”


  I couldn’t believe Clint had just gotten my wife to agree to a bet in which she could end up serving my rival drinks wearing a cheerleader outfit! It was mind boggling. And I had just sat there, dumbfounded.


  The other ten guys in the room had been watching this exchange of words with bated breath, barely believing Clint would have the balls to talk to my wife like that. She is a firecracker, and they all knew that, but he still talked down to her. You could cut the tension in the room with a knife, and for the remainder of the game, they all remained silent.


  While the Steelers did have a lead, the game wasn’t yet in the bag. Jessica cheered them on loudly, rubbing it in Clint’s face every time they scored, while Clint did the same every time the Ravens scored some points.


  I wondered what the other guys were rooting for. They must all hate Clint as well, but the thought of my wife in a tight, revealing outfit might sway their thoughts…


  I was on edge the entire game. With only a minute to go the Steelers were in the lead - until they fumbled the ball clumsily, allowing the Ravens to score a touchdown and win the game in the dying minutes. I was floored.


  “HA!” Clint cheered. “I knew the Steelers couldn’t hold a lead worth a damn!” He spun around, looking down on my wife. “I will see you next week, and don’t worry, I’ll be sure to bring your outfit.”


  Jessica was too steamed to even respond. She stormed off to our bedroom. Clint left without even giving me a hand. The other guys bowed out, most of them avoiding making any eye-contact with me. I was left alone and deflated.


  I went upstairs and found Jessica punching a pillow on our bed while fuming.


  “It’s okay,” I said. “You don’t have to go through with it. I’ll just tell him the deal is off and he’s not welcome.”


  “No, that’s even worse!” She yelled. “I can’t let that smug asshole win. I’ll fucking do it. I don’t welch on my bets.”


  That was the last words spoken about it. All week it was on my mind, but life continued on as normal. None of my friends made any reference to the coming Sunday - except Clint, who couldn’t help but tell me he’d “See me Sunday,” with a wink on Friday afternoon. Asshole.


   


  That Sunday, all my friends had gathered once again at my place, though I don’t think football was on anyone’s mind. Even some guys who rarely showed up where there - I’m sure they were briefed by my ‘friends’ about what was to come. Real nice guys.


  We were all sitting around, avoiding the real subject, as we waited for Clint. Jessica had locked herself in the bathroom all day, avoiding me. Finally Clint showed up. He ignored me, walking straight into the basement, high-fifing my buddies.


  “Where’s the lucky lady?” He asked me.


  “Upstairs,” I said demurely.


  “Give her this,” he said, handing me an outfit. A few guys chuckled. I looked at the small piece of fabric in my hands. This couldn’t be right.


  “This is a small,” I said. “This is a kids-size. She can’t wear this!”


  Clint smiled smugly. “All we agreed on was a Ravens cheerleaders outfit. This is a Ravens cheerleader outfit. Therefore, she should wear it. Now go.”


  I looked around for support, but it was clear the tide had turned against me. Everyone wanted to see my wife parade around in this skimpy outfit.


  Humiliated I walked upstairs and handed the clothes to Jessica.


  “Where’s the rest?” She asked me.


  “This is it.”


  “What? You can’t be serious?”


  “Like I said, you don’t have to-”


  “No, I’ll do it. I’ll show that asshole.” She took the clothes and shut the door to the bathroom once again.


  Defeated I walked back downstairs, hoping that this day would end. Clint had sat down on my leather recliner. I didn’t even have the energy to tell him off, so I sat on a plastic chair in the back of the room.


  A few minutes later we heard the door to the basement open with a creak. The whole room fell silent, and I saw Clint was rubbing his palms together.


  “This is it boys,” he said. Everyone held their breath as Jessica walked down the stairs.


  My blood ran cold when I saw her outfit.


  The blue skirt around her waist was beyond tiny, and it was split at the sides to boot. Her round butt was clearly visible, as were her white panties. Her entire mid-riff was exposed, the small blue-white top barely covering her breasts. This was not a cheerleaders outfit - this was a strippers uniform. This was crazy.


  Jessica avoided making any eye contact, looking at the floor. Her confident, witty ways were gone - Clint had turned her into an insecure doll.


  “You look amazing,” Clint said. “Doesn’t she, guys?”


  The group murmured in agreement.


  “Come on, a little louder,” Clint cheered them on. “Isn’t she the hottest little thing you’ve ever seen?”


  The guys cheered, agreeing with him. My neighbors, my co-workers, my closest friends - they ignored me as they complimented the scantily clad body of my wife. I was completely forgotten, a stranger in my own home.


  Jessica blushed, her cheeks turning bright red.


  “You really think so?” She said softly.


  “You bet. Why don’t you do a little twirl for us, huh?”


  She followed his command and did a twirl. Her skirt immediately rode up, exposing her barely naked ass to all my friends, causing them to cheer. I saw a mischievous smile on her lips. Was she enjoying this?!


  I noticed the game had started, but no one cared. Everyone was too busy ogling my wife. Clint commanded her to serve everyone drinks, which she did willingly. She walked around, handing everyone their beer. She bent forward at the waist every time she put down a drink, causing her skirt to rise up and give the person behind her an excellent view of her scantily clad, round butt. When she did this in front of Clint, he slapped her right on the ass. She shrieked, turned around and wagged her finger at him, but she couldn’t suppress a cheeky smile. When she bent over in front of me I could clearly see my rivals red hand print on her white ass.


  Jealousy and lust were battling for dominance in my mind. I was extremely humiliated that my wife would show off her body like this, but I also realized my cock was straining against my boxers. I was as hard as a rock. I was anxious as hell, and my palms were sweaty, but I also realized that deep down, I was enjoying this, and I wondered how far Jessica would go.


  She avoided making eye-contact with me, as if by ignoring me, this wasn’t real. I was surprised her personality had done a complete 180. Clint had changed her. She was always in charge, always bossing everyone around, never taking anyones orders - yet here she was, following Clint’s every word, willingly, with a smile. Even though it was my wife we were talking about here, I still felt some enjoyment from seeing her taken down a peg. I loved her, of course, but it gave me a strange pleasure as well to see her so subservient.


  Some guys started following Clint’s example and started spanking her every time she walked past. She did nothing to stop it, her cheeks burning a brighter red with each slap. I felt like I was in a dream, like I was invisible. No one acknowledged I was there as well, that is was my wife they were treating like a toy.


  ‘Come here, watch the game with me,’ Clint said as he pulled her on his lap.


  Finally, I thought. Now the worst was over. How wrong I was.


  I couldn’t see what was going on in Clint’s lap - I was sitting behind them, so his large frame blocked the view. I tried to focus on the game, but the stares the other guys were giving my wife kept drawing my attention.


  ‘Turn around,’ Clint said after a few minutes. ‘I can’t focus on the game with you grinding up and down my cock.’


  I could feel my heart leap into my throat. Surely he was joking. The guys snickered, and she turned around, straddling his lap, facing away from the TV. I could see her cheeks were flushed bright red and a mischievous smile was on her lips. Even though I was sitting right behind her, she paid me no mind. Her eyes were locked with Clint's, and the look of pure adoration she was giving him worried me slightly. Where was the defiant firecracker I had known my whole life? Where did this obedient doll come from?


  I shifted around in my seat, my cock straining uncomfortably against my jeans. I hoped no one noticed the tent I was pitching, but then I realized no one was paying me any attention anyway.


  Clint slid his cold beer between her tits. She winced at the coldness, but jutted out her chest anyway, giving him access. The guys laughed at this, and she seemed to drink in all the attention. I had never known she was such an attention whore.


  She rested her head on his shoulder, closing her eyes, a faint smile still on her lips. I prayed that it was over, that we could just focus on the game. Everyone had their laughs, Jessica had been put thoroughly into her place, and that would be the end of it.


  Again, I couldn’t be more wrong.


  I noticed her body shifted occasionally, but I tried to ignore it, focusing my attention on the large TV behind her. Still, I could not ignore the snickering looks my buddies were giving each other. A soft moan escaped her lips, and my attention was drawn back to my wayward wife. What was she up to?


  That question was answered when the TV cut to black for commercials. In the brief moment the entire screen was black, I saw the room reflected in the large screen. And what I saw made my chest beat even louder than it already was.


  Her skirt had been flipped up at the waist, and Clint’s hands were resting firmly on her butt. Her panties had ridden between her round cheeks, so her ass was nearly naked. His hands were squeezing, exploring her flesh, and all she did was moan approvingly into his neck.


  And around them my friends, my neighbors and my colleagues were watching, their eyes glued to the wanton spectacle in front of them. I saw Andrew adjust his cock inside his jeans. That bastard, I thought. I looked around the room and saw he wasn’t the only one. Everyone of the guys was rubbing himself, leering at my wife.


  I realized this was going to go far beyond anything I was even remotely comfortable with. Seeing her walk around in next to nothing was already humiliating enough as it was, but this was far beyond this. This was cheating. She letting Clint, my rival, my nemesis, feel her up. Right in front of me.


  Just as I was about to clear my throat and remind that smug bastard he needed to get his hands off my wife, he spoke up.


  “Where’s the bathroom in this dump? I have to take a leak.”


  Jessica opened her eyes again, looking up at him with that damned look of adoration in her eyes.


  “I’ll show you, follow me,” she said as she stood up and guided him upstairs, holding his hand. I watched them leave, my stomach in knots. This didn’t feel right.


  “Can you believe what a slut she is?” My neighbor Chris said. “I had no idea.”


  “Me neither… what a hot little thing. Clint was right when he said he can turn any woman into his slut. He told me when he left last time he would have her on her knees next week. I said it was bullshit, but now… shit I don’t know. What do you think they’re up to right now?” Andrew said.


  I gritted my teeth, my anger rising. Why the hell was everyone talking like I wasn’t there? When I saw my wife showing off it turned me on, the voyeurism of it was exciting to me, but now that she was out of the room my lust was quickly being replaced with seething rage. How could she let Clint, of all fucking people, make such a fool out of me?


  The time passed excruciatingly slow. A minute turned five. Everyone was waiting for them to return, but nothing was happening. With every passing second, my heart grew heavier. She couldn’t really be…


  “Fuck, I’m going to go check,” Andrew finally said. He walked upstairs. I counted every second he was gone, knowing deep down what was to come.


  He came back within thirty seconds, a cheeky smile on his face.


  “You guys are going to want to see this,” was all he said.


  Everyone stood up and hurried up the stairs. I was pushed to the side in the huddle, and wound up being the last person to climb the stairs. I found the group of guys huddled around the door of my bedroom.


  “Goddamn, look at her go.”


  “She’s a real pro.”


  “I wish my wife would do that.”


  “Can you imagine if that was your wife man? Damn.”


  Those were some of the comments that greeted me when I reached the top of the stairs. I didn’t want to believe them, I didn’t want to see - but I had to. I had the urge to just run away, but I realized I needed to see this with my own eyes.


  I pushed my way through the crowd, to the front. When they turned and saw it was me, they let me through. It was as if they just now realized this was my wife they were all talking about. The pitying looks they all gave me confirmed my worst suspicions.


  I arrived at the front, and I finally saw what was going on. Even though I had mentally prepared for the worst, it was still too much to bear.


   


  Jessica, my loving wife, was on her knees, sitting in front of Clint. He was sitting on our marital bed, his pants around his ankles, as my wife moved her lips and down his humongous shaft. He held her hair tightly with one hand as he moved her head up and down, fucking her face. She moaned, a deep, low, animal-like groan, every time his cock was forced deeper down her throat.


  Her large tits had been pulled out of the top, Clint’s other hand pulling and pinching her sensitive nipples. She never let me do anything as rough as that - she liked to be in charge during sex, and anything rough was out of the window. Yet there she was, on her knees, moaning like a whore as Clint fucked her face and slapped her tits around.


  I couldn’t help but gasp for air, a move that brought Clint’s attention right back to me.


  “Hi Mikey, glad you could join us,” he said with a shit-eating grin. “I hope you don’t mind I’m helping myself to your wife here.”


  I struggled to find the right words to reply, but I stumbled over my tongue. I couldn’t form a coherent sentence for the life of me. I was too flabbergasted.


  “What’s that, Mickey? Cat’s got your tongue? That’s okay, your wife has trouble speaking too. Isn’t that right, you cockloving slut?”


  Jessica grunted an answer, her voice muffled by the monster cock down her throat. The guys all laughed at his lame joke at my expensive. Some one slapped me on the shoulder as he said “That’s classic.”


  Clint was far from done.


  “Your wifey here tells me she barely ever sucks your cock, why not Mickey? She’s excellent at it. You really should give it a try.”


  He pumped her head up and down, saliva dribbling down her chin, onto her exposed chest.


  “Look at that slut,” another voice behind me said.


  Even though it was my wife, I had to agree. Only a true slut would let a rude, condescending asshole like Clint facefuck her in front of an audience.


  “And I haven’t even gotten started on this wonderful big titties of her,” Clint said as he pulled hard on her left nipple, causing Jessica to grown loudly.


  “You really should fuck these badboys sometime, Mickey. You’re missing out. Here, let me show you how it’s done.”


  He pulled his large cock out of her mouth. Now I could clearly see how large it was. It was at least twice as long as mine - and twice as thick as well.


  I just now noticed Jessica’s hand had slipped down between her legs. She was rubbing herself as she was orally worshiping Clint’s big cock. There was really no doubt it - she was loving every second of this. I thought I knew her, but Clint was showing a whole another side to my wife, a side I had apparently never been able to satisfy.


  “Show them your tits, bitch,” Clint rudely ordered her. She turned to face the group, and her eyes locked with me - for the first time since she put on the uniform.


  “Michael,” she said softly, as if my name itself was magical. She looked dazed, confused, her body overtaken with lust.


  As she looked at me, a drunk look on her face, her hand encircled Clint’s cock. She jerked him off softly, her hand barely fitting around his thick cock, as she looked at me.


  “His cock is so big,” she said, her voice trailing off as she stared at the other men in the room. She jutted out her chest so everyone could have a good look at her magnificent breasts.


  “You love my big cock, don’t you?” Clint said to her. She nodded as she bit her bottom lip. Her other hand was still working between her legs, rubbing her clit.


  “I doooo”, she hissed as she closed her eyes. A small orgasm washed over as we all watched her. Her body trembled and a soft, erotic moan escaped her lips. I never knew she loved being watched.


  “Are you going to show them all what a slut you are?” Clint continued. The dirtied he talked, the more turned on she became.


  “Yessss,” she nodded. “I want everyone to see.”


  Clint smiled smugly at us, as if to say told you so. My rival had truly bested me in every way. Not only had he dominated me in college and snatched my promotion from my grasp, but now he had won the ultimate victory - my wife. Within the span of a week he turned my loving, dominant wife into an obedient whore, worshiping his fat cock in front of all my friends.


  “Fuck it, lay down on your back, I’m going to show these lads how to really fuck a slut.”


  She got up, took all her clothes off and hopped on the bed, giddy from excitement, like a girl just about to get a present. She laid down on the bed, spreading her legs wide. The guys pushed me aside as they walked into the room, forming a circle around the bed.


  Jessica pulled her knees to her chest, exposing her dripping wet cunt to my mates. Her eyes went from one guy to the next, and she reveled in their attention.


  Clint removed his clothes and climbed between her legs. All around me, guys started unbuckling their pants and pulling out their cocks.


  “You see those hard cocks?” Clint asked my wife.


  “Uh-huh,” Jessica nodded, desire burning in her eyes.


  “They’re all hard for you. Aren’t you guys?”


  The group murmured in agreement. Andrew stepped forward, and Jessica wrapped her left hand around the base of his cock. She jerked him off, looking up at him with a mixture of surprise and excitement. It was as if she herself could barely believe what was happening, like she was in a dream without consequences.


  “Here it come, baby.”


  Clint lined up the head of his cock with her dripping wet cunt. He rubbed the head against her clit, causing her to moan. “Just fuck me, please,” she begged, but Clint enjoyed taking his time. He drove her wild, until her hips were buckling and she was begging and pleading to be filled with his large cock.


  When she couldn’t take it anymore, he pushed his hips forward, the big purple head of his cock sliding into my wife’s tiny pussy, stretching it to its limits to accommodate his large size.


  I couldn’t look away. On my martial bed, right in front of me, Clint was now penetrating my wife. And she was begging for it.


  She cried out loudly in pleasure, making sure everyone knew how great of a lover Clint was.


  “You’re so big, you’re so big,” she panted over and over again.


  “Bigger than your husband?” Andrew asked, joining in on the humiliation.


  “Oh god yes,” my wife exclaimed a little faster than I liked. “Way bigger. I’ve never felt so full!”


  This causes the group to grin, and my cheeks burned bright red with humiliation. I never felt so powerless, so emasculated, and yet still, I could not look away.


  Clint was now buried deep inside my wife, all the way to the hilt. He was reaching places I never had, and filling her in ways I never could. He pulled his majestic cock all the way out, before slamming back in hard, his big balls slapping against her ass.


  All around them the men, my friends, jerked off, awaiting their turn. Jessica screamed, begging for more.


  “Harder, harder! Fuck me Clint! Fuck that pussy, give me more! Yes, yes yes, oh yes!”


  “Stick that cock in her mouth, will you,” he told Andrew. Andrew obliged, grabbing a fistful of my wife’s hair and shoving his cock into her mouth. She accepted it, gulping down on his cock. I knew that having a threesome with two guys was one of her fantasies, and I had often thought about fulfilling it - but in my wildest dreams I never had thought the honors would go to Clint and Andrew!


  They fucked her hard and rough from both sides, their hips slapping into her, the sounds of hard, raw sex filling the room. Andre was the first to orgasm.


  He held her head in place as his knees buckled and he shot his load into her mouth. She gulped it all down, swallowing his load. When he pulled out, spent and tired, he was instantly replaced with another cock. This time it was my neighbor, Chris. He pushed his cock into her mouth, eager to receive her attention. She bobbed up and down his shaft, desperate for more seed.


  He looked at me and raised his eyebrows, as if to say ‘sorry mate, but I got to get in on this’. I didn’t even blame him. My wife looked like a total whore.


  “Here it comes,” Clint grunted. Jessica moaned in anticipation of the large load she was about to receive, her voice muffled by Chris’s cock.


  Clint grabbed her hips and pushed her knees up to her chest, nearly folding her in half. He fucked her hard, way harder than I had ever done. He pounded her pussy with all his strength. I could tell his orgasm was building up.


  “Take it, take my cum you slut!” He grunted through clenched teeth as he unleashed his orgasm balls deep inside my wife’s wanton, fertile cunt. His entire body trembled as he shot his load deep inside of her. Rope after rope of his sticky, white cum flooded her womb, coating her on the insides. When he pulled out, cum was leaking out of her, dripping down the inside of her thighs. It looked like ten guys had come inside her cunt - there was that much seed.


  And there was more to come.


  Clint climbed off the bed, slapping one of my mates on the shoulder.


  “Your turn mate,” he said with a smug smile. My friend looked around the room, unsure what to do. Watching this wanton orgy was one thing, but fucking her sloppy wet cunt was another.


  “She’s begging for more,” Clint continued. “This whore is far from satisfied. Isn’t that right?”


  Chris pulled out of her mouth and blasted her face with his cum, dousing her face in his seed. She looked up at all the guys surrounding her. I will never forget how well-fucked and slutty she looked. Her legs were open, and her pussy was red and beat-up. Cum was flowing out, pooling between her ass cheeks. Her face was dripping with seed as well - it was everywhere. On her cheeks, on her lips, on her chin, dribbling down onto her breasts.


  Clint was right - this was far from over.


  “Who is next?” Jessica asked.


  She didn’t have to say that twice. With that word of encouragement the guys all descended upon her. For the next two hours she was filled with cock after cock, in her pussy, in her mouth, even in her ass - something I had never done.


  I watched from the corner of the room as it all happened, my mind taking snapshots so I would never forget the sheer depravity of what was happening right in front of me. When I realized no one was paying any mind to me, I pulled out my own cock and masturbated as they each had their way with my wife. Not like I could be humiliated any more at this point.


  After two hours everyone had at least two turns with my wife, and they left us alone. I didn’t even realize they were leaving until they were all gone. She was a mess. Her entire body was doused in cum. Her breasts were red, with bite marks all over the m. Her entire body had marks from the spanks and slaps she received. It was unforgettable.


  I had to have my turn. I climbed between her legs and lined up my cock with her used pussy. I entered her. There was so much cum flooding out of her cunt - I will never forget the feeling of that sloppy, wet hole. As I pushed my cock in, semen flooded out. The smell was strong as well, the poignant smell of cum filling my nostrils. I fucked her hard and fast, pounding into her. Within a few thrusts I felt my orgasm building. I wanted to hold out, to last longer, but it was to no avail. I came after only a few thrusts, adding my load to the countless others that were already inside of her.


  I fell down on the bed, tired, my mind a mess. What the fuck happened today?


  Jessica snuggled up close to me, wrapping her sticky, naked body around me. She kissed me and I kissed her backs, not realizing the taste of cum was strong on her lips. I didn’t care, I still loved my wife. We made out passionately.


  “Do you still love me?” She asked me.


  “Of course,” I said. “But I didn’t know this side of you.”


  “Neither did I,” she confessed. “But as soon as I put that outfit on, it was like I was a changed woman… I realized how exposed my body would be, and for some reason, I loved it… and the rest, well, you saw the rest.”


  “I know. It was hot… I wish it wasn’t with Clint, or our friends, but it’s too late now.”


  “You’re the best husband ever, baby. I can’t wait till next week!”


   


  Next week? I realized this was only the beginning of a whole new life for us…
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  Excerpt


   


  ‘The problem is women are usually scared off by the size of my ... member,’ Dwayne confessed.


  ‘WHAT?!’ Amy yelled out. We both laughed at her response, while Dwayne faked an apology.


  ‘You asked! So I answered,’ he said.


  ‘Oh yeah right!’ Amy retorted. ‘All guys are always bragging, I don’t believe a word of it!’


  ‘It’s true though!’ Dwayne insisted. ‘I’ve never gotten it to fit inside a girl completely. They struggle taking the tip, let alone the whole length ...’


  ‘Impossible,’ Amy reiterated.


  Dwayne gave me an apologetic look, before answering. ‘Look, if you don’t believe me, I can prove it right now ... ’


  Amy raised her eyebrows, and made eye contact with me. I gave her a small nod. I was probably as curious as she was by this point.


  She raised the glass to her lips, letting the champagne swirl around in her mouth before swallowing it all. She kept silent for a moment, letting us both wait. The air was thick with sexual tension.


  ‘Proceed,’ she told Dwayne.


  He hoisted himself up on the edge of the hot tub. A large bulge was already visible in his lime green swimming trunks. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband. Amy was staring intently at his bulge. I saw her bite her bottom lip softly as he pulled his trunks down a small bit, exposing a small bit of flesh.


  ‘You don’t mind?’ Dwayne asked me before going further.


  ‘Hey, you’re trying to prove your point, so by all means, prove it,’ I told him.


  ‘Alright,’ he said, ‘I certainly will.’


  He tugged his trunks down, bit by bit, savoring each moment. Slowly, inch by inch of his flesh become visible.


  Amy gasped audibly when the base of his member came into view. It was as black as the night and as thick as a beer can! I myself was surprised, I had never seen anything like it.


  Dwayne smiled as his trunks slid down lower. It was already half-way down his thighs, but the head of his dick was still nowhere in sight.


  I looked at Amy, and I saw her eyes were as wide as saucers. Her mouth was half-open, her cheeks flushed bright red. Her breathing was heavy, and her foot was pressing into my erection hard.


  ‘Do you want to see more? Or do you believe me now?’ Dwayne asked her.


  Amy did not hear him. She was mesmerized by his huge member.


  ‘Well? Amy?’


  Hearing her own name broke her out of her trance. She made eye contact with the both of us, a dazed look on her face. Without saying another word, she reached out for Dwayne and gave his trunks the final tug needed for his manhood to spring free.


  It sprung out with great force, as the material had been struggling to contain his large member. In the process the head of his cock slapped against Amy’s hand. She pulled it back swiftly, as if the hot flesh gave her a burn.


  ‘Wow,’ I heard her whisper.


  Dwayne gently rubbed the top of his cock. It was indeed the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. It was jet-black, easily over ten inches, and thicker than my wrist. It bobbed up and down menacingly, like a predator eying its prey.


  He extended his hand towards my wife. She tentatively accepted it, their fingers intertwining. He slowly brought her hand closer and closer to his manhood. If I wanted to stop them, now was the time for action.


  But I remained frozen, my breath held, watching this spectacle unfold.


  The palm of her hand now rested on his shaft. Her fingers reached around, trying to grasp the entire length of his cock. It was too big and she had to use both hands to get a good grip.


  ‘That’s it. Now stroke it up and down,’ Dwayne said with an authoritative tone.
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