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It had
been a wonderful wedding, and I was excited when we decided on
Europe for our honeymoon. I really wanted to get some photos of the
countryside and the architecture. See, I’ve been a photojournalist
for a long time (heavy on the photo and light on the journalist, I
might add.) Since I was a freelancer and my husband was an absentee
owner; neither of us had to hurry and we planned for three to five
weeks in Europe, depending on how things went. In England, I got
pictures of all the typical places like Big Ben and Stonehenge. In
Belgium, I took pictures of the fairy tale castles and the poppy
fields. I took pictures of the ruins in Greece and Italy, and when
we got to France, I was ready to fill up the digital storage in my
camera.

I was on
the side of a country road outside of Versailles when a young
French man pulled over and offered me a ride. My husband had
dropped me off, and I planned on meandering along the road for a
few hours until he returned to pick me up. The man thought I was
hitchhiking, but I think there was more as well. I was wearing only
a tank top with no bra and skimpy denim shorts that barely covered
my ass. I hadn’t really considered that anyone other than my
husband would notice me like that. I think all newlyweds get lost
in their heads that way. I mean, didn’t the guy know I was a new
bride?

He drove that little car and kept looking over at me
saying, “Tres belle.” I didn’t think he knew that I spoke French, and I just
smiled and tried to look like a stupid tourist. When he was
confident I didn’t understand him, he blurted out,
“Gentil
fesse et les seins.” Nice ass and tits. I was enjoying the game now, though I
have to admit it took a lot of willpower to keep from reacting to
the comments. I guess I was also a little flattered and turned on
by the attention. He got bolder. “Je veut sucre ce les
seins.” He
wanted to suck on my tits. The arousal in me grew, and I wished my
husband would pick me up immediately so I could climb on top of him
and fuck his brains out. Then, the French man said,
“Je veut mon
langue dans cet chat.”

He wanted to…I felt a stab of desire in my pussy strong
enough that I had to catch my breath. He wanted to lick my pussy.
At the moment, I couldn’t think of anything better than a tongue
inside me. Dangerous thoughts crossed my mind. I’d heard that the
French could eat a pussy better than any other men. I’d heard they
were so good, they could make you see stars. I’d slept with a
French Canadian once, but he was only average. Looking at this
French man with his straight black hair, dark eyes, and square jaw;
I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more. Don’t judge me too
harshly, it was a spur of the moment thing. He looked at me and
blew me a kiss, and it made my nipples stand straight out as though
he’d pinched them. He smiled at me and waved me over with a finger.
“Voulez-vous
que je le fasse?”

I stood
paralyzed, and then I got a shock. My husband Barrett lifted
himself up from the passenger seat and said, “Well? Do you want him
to do it?” He was smiling and he had a mischievous grin plastered
on his face. I shook my head, smiling. It was funny and upsetting
and thrilling and scary all at once. He was chuckling, and when the
French man asked in English if I wanted his tongue on me, I decided
to call the bluff. I walked up to the driver side door, reached
right past his wiggling finger and into the car.

When I reached over and grabbed his cock through his pants,
he moaned “Mon dieu.”

I gave
him a squeeze and said, “Oh, call Him all you want, but God isn’t
going to get you two out of this.”

Barrett’s
eyes grew wide, but his smile never left his face as I stroked on
the bulge. Barrett opened the passenger door and said, “Come on
inside, Krista.” I smiled and reluctantly let go of the thick
French dick. I walked around and my husband pulled me inside. I sat
on his lap as the stranger started up the car. “Where are we going,
Baby?”

Barrett
smiled. “We’re going to have some fun.”

I smiled right back at him, but then I said, “I’m not
finished with Frenchie over there.” I reached down and put my hand
back on his pants. He swerved a little, but he got the car back
under control and took a deep breath, staring nervously at me. I
blew him a kiss and leaned down. It only took a second to unzip
him. I reached in and pulled his cock through the fly of his boxers
and out. It was nice and thick, and I leaned down to put my mouth
on him while he swerved and protested. “Vous ne pouvez
pas!”

I
giggled. “Of course I can, silly.” I opened my mouth and wrapped my
lips around the head, flicking my tongue over it and humming gently
while I made hungry noises. I increased the pressure a bit, sucking
hard, and I felt the cock swell in my mouth. Then, just like that,
it went off. He shot his load inside of three seconds, groaning and
swerving to the side of the road where he screeched to a stop,
gasping. I was shocked by the suddenness of it, but I swallowed
everything down and then pulled off him. I tucked his cock back
into his slacks and zipped up. I smiled at him as I leaned back
against my husband, took the handkerchief he always kept in his
breast pocket, and then primly dabbed at the corner of my
mouth.

Barrett
said, “Well, my dear, it appears you have excited Henri beyond
measure.” I smiled and blushed a little bit. “Well, don’t you worry
because you’ll be completely satisfied when we get where we’re
going, my love.”

“And
where is that?” I gave him my best smile, but he ignored me. Henri
took a deep breath and pulled the car back onto the road. I could
feel Barrett getting harder beneath me, and I wiggled my ass a
little bit on top of him. He moaned softly, but he didn’t give in
at all, and I had to wait. Of course, I suppose I should have
picked up a little bit on the nature of things when he sat idly by
and watched me give a stranger a blowjob. Strike that. I should
say, watched me with a cock in my mouth for all of ten seconds. I
felt him fiddling with his pockets and suddenly he wrapped some
cloth around my eyes, cutting off my sight. Of course he had
blindfolded me; it was typical Barrett theatrics, but I giggled and
loved it. We drove for twenty or thirty minutes until I felt the
car pull over and the engine stop. The doors opened and I was
helped out. I was walked for a few yards, and I felt the wind stop
and knew I was indoors now. I felt a kiss on my cheek and heard
Barrett whisper, “Surprise, Baby.”

 

When he took the blindfold off I was shocked. In front of
me there stood eleven men. I counted them in my head twice just to
make sure. Yep, eleven! They were all naked and all hard. I was a few days into my
honeymoon and my newlywed husband had wrangled up eleven men who
were now standing in front of me. I glanced over at him. He had
about a minute to come up with a good excuse for this because
eleven cocks crossed right over the line between acceptable play
and terror. I was not amused. But things moved very quickly. I
realized it was hopeless because before I could even give my
husband a pissed off eyebrow raise, the men were attacking me like
impatient vultures, grabbing at my body.

I succumbed to the, well…the attack; when eleven men are
trying to turn you on all at once, it’s a little hard to say no.
Their hands were all over me. While I stood there, surrounded by
them, I could feel hands on my legs, my arms, my breasts, and even
between my legs. It was incredible to say the least. In just a few
minutes I was naked; I was pushed down to my knees; and cocks
started entering my mouth, one after the other. There were way too
many dicks for me to even try to handle on my own, but I loved all
of the attention I was getting. I guess I’m kind of a slut because
all of the irritation I had toward my husband disappeared. Eleven
men, all of them hard because of me!

It turned
me on so fucking much! I started to feel desperate to please them.
While I was on my knees I felt someone wriggling underneath me and
then there was suddenly a tongue exploring me. It was just what I
needed with all that cock in my face. Getting my pussy licked, I
remembered something that I had once heard about French men being
better at oral sex. I don’t know if that’s true or not but I do
know that the man underneath me knew exactly what he was doing. His
tongue moved up down my slit as he simultaneously sucked at my clit
and open hole. My pussy was getting attention from a mouth like it
had never had before; I could feel his hunger.

I moaned
around the cock that happened to be in my mouth at that time. They
were being switched off pretty often, the men moving back and forth
between molesting me and pushing their dicks into my mouth. There
were always hands squeezing roughly at my breasts, pinching my
sensitive nipples and then slapping them. I was being used like a
little fuck toy slutty wife, and I don’t think I’ve ever liked
anything more. I don’t think there was more than ten seconds during
the whole that that we were there when my mouth was empty. There
just wasn’t a time that I wasn’t sucking on a cock and most of the
time that meant my throat was full. The men were relentless,
pushing in as hard as they could, holding me in place while I
gagged and slobbered around them.

The whole
time I struggled with cocks in my mouth, the tongue in my pussy
never left me. The man’s lips ate eagerly at my wet folds and that
gave me a thrill that allowed me to focus on all of the cocks that
were being rotated in and out of my mouth. Eventually, the men
wanted more from me and decided to position me differently. I was
lifted up and placed on all fours, a cock in my mouth the whole
time. But then one pushed into my pussy, finally filling me, and
that’s how they took me for a while. It was one cock after another,
stretching me, taking my cunt; pushing in roughly from behind so
that I was always being shoved even deeper onto the cock in my
mouth in front of me.

Each time
someone thrust into my pussy, I would gag a little more on the cock
in my mouth. I couldn’t believe how much I loved being used by
eleven different men, one after the other. Each cock wanted my
mouth and my pussy, and they’re so many cocks! There were so many
different colors. One man was very pale with red pubic hair;
another who was Black. Another may have been Mediterranean. It was
just exciting to have all of these different cocks of different
shapes and sizes being pushed into my mouth and then my pussy,
switching off between my suddenly needy holes.

When I
finally got a slight break from it, I turned my head and saw that I
wasn’t the only woman in the room. I wasn’t sure where they had
come from, but they were there. I noticed one on her knees in front
of my husband, sucking his cock. A twinge of jealousy ran through
me at the sight of my husband being pleased by another woman, but
then I remembered that I had made eleven cocks hard and that each
and every one of them was taking pleasure in me; and the jealousy
melted away. The truth was, the image of the girl on my husband was
so damned hot that it turned me the fuck on.

When I
saw him grabbing onto the back of her head and face fucking her
hard, making her gag, I let myself go and came. I came hard, and
the feelings that coursed through me were hard on my body. I
screamed, shaking; but another cock found its way between my lips
and cut short my outburst by blocking my throat. My body continued
to spasm, sending jolts of pleasure through me. I was scared by the
intensity, but I loved it.

The man
in my mouth gripped onto my hair hard and began thrusting in and
out quickly. As he did, I gagged and felt tears welling up in my
eyes, but I wanted more; it felt good to feel helpless. When he
cried out and I felt his cock expand, I became eager to drink him.
When he filled my mouth with his load, I gulped it down, the warmth
soothing my raw throat. I wanted more and more! I couldn’t believe
how incredible I felt.

It kept
up for more than an hour, maybe two hours or even more; I had lost
all sense of time. As I looked around the room in between having
cocks down my throat, I was able to take count of the other women.
There seemed to be six of them in total and they were being paired
up with different men but the men always paid specific and special
attention to me, and there was never a point when both my pussy and
my mouth weren’t filled.

Finally,
at one point, a man grabbed my waist, thrust forward hard and came
inside of me. When he pulled out no one took his place. I continued
to suck on the man in front of me, arching my back and wiggling my
ass, expecting more dicks. It didn’t happen though, and I focused
my entire attention on making the guy in my mouth cum. He did, of
course, holding my head in place firmly as he spurted on my tongue.
He had built up quite a bit and I struggled to swallow it all down,
gagging and choking and feeling my pussy spasm as I did.

When he
pulled out, I looked around the room. Many of the men and women had
just plopped down and fallen asleep. There were still a few
fucking, but it was my man pounding his cock into a little redhead
slut that I noticed. I walked up and threw my arms around him from
behind, holding onto this chest and kissing his shoulders as he
fucked her. When he groaned and came I hugged him to me, gripping
as hard as I could. He held the girl tightly for a while and then
finally pulled out, gasping. He turned and hugged me.

“I just
wanted to make sure we did one crazy thing before we had to be
responsible,” he said. I kissed him and told him it was
wonderful.

Of course
there was no way I was going to let him get away with it, and I
started making phone calls that night when he left the room to pick
up some takeout food. The rest of our honeymoon was wonderful, but
it was tame. The sex was great, but it was all one cock and one
pussy. I didn’t spring my trap until we got home. He loved it when
he saw almost two dozen naked women, but by the fourth time he’d
come and they showed no sign of stopping, he was on the verge of
tears. Don’t worry, though. I took mercy on him, an hour or two
later.
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