
        
            
                
            
        

    
I’m a Mess

Mike, my loving husband, had finally convinced me.

Ever since we had gotten married, and even before then, he had been trying to convince me to fuck other men.

“I want you to feel real pleasure!”

“My little cock doesn’t fill you nearly as much as you should be filled!”

“I want to see you really get your brains fucked out!”

I had heard things like this for years, every time we had sex. See, my husband, though he is a kind man and a generous lover, was cursed with a 3 inch penis. Not his fault, and he does his best to compensate by going down on me and using toys, but he has always insisted that he wasn’t getting the job done right.

For my part, I had always told him I thought he was plenty big! Being a virgin when we met, I felt his little cock stretching me, and thought it was more than enough. I thought the emotional intimacy we had when he was inside of me, especially when I was riding him cowgirl style - the only way I could make myself cum on his dick, moving in just the right way to rub my clit against his pubic bone - and staring into his eyes was all I could ever need.

That’s what I thought, until I finally relented and let him organize the event he had been begging for. I thought he was all the man I would ever need, until tonight.

What led me to change my mind and finally allow him to organize the event he had been bothering me about was that I wanted a baby. We had talked about it, agreed that we wanted kids, and that this was the perfect time for us. Our careers were stable and lucrative - I was a nurse and he was a mid-level executive at a massive retail chain, we lived in a great neighborhood in a small town in Eastern Massachusetts, and were both in perfect health in our early 30’s.

What stopped me in my tracks, though, was Mike saying that he wouldn’t impregnate me until I tried “real cock.”

“What?!” I had demanded angrily. “Who are you to tell me who I have to fuck?!”

“You’re right,” he had said slyly, “but I can refuse to give you my sperm until you do…”

I had cried and cursed and screamed, and even tried seducing him to give me a baby after sneakily stopping my birth control, but he was persistent in his demands.

“Fine. But if you leave me for this…” I had threatened, thinking of tearing his little cock off and making him eat it.

“I won’t! I promise. It’ll bring us closer, and make me so happy,” he had assured me. I was still nervous, but I had agreed, and he went about setting up my “initiation to real pleasure,” as he affectionately called it. I had no idea, then, how right he was!

When the allotted day arrived - a cheery, crisp fall day with beautiful foliage starting to change colors and birds migrating through the area - I was even more nervous than ever before.

“They’ll be here soon!” Mike enthused, looking excitedly at the clock.

“I still can’t believe you’re making me do this,” I had told him sadly.

“You’ll love it, Sue, I promise!” he had told me for the millionth time.

“You know what? Get me a drink,” I had ordered angrily. While he busied himself mixing me a Sex on the Beach, my favorite, I had time to think.

If he really insisted he wanted this, I didn’t owe him anything! If he wanted me to fuck other men, why should I feel bad about finally relenting and allowing it to happen? I deserved to at least not tear myself apart with guilt about this happening! I resolved then and there to give myself over to the experience, and not bother myself with making sure Mike wasn’t hurting himself by making this happen. He’s a grown-up and can take care of himself!

I was sipping my drink and for the first time starting to think of this positively. I’d heard for years from friends about how good it felt to get fucked, and now I would know, too! I started to grow excited, and wiggled in my seat to try to alleviate some of the tension building in my pussy.

Finally, there was a knock at the door, and Mike ran to go let me soon-to-be lovers in.

“Hey, boys,” I called out in a sultry tone, and giggled when I saw them come walking in. There were 6 men, each looking strong and confident, and each walking towards me like a predator approaching easy prey.

“Well, gentlemen, here she is,” my husband said proudly, gesturing at me in all of my glory, as if offering a grand prize.

And I suppose I was just that! I was wearing a babydoll with a built-in push-up bra, pressing my 34D tits together and making them look even more impressive. My straight red hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and I wore sexy, strappy heels that screamed “cheap whore.”

“She really is beautiful…” breathed one of the men, and the others all chimed in agreement.

“Looks even hotter than in those pictures!” one of them remarked, and I had to wonder which pictures Mike had shown them.

“And she’s really a virgin?” one of them asked, puzzled.

“Well…” he mumbled, looking awkward.

“As good as,” I answered for him, staring at Mike coldly. “My dear husband here has a wee little wee, and claims I’ve never been truly fucked…”

“What're we talking here?” another man asked, and Mike grimaced his discomfort. Well, I had warned him!

“He’s about 3 inches long, actually almost exactly this,” I held up my middle finger, directed at my loving husband, “size.” The guys all laughed, and Mike smiled sadly at me. He knew he had asked for this, and now he had to deal with it!

“Anyways, honey, these guys are all from the warehouse crew,” he explained cheerfully.

“Perfect, so they’re stronger than you and can maybe make me cum without me having to do all the work!” I told him, really getting into the humiliation part of his fantasy.

“Um… Yeah,” he answered, looking down.

“Baby, we’ll make you scream,” one of the guys told me confidently.

“Well, let’s get to it!” I said suddenly, slipping out of the chair I was in and to my knees. “Let’s see what you’re working with!”

Pants were pulled down as they moved to stand around me, and soon I had 6 massive, hard cocks waving in front of my face.

“Oooooh!” I squealed, excited that Mike had not let me down with his promise. They were huge! The smallest was about 8 inches long, by the looks of it, and the largest had to be at least 11. They were all thick as my slender wrist, and I shuddered at the thought of having those beasts stretch my nearly-virgin pussy.

I looked directly at the man who was supposed to be the only one I was intimate with and smiled at him. “So, honey, what now?” I asked.

“Uh… You should probably suck them?” he offered, sounding unsure of himself.

“You think so?” I asked, before grabbing the cock most directly in front of me and teasingly licking the tip. “You think I should put this in my mouth?” Mike nodded, and I closed my eyes before taking just the tip between my lips.

“But honey! This is so much bigger than anything I’ve sucked on,” I told him innocently. “You really think it’ll fit in my little mouth?”

He looked flustered and started to mumble, but I didn’t wait for an answer. Opening my jaw as wide as it would go, I slowly eased the entire head into my mouth, humming when I felt a drop of my drool run down to my chin.

“Fuck she’s hot!” the man I was fellating gasped, and started to rock his hips back and forth. I let him do this, building slowly until he was really fucking my mouth.

I was a drooling, humming mess, and quickly had thrust my hand down my silk panties, rubbing my clit in time with his thrusts. I was moaning and humming and spluttering, loving this feeling of having my mouth used.

“You want to try deep-throating me, baby?” the man asked, and the other guys encouraged me to try, no doubt hoping to receive the same treatment.

I pulled off of the invading cock for a moment, looked up at him with watery eyes and my chin covered in spit, and breathed, “I’ve never had anything that far back in my mouth, please be gentle, but yes!” before diving back down on his throbbing cock and taking it to the back of my mouth.

He didn’t need more confirmation, and slowly started fucking his cock deeper into my mouth. When the tip first slid past my tonsils, I nearly gagged, but fought to maintain control and succeeded. Soon his entire 9 inch cock was pushing into my mouth and throat, using me like a dirty slut. I looked up at him and felt tears running down my cheeks, mostly because of my limited air supply.

Then I heard a sob from the back of the crowd and peered over to see Mike, my husband, crying quietly. He looked devastated, and I couldn’t blame him; I now knew how pathetic his little penis really was! But this was his fault. I was faithful, and would have never learned, but he insisted. So he’d have to deal with what was happening!

After another minute, I felt the swollen member in my mouth beginning to throb, and I knew what that meant. My face-fucker, though, was a gentleman, and warned me anyways. “Oh, baby, I’m going to cum... Do you want it in your throat, in your mouth, on your face?” he offered.

I didn’t feel like stopping, so in schnauzer I just started bobbing faster on his cock, meeting his thrusts with my own neck movements.

“Guess that means her throat,” laughed one of the guys, and after another 30 seconds the cock in my mouth tensed up and started spewing hot, sticky cum directly into my virgin esophagus.

“Fuck! Yes, baby, take it!” the man panted.

“Mmmm aaa oooo aaa ooo” I gurgled, trying to tell him I loved his taste but nearly choking on his remarkable phallus.

Eventually, after about a dozen pumps, he stopped and slid his softening cock from my throat and mouth. I sucked on the tip before it withdrew fully, getting a last little spurt of cum, and smiled up at him.

“Thank you, that was so tasty!” I purred, loving the feeling of having my throat used.

“Baby…” I heard my husband choke out from the corner of the room. “Maybe we should…”

“Shut up!” I yelled at him, angry. “You begged for this, threatened to not let me have a child, and bullied me relentlessly! And yeah, I loved sucking that massive cock, and I would’ve never known unless you made me! So sit down and be my little cucky bitch or you can just go wait in the kitchen!” I snarled at him, furious at his sudden reversal of position.

“But - but - but can’t I go wait in our room?” he asked, clearly distraught.

“No, honey, that’s where they’re all going to fuck me!” I told him cheerfully.

“In our marriage bed?” he sobbed.

I nodded slowly, like I was explaining something to a child. “Yup! That's the only place where it makes sense for me to get pregnant, right?” I asked. He froze.

“What?” he whispered.

“Oh, yeah! See, I was planning on you knocking me up tonight, so I haven’t been taking my pills, but after seeing what a whiny little sissy you are, I’ve decided I don’t want to carry your pathetic child!” I told him cruelly.

“But… We said we’d start a family…” he said, completely devastated.

“Oh, and we will! You’ll still be the legal father, but it’ll be one of these studs’ baby! We won’t know who, but we will know that the baby will be strong and not a total coward! And hopefully not have such a limp dick…” I mused, smiling sweetly at him.

“But don’t worry! You’ll still be its daddy, and help me raise it. Won’t you love that, raising a stronger man’s kid? You can pay for everything it needs and take care of it and watch it while I’m getting more big cock!” I told him gleefully.

He gulped, stifling his sobs, and nodded glumly. “If that’s what you want…” he trailed off, and I smiled again.

“It is!” I assured him. If he didn’t want to be the only one to make love to his wife, he’d have to accept that!

“Now, I want another cock in my mouth,” I told the waiting men, and they jostled for position. “I’m going to suck you all, and you can be nice and recharged before you take my virginity!” I told them.

3 hours later, they were all spent. I had sucked and fucked them dry, and they all wished their boss - my husband - well before leaving. He walked back over to me with tears in his eyes and looked at me.

I looked down at myself, and smiled wide. I was a used, cummy mess. My tits and neck had handprints all over them, and I could feel the numerous loads of cum on my face and, unfortunately, in my hair.

My pussy - my poor, previously-unfucked pussy - was ruined. My petite, delicate, pink lips hung wide and were an angry, swollen red. Cum poured out of me, a little gush escaping every time I gave a shuddering breath. My body still trembled in orgasmic aftershocks, with my wide-spread, cum-covered thighs jiggling enticingly.

I looked like a whore. I felt like a slut. I could only imagine what my husband was thinking - probably just regretting that I finally experienced true pleasure. I scooped some cum off of my face and brought it to my lips, sucking it off my fingers and moaning.

“Thank you, baby,” I purred, smiling warmly at him.

“Uh… You’re… welcome?” he seemed to ask himself.

“Good boy!” I encouraged him. “You were right all along, baby,” I told him, “your little dick is nothing! I don’t know if I’ll ever even feel it again, now that my cunt has been fucked and stretched!” I had picked up a much dirtier sexual vocabulary during the gangbang, and he winced at hearing me describe my precious pussy as a dirty cunt.

“But… What if you’re pregnant?” he asked timidly.

“Well then, baby… You’ll be a dad!” I told him happily. “And if I’m not pregnant, we’ll need to do this again and again until I am!” He winced, imagining seeing me like this every weekend. “Oh, sweety, no, if I am pregnant we’ll still do this, but then it’ll just be for fun!” I explained, and his eyes widened.

“I… Okay,” he said between sobs, and I felt a happy warmth in my core, though it paled in comparison to the feeling in my pussy.

“But you, my husband… We can still do some stuff!” I told him encouragingly.

“Like what?” he asked, “your pussy is way too loose now for either of us to feel anything and you seemed to say that blowjobs were only fun with big cocks…”

“Oh, that’s all true!” I said decisively. “And I wouldn’t want to risk getting pregnant with your baby anyways, or tasting your disgusting cum…”

He cried silently, realizing how useless he had made himself in my eyes.

“You can try fucking my whore ass!” I told him generously. “None of them did; they were focused on giving us a baby! And this way, I’ll shit out your pathetic sperm like it deserves!”

He sobbed, and I smiled. I’d never been happier to be wrong!


After the Gangbang

It was 2:30 when I shook hands with the last of our friends and closed the door. 8 guys had been here since the early evening, and they were all thoroughly exhausted and satisfied when they left.

I smiled, locked up,and made my way into the kitchen. When I first met Ellie, I had never thought we would spend our Saturdays like that! She had been a virgin when we met in our freshman year of college, and until last night had only had sex with me.

I had been asking her to do something like this for a while, trying to convince her by making heer watch videos and read stories and talking dirty to her while I did my best to pound her pretty pussy with my 5 inch cock.

I knew I wasn’t big enough to fully satisfy her, but she insisted that I was huge, not knowing any better, just feeling me stretch her virgin pussy and thinking that was all she could ever take. I appreciated her assurances, but knew better. And tonight, it had finally happened!

After about a year of trying to convince her, she finally started to come around to the idea. She said that she may be willing to sleep with another man, just to get the experience I so desperately wanted her to have and get me to stop bothering her! That wasn’t what I had in mind, though, and kept pushing for her to try a real, honest-to-goodness gangbang.

What finally convinced her was when her older sister, Tracey, gave birth to her first kid. She told my wife about how amazed she was that a baby could come out of her vagina, and how loose she felt afterwards. “I can barely feel Mark any more!” she had exclaimed, talking about her own husband.

“I guess if a baby can come out of me, I can probably take bigger things into me, right?” she had asked that night, riding me in the cowgirl position and looking down at me thoughtfully.

I had of course agreed, and she had finally said that she would be open to the idea. “But this won’t break up our marriage?” she asked hesitantly, and I assured her that, if anything, it would bring us closer. She smiled at me, told me she was excited to try being stuffed full, and rode me to our mutual climax.

In the weeks after that night, I had been recruiting men to fuck my wife’s tight little pussy. They were all friends, each in a serious relationship, so I knew they wouldn’t gossip about it to anybody; their own marriages and long-term relationships were on the line, just like Ellie’s reputation was!

When the day finally came, I had cooked a barbecue to get everyone fueled up for the main event, and they had arrived almost precisely at the designated time. She had greeted them with kisses, wearing her skimpiest bikini by our pool, and had flaunted herself while she served drinks and food. She was loving being the object of their attentions, and flirting up a storm!

When things had gotten underway, she had dropped quickly to her knees and the 3 guys closest to her had removed their pants. She looked around at them excitedly and then her expression turned anxious. She looked at me with big eyes, and all but whispered, “I don’t think I want you to see me like this…”

“What do you mean?” I had asked.

“If I’m going to do this, I’m really going to do this,” she had explained, experimentally stroking the cocks around her head. “I’m your loving wife, but I’m going to really give myself to these men. I want you to still be able to look at me without picturing me wrapping my lips around these cocks, or having my tight pussy stretched by them…” she trailed off.

Realization dawned on me - she thought me seeing her in full slut mode would ruin our relationship! I laughed, and offered to just watch football in the living room while she and the guys went and had their fun in our bedroom.

“On our marriage bed?” she had asked sweetly, clearly very turned on by the idea.

“Of course, perfect for you and your lovers,” I told her.

“Okay!” she agreed happily, seeming to have cast her anxiety aside. She was really ready to do this!

“If any of you need a break or food or drinks or anything, you can come out to the living room and I’ll help you guys out,” I had told the group, and they all thanked me - for my wife and the offer - and followed her into the bedroom.

Over the next 6 hours, I tried to focus on the games I was supposed to be watching, but it was tough with what sounded like my wife being literally murdered in our bedroom down the hall. She had screamed and panted and cum and sobbed her pleasure. I heard her beg for more, and had been shocked when I heard her screamed narration of her first-ever ass-fucking, followed of course by the other 7 guys taking their turn. I had wanted so badly to go watch, or jerk off to her sounds, but thought better of it. She had trusted me to stay here, and I didn’t want to relieve my own tension! 

Throughout the night I had served as water-boy, and ordered pizza around dinner time so they wouldn’t all run out of steam.

I got bits of commentary from each of the guys to visit me in the living room.

“This is the hottest thing I have ever seen!”

“I had no idea Eleanor was so fucking hot!”

“Dude, she’s an animal in there.”

But finally, several hours after they had started and I had been banished to the living room. I finished filling her a tall glass of water and walked quietly down the hall to the bedroom.

When I went through the open door and saw her, I froze, a happy smile plastered on my face.

Ellie - sweet, innocent Ellie - was laying on her back in the center of the bed. Her legs were spread, and a puddle of semen was leaking from both of her holes, pouring out with each shuddering breath she took. Her neck and tits were covered in hickeys and handprints, and her entire body was coated in cum. The sheets were soaked with what I could only assume was her squirted fluids; I had never been able to make her do that!

She was sweaty, and her hair was thick with jizz, knotted and tangled. She was still panting, minutes after the last of our guests had left, with her abused 34C tits rising and falling rapidly. It was the most erotic sight I had ever layed eyes on.

Her big, shining eyes fluttered open as she heard me approaching, and she reached slowly for the glass that I offered her. “Wow…” she moaned, before downing the entire glass.

“So it looks like you had fun?” I asked eagerly, thrilled my wife had been so thoroughly fucked.

“YES!” she shouted once she had come up for air. “They were all huge!” One of my recruitment criteria was that they be at least 8 inches long when erect, and she clearly had enjoyed having her virgin depths fucked so thoroughly. One of the guys, I knew, was 10 inches long and I could only imagine what that must have felt like to her.

“I’m so glad you had fun,” I told her sincerely, and then shifted my gaze from her beaming face down her body to her used, worn-out pussy. Her entrance was still visibly gaping, with her lips hanging low and semen streaming from her in a slow trickle. She looked loose, and used, and I knew if I tried to fuck her right now there was very little chance she would even be able to feel me.

“Thank you, baby!” she enthused, shivering as an aftershock tore through her body. “Thank you for convincing me, and letting me, and loving me enough to make this happen!”

“Of course, Ellie,” I told her warmly. “I love you, and I want you to know real, intense pleasure.”

“You always make me feel good,” she assured, but then giggled and added, “but I’ll admit, I don’t think you could ever do this to me!” she gestured at her entire body, knowing how she looked and loving it.

“I’m so happy for you!” I told her, before shifting uncomfortably. Seeing my wife spent and used like this had me fully aroused, and the hours and hours of listening to her being brutally fucked had built quite a formidable tension in my body.

“Oh, honey!” she exclaimed. “Have you not cum this whole time?!”

I shook my head no and she lowered her gaze, looking ashamed of herself.

“I’m your wife! I was in here being pleasured and you could definitely hear me and I didn’t even take care of you!” She looked about ready to cry. “I should have taken a break to help you find some release!”

“No, baby, I wanted you to really lose yourself in the experience,” I told her, then hopefully added, “but do you think you could help me out now?”

“Of course, honey!” she quickly agreed. “But… I think my pussy and my asshole are too sore…” she trailed off, regretfully looking down at her used body, seeing her own pussy lips in their bright red, swollen state and shivering in remembered pleasure.

“That’s okay, baby! And it is sooo fucking sexy that your body has been tired out so thoroughly! We’ve never even done anal, but right now I can see so much sticky cum leaking out of it…”

She shuddered again, arching her back and thrusting her tits towards the ceiling. “But I want you to get release from using my body, baby!” she purred, bucking her hips and having another small orgasm. “I promise you can fuck my ass whenever you want in the future, but for right now would my whore mouth be enough to get you off?” She batted her big eyes at me and I groaned, almost losing my load right then.

“Of course, baby,” I removed my pants and knelt by her head, “do you want me to talk dirty to you while you suck my cock?” She nodded her affirmation and then craned her neck to lick me.

“I bet all 8 of our friends got their cocks sucked tonight, right?” I asked, feeling her tongue moving all over my shaft and head. She nodded, not letting up her ministrations. “I’m so proud of you that you fit those huge cocks in your tiny little mouth!”

She backed off for a second, smiling up at me and saying, “I couldn’t fit them all the way in at first… I was too used to this small dick… but then I got used to bigger cocks!” before diving back down my short length, taking me to the hilt immediately.

“That is so fucking sexy!” I gasped, picturing her with her lips stretched around a huge dick. “Oh, baby, your body looks so used up!”

She started to cum again from my words and feeling a cock in her mouth, the past few hours having built up the mental connection to a cock in her mouth and extreme physical pleasure. “Yes, baby! Cum while you drool all over my little penis,” I goaded her, and her eyes grew wide as she slobbered all over me.

“You made our friends feel so good, they all loved being able to use you like a little whore,” I told her truthfully - they had all said so while they were leaving - and she smiled around my shaft between her lips. “You’re a good girl, letting them find so much pleasure with your body!”

She started to writhe again, panting and moaning around my cock while another orgasm tore through her at the remembered pleasure.

Finally, the feeling of her quick tongue, combined with the thought of her being such a filthy whore and the sight of her cum-drenched body shaking underneath me, was too much and I shot my load into her mouth.

She swallowed it all with practiced ease, and then smiled up at me as my softening cock slipped from her mouth. “I don’t need dinner, baby - I swallowed so much cum tonight! - and I think I want to sleep like this…”

I loved the idea of all that cum drying on her overnight, and quickly agreed. As we cuddled up and drifted off to sleep, she whispered, “maybe next time you can watch…”
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