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   Brad nudged Roxanne onto her back and I knew he planned on fucking her, which she seemed fine with. I, on the other hand, wasn't okay with that. Brad was learning his place but I wanted to really drive the message home. Luke's cum dripped from Roxanne's pussy so I smeared some on my hand and gripped Brad's penis. I started stroking him using Luke's semen as lube. I talked to him, telling him to look at her inseminated pussy and think about what that meant. Was Roxanne on birth control? Did Luke just impregnate your woman? The more I teased and taunted the harder he became. I squeezed his dick hard as I jacked and then I told him I was going to make him shoot his load on the floor again so only Luke would be swimming inside Roxanne. That really seemed to get to him and he gasped as his surprise orgasm shot out of his penis. 
 
   All of us collapsed; Brad on the floor, Luke and Roxanne on the couch, Mark and me on the love seat. Brad, Luke, and Roxanne dozed off. Mark gently circled my nipples and lightly played with my breasts.
 
   “What a night,” he whispered.
 
   “Unbelievable. I did not see this coming.”
 
   “Me either. Did you suspect Brad was so submissive?”
 
   “No. Not at all. I was just getting him back for being such an ass earlier. He needed to be taken down a peg or two. That guy has some repressed sexual feelings.”
 
   “Roxanne is pretty submissive too. I think you might have two groupies. She really likes you and wants to please you.”
 
   I watched Roxanne sleep for a few seconds and thought about Juan. She needed to fuck Juan in front of Brad. Maybe I'd try to get Brad to suck Juan's dick too. I felt kind of bitchy but this was fun. I felt powerful and in control. 
 
   I turned to face Mark more squarely.
 
   “You know, I recorded Brad sucking Luke's dick.”
 
   Mark looked shocked.
 
   “I'd never blackmail him or use it against him but it got me thinking; would you want to record me sucking or fucking someone else? It would be hot for us both to watch it in the bedroom later.”
 
   Mark smiled. “I've created a monster.”
 
   “More like you've just set one free,” I responded. 
 
   “So, to answer your question; I would love to see that. Can you imagine how hot our sex would be with that playing on the screen? Yesterday I was still unsure about our new sexual path but all that's behind me now. After tonight I want you to do everything you want to do. You're amazing. You keep surprising me. I've never been so turned on.”
 
   I pecked Mark on the lips. A thought occurred to me.
 
   “Mark, Brad got especially excited when Luke came inside Roxanne. Does that turn you on too? Is it particularly exciting to see a hot guy empty his balls inside me?”
 
   I felt Mark's penis twitch against my leg. His eyes lit up and a wry smile bent the corner of his mouth. He cleared his throat.
 
   “It is,” he stated. “I'm not sure exactly why. It's a deeply buried and primitive thing. I love reclaiming you but honestly, most of my excitement comes from you wanting his seed. I just love it when you are so wildly sexual.”
 
   I snuggled up to him a little more. “Juan had me. African Chief had me. They didn't get me pregnant but we worried for weeks that they may have. Was that exciting too or did I go too far?”
 
   Mark's penis swelled and rapidly grew hot. It's so convenient the way men have this built-in lie-detector. He knew he couldn't deny it.
 
   “Yes, I was totally fucked up and twisted in knots the whole time but also so aroused. I'm glad you weren't pregnant but the idea you might be was intoxicating. If you remember, I tried to fuck you pretty much every day.”
 
   I smiled at that; it was true, he had. Now I knew why. We were playing a dangerous and very exciting game. 
 
   Down on the floor, Brad stirred and opened his eyes. After a few seconds of confusion his mind cleared and he remembered where he was and what was happening. He turned quickly to look at Roxanne and Luke sleeping peacefully. Then he stared at Luke's huge soft cock and balls. What must have been going through his mind? Was he thinking about that huge beast up inside his love Roxanne? Or was he remembering his own time spent with the monster and how much he had enjoying drinking the load it gave him? 
 
   When he brought his eyes up to Mark and me he was blushing.
 
   “You guys won't ever say anything, right?”
 
   “Never,” I answered. “Your secret is our secret. You are free to be anything you want around us.”
 
   He seemed to ponder this for a minute and then he surprised me yet again by leaning forward and softly running his tongue up and down Roxanne's sticky and cum filled slit. She moaned in her sleep as he continued, instinctively parting her legs. I was getting excited. 
 
   She woke up enough to put her hand on the back of his head and whimper. Encouraged, he increased his assault, burying his tongue deep into her sperm filled cunt, quickly ripping a long moan from her as she climaxed while still only half-conscious. He wiped a hand across his mouth. 
 
   Roxanne was mostly awake now and aware of what had just happened. The sound and movement had also awakened Luke and Brad turned his attention to Luke's organ. Within a minute he had Luke nearly erect again and he tugged Luke's rod up towards Roxanne, trying to join the two of them. 
 
   Mark's erection rose up between my legs and nudged my pussy.
 
   Roxanne shifted her hips and Brad steered Luke right up into her opening. Roxanne cried out softly at her penetration. Luke took over and drove the remaining inches home. They began to move together.
 
   Mark pulled my legs apart and tried to enter me but I stopped him, covering my pussy with my hand. I put as much taunting and teasing as I could behind my eyes as I slid off the love seat and moved towards Luke. Mark's eyes narrowed with understanding. Brad was not the only man I enjoyed goading. 
 
   While Luke was fully buried in Roxanne, I licked one of his fat testicles and then sucked the whole thing into my mouth. Brad did the same to the other one and Luke gasped and groaned and his hips jerked.
 
   I turned to face Mark and locked eyes with him. I moved Brad up to Roxanne's clitoris and pulled Luke's enormous cock out of her pussy, which made her pout. Still gazing at Mark, I stood over Luke and lowered my married pussy to within an inch of it. Mark's eyes were intense. He wanted me to stop but he wanted me to continue. There was no way I was stopping.
 
   I rubbed Luke's big cock head back and forth but he was already wet from Roxanne. Even still he was a difficult fit. The head was big but the shaft behind it was even bigger and hard as rock. I had to rotate my hips to get the penetration started. Once he was moving and sank down onto him and it was glorious. My pussy was over-flowing with dick. 
 
   I fucked him for a while then rolled onto my back and opened my legs. He started to fuck me but I stopped him and whispered for him to make love to me. He was happy to comply. I held Mark's eyes as Luke began to slowly and sensuously move inside me. Mark was dying. Luke and I kissed and caressed and murmured sweet, affectionate things to each other and each one was a dagger in Mark's guts, but had his penis hard as steel. Another man was making love to his wife right in front of him. 
 
   Luke was such an excellent lover I kind of lost track of time. We lasted for quite a while and Mark was forgotten as Luke commanded all my attention, bringing me to powerful orgasms twice. Several times I reached down to hold his big, sperm-filled nuts, anticipating the moment he emptied them into me. I couldn't wait. 
 
   Sensing my eagerness Luke began to drive his hips harder against me. The friction on my clit was intense and I knew I would cum again soon. He knew it too and I felt his whole body tighten and tense. I began to lift my hips up to meet his thrusts and the pressure inside my pussy was overwhelming. 
 
   “Fuck!” I cried, unable to contain my pleasure. Luke pushed even faster, hammering my little cunt with his huge spike. I felt him swell and stretch me wider, a sure sign he was about to flood me with his sperm. “FUCK!” I cried again, getting closer to another orgasm of my own. “Fuck me Luke! Cum inside me. Cum deep inside me!”
 
   I remembered Mark and our eyes locked once more and with my husband gazing into my eyes I climaxed around the solid meaty spear of another man. The sounds I was making proved to be too much for Luke and with his hips bucking and jerking, the dam burst and his flood of semen gushed out of his cock like a shotgun and into my waiting womb. Mark was a face of agony. I never took my eyes away from Mark's as Luke potentially bred me right in front of him. Each spasm of Luke's hips pumped another blast of hot seed deep up in me and he came a lot. 
 
   Minutes later when he withdrew his softening tool from my pussy, a stream of semen followed it out. I clamped my hand over my opening to trap the rest of his deluge inside and smiled coyly at my husband.
 
   Mark stood and showed me his bright red and straining erection. The head was so hard it was purple and his balls were so drawn up so tight he appeared to have none. I laughed with glee at my handiwork. His eyes held a question, a plea actually, but I felt wicked.
 
   “No,” I murmured. “On the carpet, like Brad.”
 
   Mark looked surprised and dejected but a glint in his eyes showed me he also loved my wanton ways. He took his penis in hand and stroked it for my pleasure and with a loud roar of pleasure quickly released his seed onto the floor. Luke had conquered both women; Brad and Mark had conquered none. 
 
   Brad and Roxanne had stopped what they were doing to watch Luke and me and I now stood and took Roxanne's hand in mine. Then I took Luke's.
 
   “Be good,” I said to Mark and Brad and led Roxanne and Luke into the master bedroom, closing the door behind us. Brad and my husband would spend the rest of the night wondering what their women were doing with the handsome and well-hung stranger. We didn't leave the bedroom until morning. Roxy and I played with Luke all night long, taking turns emptying him each time he got hard. 
 
   Luke left early, before the sun was up, and Roxanne dropped into a deep sleep. I was restive and left the room to go look for Mark. I found Brad asleep on the couch and Mark sleeping in the guest bed. 
 
   I know this sounds strange but it warmed my heart to watch him sleep. We had left the beaten path months ago and although I had enjoyed sex with several different men since then, I'd never felt so close to Mark. I'm sure that doesn't make sense, but it does. I knew he understood it too. No matter what we did, we were doing all this together. 
 
   I felt a trickle of Luke's cum drip from me. As a woman I must admit I love being fucked. I love that I can get men so excited I basically turn them into animals. But as long as I am confessing sins, let me admit nothing on earth makes me feel sexier than carrying a man's semen inside me. I am Eve. I am the Earth-Mother. Mark has told me that just having an erection makes him feel powerful and manly, even if nothing else happens. This must be my female equivalent; walking around with a well fertilized womb. Lord, was I ever well fertilized at that moment. After we retired to the bedroom Luke pumped me full twice more. I was swimming in him. He fucked Roxanne and me equally but when it was time to orgasm, he always seemed to want to give it to me. Roxanne didn't complain. 
 
   I stood by the bed gazing at my wonderful and loving husband and a wave of love and affection washed over me, leaving my whole body tingling. I loved him so intensely at that moment. I don't expect you to understand, I just hope you can. 
 
   I lifted the covers and slipped into bed with him. When we awoke hours later, Brad and Roxanne were gone. They left a note on the kitchen table saying 'Thanks for a wonderful evening' and they both signed it. 
 
   At work the next few weeks Roxanne acted like nothing had happened at all. She wasn't acting cold or in-denial. I mean she acted like nothing had happened at all. She was every bit as warm and affectionate as before. Surprisingly, Roxanne stopped taking Juan into the stock room.
 
   Brad came by work a few times to take her to lunch, which he'd never done previously, and he, too, was gregarious and friendly. Sixteen days after I'd made Brad suck a big cock and he'd watched that big cock fuck his woman, he proposed to Roxanne and she said yes. They were both so blissfully happy. 
 
   A week later the four of us went out again to celebrate their engagement, to a different club this time, and after a few hours and two bottles of wine, Roxanne had Brad go invite a tall, muscular, older gentleman back to our table. Brad's eyes glowed with excitement at the task assigned him and Mark and I knew what was coming. Brad and Roxanne, it seemed, had a new understanding too. 
 
   Older Gentleman's name was Thomas and he knew right away what was happening and exactly how to play it. An hour later back at our place again, Mark and I watched Brad hold Roxanne's legs open as Thomas eased his hard cock into her. Completely free of guilt now, Roxanne was an orgasm machine. Tom had her cumming so hard and so often her own legs wouldn't support her. He was a Master Cocksman. He held out, not cumming himself, making sure he had reduced her to a mass of quivering flesh.
 
   That's when he turned his attention to me. I was actually nervous and intimidated. His body was lean and cut, with hair on his arms and chest and legs and a little on his stomach. However, his pubes were tidy and trimmed, which I breathed a sigh of relief over.
 
   He was a commanding presence in our home; he told Brad and Roxanne exactly what to do and let them know when they didn't do it precisely right. At first I was put off by his approach but I quickly fell under his spell. His self-confidence was off the chart and after watching the way he fucked Roxanne, I understood why. By the time he turned his attention to me I was wet and eager to please him. 
 
   The length of his erect cock was definitely above average but what really snatched the breath from my lungs was the girth. When Mark and I saw it clearly for the first time, we both looked at each other with worried expressions. It was a tree trunk. It was a solid and robust tube of veiny flesh, engorged and sturdy. He had just withdrawn it from the guts of Roxanne, leaving her gasping and mewling from an over-whelming orgasm, and it gleamed and glistened with her juices. Thomas owned a formidable weapon and he knew it and he had no hesitation about using it. 
 
   For a moment I thought Mark was going to intervene and call it off but whatever he saw in my eyes stopped him. Thomas moved to a reading chair and his jacket which hung on the back of it. From a pocket he withdrew a small black contraption composed of several leather loops and strategically placed snaps and hooks. He wove this device around the base of his penis and then under and around. 
 
   When he finished, his cock stood up from his lap swollen and obscenely displayed. His large balls were lifted and separated and the shaft was now stretched another two inches in length. The snaps trapped his blood, causing the veins to stand out like tree roots and his deep purple head was now twice the size it had been. Most prominent of all was the girth. Somehow the straps allowed the shaft to be filled with a scandalous amount of blood and then kept it all there, engorging him to equine proportions. It was an animal’s phallus attached to a man. He was a satyr, he was Pan. His cock was now a depraved instrument of carnal destruction, and it set my mouth and my cunt to watering in ways utterly beyond my control. I was shocked by my own reaction to it.
 
   Who the fuck was this guy? He had been so refined at the club, yet now was so lewd and vulgar in my living room. We had only just met him and he acted like he owned the place. But the strange truth was, I liked it. In fact, I really liked it. There was something about him we all felt. This supremely confident stranger had come into our group and understood us immediately. He was calm and self-assured, well-spoken and educated. His wicked intelligence was obvious in his eyes. He instinctively knew exactly how far to push things. I found him mesmerizing, we all did, and I looked forward to his next outrageous instruction. 
 
   He took his ugly animal cock in hand and began a slow and deliberate stroking, looking me hard in the eyes. I tried to resist the pull of it, as he knew I would, but I was losing the battle fast, and, somehow, he already knew that about me too. 
 
   He lifted his hips and flaunted his new prize. I suddenly remembered there were other present and glanced to see their reaction to this bold conqueror. It was shocking his power over us. Mark was riveted to Tom's throbbing prick and Brad was too. Envy etched both their faces with heavy lines. Roxanne had gathered herself enough to take notice and had a hand between her legs teasing herself as she gazed with unrestricted desire at this bloated monster. She was as fully under its spell as I was, as we all were. 
 
   Tom looked at me and spoke.
 
   “You first,” he ordered, pointing a finger right through my heart. I obediently walked to him, losing my clothing as I went, until I knelt between his legs like a sacrifice. He adjusted his hips and spread his legs to provide me better access and without another word of instruction I began what I felt so compelled to do, what I was, in fact, powerless to resist doing. 
 
   I bowed my head and dutifully kissed his swollen tip and then proceeded to use my tongue to bathe every square centimeter of that terrible cock. Way back in my mind I knew it was repulsive and Thomas was disgusting but a primal urge motivated me now. 
 
   The head and shaft were too big to take into my mouth so instead I tried my best to please him with my subservience, my lips, my hands, and my tongue. When his approving hand came to gently rest on my head, guiding my efforts to please him, goose bumps erupted down my back and arms and my pussy gushed.
 
   Thomas called the others over to join me and they took their places around me. Like a king on his throne, he leaned back as all four of us licked and sucked his now epic cock. Our heads jostled each other, tongues often colliding and tangling. He let that go on for a while, his penis growing and straining from the added stimulation, threatening to burst.
 
   I knew what was coming. I knew he would pick me. Maybe it was the look in his eyes or his body language or some subconscious desire of mine, but mine would be the womb he inseminated.
 
   He instructed Mark to lie on his back on the floor and Mark did. He placed me over Mark on all fours in a sixty-nine position and then came up behind me, his giant cock aimed like a ram at my trembling pussy. He told Brad to feed me Mark's penis and I sucked it with fervor. Next Tom told Mark to begin eating my pussy and a jolt of electricity rocked my hips when his tongue made contact. I cast a quick glance down between my legs and saw Tom's huge balls grazing Mark's hair, the shadow of Tom's massive spear lay across Mark's face. I was nervous and afraid but excited and soaking wet. Mark was about to get a close up and very personal view of his wife getting fucked by an enormous cock.
 
   Thomas began to push. The giant, turgid head covered my pussy completely and pulled in my lips and surrounding skin with it. His hands gripped my hips, forcing me to accept his rampant monster and I gasped and cried out as the invading pillar forced my cunt to adopt its shape. The high ridged veins mercilessly teased my clitoris as they rubbed past, so stimulating it was almost painful. Almost. I felt the tightening of my pelvis immediately and realized my first orgasm was nearly upon me. I cried out again as it slammed into me, catching me totally unprepared, my body jerking and convulsing like I was being electrocuted.  Mark was rock hard in my mouth.
 
   Tom withdrew several inches before relentlessly pushing back into me and the same ridiculous amount of pleasure rose up from my pussy once more. If this kept up, he was going to kill me. I remembered Superman, Juan, fucking me with his big dick but it was very different from what I was experiencing now. Tom's apparatus enhanced his penis insidiously, attacking all my most pleasurable regions, ripping another orgasm from my trembling body. I started crying and Mark stopped licking.
 
   “NO!” I scolded him, and he began again. Thomas drove every inch he had up into me and held it there and I wailed. Tears streamed down my cheeks. I was being split open, fucked by a bull in human form. He pulled out and drove it back in and unbelievably I fucking climaxed again. I was at the mercy of my own rebellious cunt and that whore knew what she wanted. 
 
   Tom sawed in and out of me. I stopped blowing Mark and just held onto his thighs. I was weeping from the intense pleasure, feeling stuffed, filled like never before in my life, buffeted by waves of pleasure I didn't even know were possible. 
 
   I gave up trying to do anything. I rested my body on top of Mark and just let Thomas fuck me however and for as long as he wanted. I gave myself over to him completely. I'd never done that with a man before and truly, before this moment, didn't know I could. I've never given myself to Mark, my husband, the way I gave myself to Thomas. I would orgasm every few minutes, sobbing into Mark's leg, holding on for dear life. Powerful spasms convulsed me. I felt like I was meat wrapped tightly around Tom's spear, existing in the moment, my sole purpose in life to milk the potent seed from Tom's ultimate genitalia. I found myself longing to conceive. 
 
   When Tom finally climaxed it was like nothing I had ever known. He was pounding me, my mind long gone, when in the distance I heard a sharp intake of breath. His grip tightened and my excitement rose and I heard myself telling him to fuck me, to pour his plentiful seed into me, to force a baby into me and then I heard myself screaming as my most powerful orgasm of the night sank its teeth into me and shook me like a rag doll. I felt Tom's body pressing down on mine and his cock expanding and contracting repeatedly as he blasted my inside with his white-hot sperm, filling my uterus and vagina until I over-flowed. Jet after jet spurted from his cock, boiling up from his massive swinging balls.
 
   When he finished, finally, he remained inside me, a plug to keep any semen from leaking out. Mark crawled out from under us but I hardly knew it. I heard movement and muttered voices. Time passed.
 
   When I came back around I was in our bed, lying next to Mark. I spooned him and he hugged me back and I drifted back to sleep. The next morning I was sore all over. Mark explained I had passed out, Brad and Roxanne had eventually gone home, taking Thomas with them. Mark said the three of them were no doubt back at their place going at it still. He said Roxanne loved Tom's cock almost as much as I did and insisted she get some more of it.  I blushed.
 
   “I do love his cock, don't I?”
 
   “Sure seems that way.”
 
   I studied Mark's face and found signs of hurt.
 
   “Baby,” I cooed, “I got so swept away, so caught up in what was happening to me. Did I go too far?”
 
   “No. It was hard to take, at times, but amazing to see. You've never responded to sex like that, not with me anyway. Should I be worried?”
 
   I softly held his face in my hands.
 
   “No my Love, never. I'm not even sure what all I said or did,” I lied, “but I could always only love you.” At least that part was the truth. I felt bad for lying to Mark but I didn't want him to worry needlessly. 
 
   I stayed in bed almost all day. Mark left the room to make me breakfast and I dipped a finger under the covers. My tender pussy was filled to the brim with Tom's cum. It titillated me. I don't fully understand why I love it so much but I surely do. I sucked his cum off my finger and lay back down. 
 
   Mark wanted to reclaim me, of course, and a few hours later tried to initiate sex, but I had to tell him no; I was simply too sore and tender. I know it drove him crazy and I have to confess I enjoyed that.
 
   About an hour later I was horny again and longing for Tom. Of course I couldn't have him again but still, I wanted him. Images of last night drifted through my brain making me increasingly aroused. Mark came in to sit and talk with me and after just a little conversation I pulled him closer on the bed and sucked him off. Instead of making me feel better it only made me hornier. Mark said I was becoming a sex fiend and I replied I'd always been one, now because of my loving and wonderful husband I finally got to do something about it. He liked that.
 
   About an hour later I was alone again and started remembering Tom and my hand slipped down to my clit. Minutes later Mark walked in and caught me masturbating. After his initial shock he just stood at the doorway, watching me.
 
   “You want him again, don't you?” It was more a statement than a question. 
 
   I blushed. “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   Mark left and I soon heard him speaking on the phone to someone, although I couldn't tell what he said. After the call I heard him moving around the house. I thought about trying to masturbate again but I was afraid of getting caught.
 
   Before too long I heard the doorbell. My heart skipped a beat. Had he called Tom for me? Even after I wouldn't have sex with him? Deep voices came closer to the bedroom and then there he was; my satyr, my Pan. He and Mark had already stripped downstairs and Thomas stood by the door, half erect in anticipation and already monstrously thick. My mouth watered. I sat up in bed and faced them both, allowing the covers to fall away from my naked body. My large, firm tits heaved from my growing excitement.
 
   Tom walked to the edge of the bed and I lowered my mouth to worship his cock. Mark pulled up a chair to watch. Tom slipped a finger into my pussy and found all his sperm still there and told me I was a good girl, which sent a tingle up my spine.
 
   He got hard fast, which flattered me, and when he ordered me onto my back I jumped to obey, spreading my legs as wide as I could, offering him sopping wet cunt. 
 
   He moved up between my legs and we kissed and I felt that huge cock head bump my pussy. I was dying to feel him inside me again and moved my hips to try and capture him but he evaded me, loving my desire for him. Desperate, I looked to Mark.
 
   “Tell him to fuck me,” I begged. “Please Baby.”
 
   Mark sat slowly stroking his hard penis, smiling at my discomfort, ignoring my request. 
 
   “Sorry Honey,” he said at last. “He gets you and I don't? How's that fair? Clearly I'm not in charge now. When he's here, he's the boss.”
 
   I growled, exasperated, and threw my head back into a pillow.
 
   “I've got to say,” Mark continued, “I love seeing you like this.”
 
   I lifted my head and looked down between my legs. Tom's gnarly dick had grown even harder and stood almost straight up against his stomach. He was thicker than a man's wrist and pulsed, bobbing in the open air. I tried again to lift my hips and bring my hole down on it but he held me down. I smacked my hands down on the bed. 
 
   “Fuck me!” I ordered. His cock surged. His arousal grew step for step with my frustration. What an ego trip for a man. I hated him right then. He slid his hot meat up and down my slit and I whined. My poor pussy felt so empty. I was desperate to feel that fat cock fill me again and only that cock would do.
 
   “Is it time?” I heard Mark ask.
 
   “Yes.” Thomas answered.
 
   Mark walked over to Thomas and handed him the black leather contraption from earlier. I licked my lips in anticipation. As before, Tom slipped the straps around the base and over and under his cock and balls. He tightened everything down. I watched his impressive dick grow before my eyes. I reached for my clit to masturbate. I couldn't stop myself. 
 
   After a minute it was much bigger than before. After another minute it was covered with a spider's web of protruding veins and arteries. The skin was stretched taut, ready to burst, so bloated it was shiny. Tom loosened the top strap and pulled his dick another inch longer before replacing it. He left the bed and walked around to the far side, pulling me onto my back. He lowered his huge balls to my mouth. As I greedily licked and sucked them, he loosened the main strap around the base and and let me slather his nuts. The shaft grew even bigger. When he tightened it again the shaft was thicker than it ever had been. He allowed me to service his testicles as he continued to make adjustments to his device, his humongous organ gaining length and thickness with each fine-tuning alteration. 
 
   I pulled him forward and darted the tip of my tongue across his asshole. He moaned and I felt victorious, lapping all around it and wriggling the tip up inside. He continued to adjust the various straps, snaps, and hooks, but I felt his legs tremble and his cock jump. When he finished and stepped back, my eyes went wide; his cock was deep red and gargantuan. Even bigger than last night. Part of me wanted to run and part wanted to jump on it. The primitive power of the thing could not be denied. It did something to my brain. 
 
   Thomas walked slowly around the bed, allowing Mark and I a good look at the cock that was about to take me. My throat went dry. When Tom reached my feet he gripped each ankle and pulled my ass to the edge of the bed. I looked down again and whimpered. He pushed my legs up to my tits and told me to hold them there with my hands. I felt so exposed. The position splayed my pussy and separated my labia. He was able to actually see up inside me. I was ashamed at how incredibly wet I was.
 
   Tom forced his stiff cock down until the giant head nudged my hole. I bit my bottom lip. Pressure expanded me and electricity jolted me in waves. More pressure and his fist of a cock head moved deeper, shoving me open, stretching me side to side and up and down. The outward pressure of his diamond hard shaft touched me everywhere at once inside. It was a hurricane of sensory overload and pleasure. Now I knew what it was like to be truly filled. This cock alone had ever accomplished it. I hadn't known what I'd been missing until last night and now that I'd tasted it, I craved it all the time. 
 
   Tom withdrew and then slid home again. Then he did it again. Then again.
 
   Today was different form last night. His touch was more gentle, his thrust not as rough. His tenderness assaulted me from a totally new and emotionally unguarded angle. I was defenseless. As his over-powering and over-whelming cock churned my pussy, driving me insane with waves of previously unknown pleasure, his soft, caring touch and gentle, loving kisses disarmed me, reached into my woman's heart, tugged at my yearning to be desired. 
 
   If the supreme symbol of male power is an erect penis then Thomas was the High Priest. I can't say we made love. It actually felt deeper than that. This transcended human relationships and touched upon something more basic and universal. This was primal species reproduction, this was base male-female mate selection and the cock moving inside me at that moment was the pinnacle, the height of what a woman could hope to obtain. I had been dealt a royal-flush, twice. Tom's dick stirred up deeply buried breeding impulses. I wanted his cum. I needed his cum. His rhythmic and relentless motion made the whole world disappear and left only the act. Nothing else mattered. I acutely felt every turgid and pulsing inch of him inside me and I loved it like nothing I'd ever experienced before. 
 
   “Oh my God!” I heard myself wail as an orgasm which swept me up, body and soul, smashed into me and tossed me around. Tom never slowed, using his god-cock to slowly piston right through my climax, driving me to levels of pleasure I had never, ever known. I experienced a mental and emotional orgasm simultaneously with my physical one. I screamed. I sobbed. I convulsed around the unyielding iron stake buried in my guts. I went up and stayed up for a long, long time, my whole existence focused in that one unending moment. 
 
   Poor Mark. How did that feel for him? He watched his wife, his love, the woman of his dreams have an earth-shaking orgasm from the penetration of another man. What was it like to witness her complete surrender? To watch her welcome yet another flood of sperm deep into her uterus?
 
   I know part of him loved it like I did; he shot his cum on his belly the same moment Thomas shot his cum inside me. Yet I can't help but wonder at the emotional agony etched on his face, the jealous flare behind his eyes. Nevertheless he made no move to escort Tom from our home. This went beyond just wanting me to be happy. As paradoxical as it sounded, he wanted this as much as I did. It inflamed us both. Even when Tom suggested it was time for him to leave, Mark asked him to stay a little longer. I was thrilled when Mark said that and ecstatic when Thomas agreed. 
 
   Tom's cock stayed hard after he climaxed. I curled up between his legs and suckled his flesh tool as he and Mark talked until I eventually coaxed another hot load from him, which I gulped down. I removed the strap apparatus and just played with his thick meat. For hours, I never left Tom's side. 
 
   We all showered together and ate together, and when we returned to the bedroom, Mark took his place in the chair and Tom and I crawled onto the bed. Mark had a hopeful expectation about him. 
 
   I lifted Tom's deflated penis to my lips and kissed it, then looked up into his eyes.
 
   “Can you give me more?” I asked.
 
   “Lots more,” he replied.
 
   I kissed his hot balls, holding them in my hand, hefting their weight. They were remarkably large and completely hairless. I thought about how much more sperm they contained and it made me hot. I closed my mouth over the head and sucked, gently at first and then stronger. I felt him begin to grow. 
 
   Tom fucked me four more times that night; once without the apparatus and three times with it. The one time we had sex without it. My orgasms with Tom were unlike any I'd ever had before. He was sure to add to his cum already inside my pussy. I was certain just the sheer volume of his semen in me would be enough to impregnate me. I would be carrying him around for days, maybe a whole week. 
 
   He left the next day, Sunday, just after noon. He took me one more time on the living room floor and had Mark hold my legs open as he pumped his seed into me. I was deliciously exhausted. We slept the rest of the day and all night. I was refreshed for work on Monday morning and Roxanne and I traded stories; Tom had fucked her twice, the second time making Brad leave the house and go wait at a bar in the middle of the night. She said Brad hated it but had an erection as he was leaving the house. When I told her what had happened to me she understood completely. 
 
   “Condom?” she asked.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Birth control?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Me either. Guess we wait and see.”
 
   When Juan walked by he raised an eyebrow and gave us both a flirty smile. We looked at him and died laughing. Of course, he had no idea why. 
 
   In the month following, Brad and Mark were both especially attentive and affectionate all day, and then would fuck our brains out all night. It was some of the best love making we'd ever shared. Roxy and I took pregnancy tests but there's nothing like getting your period to know for sure. I got mine, Roxanne was late. She did eventually get it but the emotional turmoil she and Brad felt was intense. 
 
   I waited six weeks before one Saturday night I secretly arranged for Juan to be at the same club as the four of us. Roxanne knew instantly what I was up to but she had already consumed two glasses of wine and also happened to be really horny that night, so she played along. We acted like we were surprised to see him there and introduced him all around. When Mark shook his hand I was sure he made the connection to my Superman stories and knew it was Juan that had fucked me at the Halloween party, and also knew Juan possessed a nice, fat porn-star cock. 
 
   I made the night all about Roxanne and kept pushing her and Juan onto the dance floor. Nature took her course and before long they were slow dancing and holding each other tight. Brad looked forlorn and excited. I packed up all three of them less than an hour later and sent them home. The gleam in Roxanne's eye told me Juan would finally be getting more than a blowjob from her. 
 
   I was sky-high and felling pretty smug and good about myself, and that was when I saw Vincent, standing at the bar, drinking with his friends. I froze. Of course Mark saw me go catatonic and asked what was happening. 
 
   I told him.
 
   My husband is one cool customer. His eyes held mirth at my discomfort but his mind kept working. A heartbeat later he pulled off his wedding ring and dropped it in his pocket.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked. “What are you thinking?”
 
   “Well, Vincent has never met me. If he was at the Halloween party with us, because of the masks we didn't know it. He has no idea what your husband looks like, so let's just say I'm a friend from your old job, meeting you for a drink and to catch up.”
 
   “Why? Nothing is going to happen with him. He's too professional for that.”
 
   Mark sipped his Jack Daniels. “Maybe.” he said. “But maybe not. Either way, it will be fun to watch you interact with him. I know you think he's drop-dead gorgeous. The voyeur in me will enjoy the show.”
 
   I studied him for several minutes. Okay Mister, I'll play your game. Just be careful what you wish for. From the corner of my eye I noticed Vincent watching our table. I casually turned to scan the room and acted like I was just seeing him for the first time; big smile, flirty eyes, small wave to bring Vincent over. Mark was watching me like a hawk.
 
   “Oh,” he muttered. “You're good.”
 
   I watched Vincent as he excused himself from his friends and walked across the club to our table. What a man. He exuded a calm confidence and raw, physical power. His eyes glittered with intelligence and his tailored suit displayed his professional success. He caught the eyes of women all around the club and I enjoyed a competitive thrill knowing they were all watching him walk over to me. 
 
   I stood as he got close and we both naturally moved into a hug. I introduced Mark as “Paul”, a friend of mine from my previous employer and mentioned we were out having a drink and catching up. Vincent shook Paul's hand and I was surprised by the size difference between the two men. Vincent was huge. Mark's not a small man but next to Vincent he looked diminutive. I offered Vincent a chair, which he took, and the three of us launched into a lengthy, meandering, and far-ranging conversation. 
 
   At one point I mentioned that I had not seen Vincent since I started and he said that was par for the course; he would often go years without seeing some employees.  He was simply out of the office too much. 
 
   After a while Vincent's friends came to our table to let him know they were leaving. Vincent suggested perhaps it was time for him to go too as he didn't want to monopolize my time with Paul but Mark surprised me by stating it was actually he that needed to leave and Vincent and I should enjoy our time together. He shook Vincent's hand again, pecked me once on the cheek, and left. I was sure he would find some vantage point to watch us.
 
   With Mark gone Vincent visibly relaxed. I ordered another bottle of wine and our conversation grew ever friendlier, almost intimate. Soon we both had a good buzz going and Vincent surprised me with a round of Tequila shots. Uh oh. Vincent had unknowingly discovered my kryptonite. We left the bottle of wine three-quarter full and switched to shots. Three rounds later I had my thigh touching his under the table and my pussy was tingling in anticipation. 
 
   Out of the blue he tells me he's had a crush on me since high school. My jaw hits the table. Nervous now, he starts talking fast about how he has always thought me beautiful. He described what I was wearing the first time he ever saw me. He described my friends, which classes I had and when. He says he always felt I was too pretty for him and that it was best to just adore me from afar.
 
   I was ready to scream.
 
   I love Mark and I will always love Mark and nothing Vincent could say would change my connection to Mark or the life I had planned with him, but goddamn did I love hearing those words tumble out of Vincent's mouth. Impulsively I grabbed Vincent's face and pressed my lips hot and hard against his. He hesitated only a half second before his arms circled my body and he crushed me against his chest. Years of pent-up passion and desire boiled over and we kissed each other like no one else was in the room. Vincent pulled away.
 
   “What about your husband?”
 
   “We have an understanding.”
 
   His big hands held my shoulders and his lips found mine again.
 
   After a minute of making out he asks if he should head back to his place.
 
   “Oh my God, YES” I answer. “But my place, not yours. It's closer and my husband is out of town and I don't want to waste a single minute. I've wanted you forever.”
 
   We downed our shots and headed for valet.
 
   Before we made it out of the club we bumped into Mark and his boss Eric, sharing a drink at the bar. 
 
   Fuck. 
 
   I've mentioned Eric before. He's handsome and filthy rich but a total asshole arrogant prick. I hate him. Mark introduced him to Vincent as his current and my former boss and Eric didn't miss a beat, playing his role in our little charade perfectly, asking me how I'd been since leaving the company. We all chatted briefly and I was dying to get out of there. Vincent and I stayed long enough to be polite and then bolted for the door.
 
   I realized I would have to strand my husband at the club to maintain our ruse. I didn't hesitate. As Vincent followed me home my heart was hammering in my chest and I couldn't breathe. I was sweating. Was I really about to have sex with Vincent Lobos? Oh my God, I was! I pulled into the garage and Vincent parked in our driveway. What would the neighbors think? I waited for him on the walk up to the front door and watched him walk in slow motion towards me; those broad shoulders, that fine ass, that gorgeous face and penetrating eyes. I was soaked. 
 
   He took me into his arms on the stoop and kissed me deeply. Once inside, I poured us both another Tequila shot and we toasted to fantasies realized and downed them. After that, things moved really fast. 
 
   He collected me in his massive arms and carried me up the stairs as if I weighed nothing. His raw strength turned me on. He hesitated in the hallway between the master bedroom, the one I shared with my husband, and the guest bedroom. I understood. He was giving me the option of keeping my marital bed sacred. Classy. That made me want him even more and with a nod of my head I steered him towards the huge king-sized master I shared with my husband. Fuck that, I felt naughty. 
 
   He stood me on my feet at the foot of the bed and began to slowly undress me. I was trembling with desire. Once I was in my bra and panties he stood back to admire me, devouring every inch of my flesh with his eyes. I took that moment to turn for him. Then I went around the room lighting candles. I dimmed the lights by the bed. I was about to Fuck Vincent Lobos and I wanted to see it happen. I returned and stood before him.
 
   “You're a goddess,” he breathed. “You are more beautiful now than when you were younger, and you were so beautiful then I couldn't even talk to you.”
 
   “You seem to be doing okay now,” I teased.
 
   “I grew up some,” he chuckled. “Alcohol helps too.”
 
   I was so deeply flattered that the great Vincent Lobos became tongue-tied around me. I had a hard time believing it but the proof was right before my eyes. He moved close to me again and we kissed long and deep. I felt his hands slid up my back and undo my clasp, then slid back down and slip under the waistband of my panties. My heart was a run-away jackhammer beneath my ribs, smashing everything around it. I was taking minuscule breaths. His hands moved down my legs taking my panties with them. I stood completely nude before him. I was so wet I hoped I didn't drip.
 
   He moved in and we kissed again and my hands got to work removing his clothes. Soon I had him down to his boxer brief. He stopped me there and nudged me back to the bed, kissing his way down my body. I looked down at his huge hands on my breasts and melted. I watched him trail kisses across my tight abs and shivered. I felt his white-hot breath on my pussy and I tangled my fingers in his hair, wanting to scream. He effortlessly lifted my ass onto the bed I felt his thick tongue split my labia and sink deep inside my pussy and I gasped out loud. 
 
   As he sank to his knees he lifted my legs onto his shoulders. His tongue was picking up speed and I was starting to squirm and rotate my hips. Vincent Lobos was eating my pussy! I pulled his mouth harder against me and felt the first tingling of an orgasm. Holy Christ was he good at that. I let myself relax and absorb every sensation. Vincent Lobos was eating my pussy. Soon he pushed a fat finger up inside me too and my climaxed arrived in a rush. I cried out at the intense pleasure. 
 
   He slowed way down and got really soft but he didn't stop. He took his time, loving that he had me under him. I felt through his touch how badly and for how long he had wanted me. I soaked it all in. 
 
   I was just starting to make the climb to another orgasm when I heard the strange thump outside the bedroom. I looked down at Vincent, totally enthralled with what he was doing, and understood it had not come from him. I twisted my head and saw movement. Someone was out there! Our master bedroom had a large balcony off the French doors with a spiral staircase which led down to the back yard.  Enough light made it outside that when two faces appeared in the window, I recognized them. Mark and Eric were watching me with Vincent. Of course; Eric would have been Mark's ride home from the club and as aggressive as Eric was, there was no way Mark would get away clean with that scene at the bar. Eric would demand answers. 
 
   I have to admit I was disappointed I had an audience, and doubly so that disgusting Eric was one of them. The high school girl in me wanted Vincent all to myself. I reminded myself I was married to Mark but still, it had been such an intimate moment. Of course, if Mark weren't such an extraordinary man, this moment would never have occurred at all. Lucky for me my man was such an ardent voyeur. I resolved then and there to give my sweet husband the show he craved and just enjoy Vincent along the way too. Eric would be completely ignored. 
 
   Vincent's tongue and finger were commanding my attention again. The man had talent.  I let myself go and drank in every sweet sensation he was giving me. I wrapped my muscular thighs around his head and held him tightly, which seemed to encourage him, and in just a few minutes he had me climbing that hill again. I gushed like a fountain when I came this time, growling and clawing the sheets. Vincent moved up and lay next to me as I caught my breath.
 
   After a short time I slipped off the bed and stood looking down at Vincent. I was also showing my nude body to Mark and Eric outside. I wanted them to see me completely nude. I loved that so many pairs of men's eyes were on me. I knelt between Vincent's knees and kissed my way up his thighs. The bulge in his shorts grew larger and his head fell back onto the bed. I looked at his bulge again. Were my eyes playing tricks? I had expected it to be so much bigger. 
 
   I hooked my fingers in the waist band and began pulling his underwear down; flat muscular stomach, tiny trail of hairs leading down. He lifted his hips to help me and the moment of truth arrived. I pulled his briefs down past his hard dick.
 
   Average. 
 
   Unremarkable. 
 
   Undistinguished, ordinary, unexceptional, and, sadly, unexciting. Outstanding in every other way, Vincent was profoundly common in the size department. Mark was bigger; both longer and thicker.
 
   What the hell was wrong with me? Why did it matter so much? Regardless of why, it did. Of course, I hid my reaction from Vincent. That's a basic skill women learn right away. I moved up and slipped his penis into my mouth, sucking and moaning, but the fire had faded. I told myself I was still in bed with Vincent the handsome and Vincent the strong. He was still a beautiful man with an amazing body. I set my disappointment aside, mostly. 
 
   We didn't fuck, we made love. It was poignant and sweet. But I'm already in love with Mark, so I didn't really have room in my head or heart for Vincent. I didn't cum again. He did, an hour later, while in my mouth. 
 
   We snuggled for a while, talking about our histories, until he mentioned it was time for him to go. I thought about sucking him off again but decided not to. I watched him dress and then walked him to the front door naked, just because I loved the way he looked at me. I kissed him with the door open wondering if any neighbors happened to catch a view. I returned to the bedroom ready for a shower.
 
   Mark and Eric were waiting for me. Mark sat in a chair by the bed and Eric stood by the French doors, his spiky blonde hair going in every direction. I stopped in my tracks, wondering what the fuck was going on.
 
   “Come here,” Eric instructed. His bright blue eyes bore into my naked body.
 
   “No thanks,” I replied. “I need a shower. Did you guys enjoy the show?”
 
   “We did,” Eric answered for both of them. “But it's not over yet. I said come here.”
 
   “And I said no thanks.” I looked at Mark. What was going on here? 
 
   Eric took his shirt off and tossed it on our bedroom floor. His hairless body was ripped, his perfect abs descended from beneath his massive pecs and disappeared under his belt. He was hot; I had to give him that. As he began to unbuckle his belt, I looked again at Mark, seeking some clue; Eric was his boss. This all seemed like such a bad idea to me. I decided I needed to figure some way out of all this.
 
   Eric's burning eyes devoured me, leaving me feeling soiled. A sneer curled his lips. I wanted to cover myself but fuck him; this was my house, so instead I proudly put my hands on my hips, defiant. 
 
   Down came his pants and his underwear too. This was no striptease, this was no titillating seduction. This was bull-in-a-China-shop. This was Eric crudely taking what he wanted. His clothing cleared his crotch and landed around his ankles. He stood up straight. 
 
   Eric's cock was huge. My jaw dropped open and my eyes bugged and I hated myself for looking at it like a bitch in heat, but I did. This was easily the biggest cock I'd ever seen, and it was beautiful. Thick and perfectly tapered and lightly pink, two enormous testicles underneath drawn up tightly to the base of the shaft. The head seemed to hang half-way down to his knees. I couldn’t get over how thick he was; a perfect cylinder of flesh, a fat tube of beefy masculinity.  
 
   His fat-free and hairless body radiated health and vitality. He watched my eyes travel over him and that cocky grin spread across his face. He playfully tilted his head to the side causing his spiked blonde hair to jiggle. He was eating this up. It was his turn to put his hands on his hips and stand defiantly. 
 
   “I said come here,” he ordered yet again, male power behind his voice. I took a step towards him before I could stop myself. His arrogant sneer turned into a mocking smile and I wanted to punch him. I wanted to tell Mark to throw him out. I wanted to turn my back on him and go take that shower I was so keen on taking just minutes ago. I did nothing. I was frozen, staring. 
 
   “One step is good enough for me,” Eric chuckled and crossed the distance between us. He sank his finger into my hair and tilted my head back. I fought him, a little, but his dick slapped up between my legs and I pulled my hips back to get away from it. His lips made contact with mine at the same time his other hand cupped my breast and rolled the nipple and I moaned from an assault on my senses. What the fuck! His touch was electrifying! Everywhere he touched me my skin erupted in white-hot electricity. How could this be happening? I hated this man. 
 
   Our kiss was intense. I swear I felt the room tilt. I opened my eyes, disoriented, and sought Mark but he remained impassive in his chair. I brought my hand up to push Eric away but it betrayed me, instead curling my fingers around the spongy, hot shaft of Eric's magnificent cock. My fingers did not meet. I heard myself groan. I stroked him before I could stop myself. He laughed close to my ear. 
 
   “Get on your knees you cock-loving slut and put my dick in your mouth.”
 
   He pissed me off talking to me like that. He really did. As I dropped to my knees I thought about all the ways I was going to tell him off, all the things I wanted to say. Fucking arrogant prick. Fucking asshole. 
 
   I used both hands to hold him up and opened my mouth wide. I stuffed the head in as far as I could get it, which because of the size of it wasn't really all that far, and then sucked hard. I mean I sucked HARD. I think I wanted to pull his sperm up from his nuts, like a thick vanilla shake. He sighed and I was instantly so happy I'd pleased him then immediately angry at myself for caring. I sucked again and stroked him with both hands. His cock was amazing. 
 
   I thought of Thomas and his ugly monster cock. Eric was bigger. Eric was bigger without that crazy contraption Tom used. Eric was thicker, longer, perfectly smooth, and lovely. I held him up to admire him. Why the fuck would God give such an asshole a cock like this? Twisted sense of humor. I loved Eric's dick. It thrilled me just to look at it. I bobbed my head and stroked him with one hand while with the other I rubbed my clit. My pussy was gushing juices. I actually worried Eric, for some reason, might decide not to fuck me with it. Just the thought made me anxious. Again I had to ask myself; what the fuck was wrong with me? 
 
   “Oh yeah, that's good,” Eric groaned. “Your wife really loves sucking on a big cock. Fuck! Get under there and lick my balls. There's a good girl. Lick my asshole. Oh fuck yeah!”
 
   I did everything he told me to do. He twisted his fingers in my hair and forced my head back, making me tongue his pulsing anus. He slapped his big log across my face. He ordered me to open my mouth and stick out my tongue and once I had, he lowered his ball sac into my waiting mouth. 
 
   “Just hold them there bitch.” 
 
   I thought about biting him.
 
   “You’re all the same. All you pure and angelic wives; fucking sluts every one of you. Do you know how many wives I’ve fucked? Do you know how few husbands know? Tease my balls with your tongue. That’s a good girl.”
 
   Honestly, I can’t tell you precisely why I obeyed him, but I can tell you that I loved doing it. I hated him at that moment more than I ever had, but I knelt there for a long time with his huge balls filling my mouth, swirling them around and making him groan. I looked over at Mark to see how all this was playing out with him but he had his penis out and was furiously stroking it. I imagined myself standing up and yelling at him to get the fuck out of my house, but I knew I wouldn’t do that.
 
   “That’s enough,” he instructed. “Put me back in your mouth and try to take as much of my big dick as you can. I want to compare you to the other wives from work that have also sucked my cock.”
 
   Jerk!
 
   I relaxed my throat and licked my lips. Eric stepped up and placed the head on my tongue, then tangled his fingers back in my long brown hair. He pulled my head forward and I felt his thick shaft inch towards my tonsils. I tried to relax even more and just as the tip reached the back of my throat, I swallowed, my muscles drawing him even farther back and massaging the crown. He moaned and I felt pride. I used the muscles in my throat to massage him while at the same time sucking hard and swirling my tongue all around the crown and head. He had to spread his legs to steady himself. Ha! I was really getting to him. I relaxed my jaw even more.
 
   “When I saw you with that guy at the club and Mark watching from the bar, I knew I had you. I knew I had you both. I knew I’d soon be fucking you. God! I’ve wanted you for so long. Remember that Christmas party? I would have fucked you that night but fucking Mike got drunk and started a fight. By the time I got back you and Mark had left.”
 
   Eric aimed his striking blue eyes right at mine, gloating. 
 
   “Now here we are and I own you bitches. You’ve got my cock down your throat and that’s just the beginning. Suck on it bitch. Make me cum. I hope you know you’re going to swallow every drop I give you.”
 
   Not in a million years would I ever pick a lover like Eric. I concentrated on relaxing my jaw and began bobbing my head on his stiff prick. Each time he nudged a little farther down my throat. My saliva drooled from my lips and coated his entire shaft and balls. I worked him with my hands simultaneously. His head fell back and he put his fists on his hips, making me do all the work. I felt him twitch and swell a little and knew I was getting him there. I worked faster and sucked harder and he called me a cock-loving whore, which I am, and his hips began to make little rocking motions and his dick swelled even more. I pumped him faster still, moaning with desire for the load those big balls carried. 
 
   His head expanded and almost choked me when he drove it ball-deep and held it there as the first blast of semen shot into my stomach. I held onto his ass with both hands. His fat cock spit again and again, his balls flexing and pulsing, as I gulped his massive and salty jizz straight down my pipe. Off to the side I heard Mark groan as he came. Above me I heard Eric growl and laugh saying Fuck yes! Fuck yes! Fuck yes! 
 
   Eventually he stopped cumming and pulled his tube of flesh from my throat. He staggered over to a chair and dropped into it, that fucking grin of his splitting his face. I immediately regretted sucking his cock. I turned to my husband seeking forgiveness and comfort but Eric cut me off. 
 
   “Go get us something to drink, Mark,” he ordered. Mark hesitated for a second, wrestling with his choices, then stood and left the room. I was shocked.
 
   “Now crawl over here,” Eric said to me.
 
   I let my anger show in my eyes. He laughed. My jaw hurt.
 
   “Are we going to do this again? I own you cunts. I took video of you fucking that muscle dude while Mark and I were out on the balcony. Do you doubt that I’ll use it? I can’t fire Mark, that fucker is too good at what he does. He makes me too much money. But I can destroy you. Everyone will think you’re a cheater and a skank.”
 
   My eyes grew large with fear.
 
   “That’s right,” he continued. “Wouldn’t want your friends and family to know the little games you and Mark have been playing. I will use it, if I need to, but something tells me I won’t need it. I think once you calm down a little my big dick is going to call you back. Why don’t you crawl over here now and lick my cock and balls some? I’d like that.”
 
   Of course I didn’t budge. Childish, perhaps, but didn’t I have any power in this situation? Did all paths lead back to Eric? I stared at the rug until movement drew my eye. Eric had taken his shaft in hand and was slowly stroking it while looking at me.
 
   “You are a gorgeous woman, Jenny. Truly. Amazing, fit body, beautiful face with expressive hazel eyes, long brown hair. You turn heads everywhere you go. I was talking about you with some of the guys that night and every one of us agreed; Mark is one lucky fucker.”
 
   I watched his hand repeatedly travel down the length of him and then back up again. He had softened but he was still partly swollen and deliciously thick. He held it in his palm and showed it to me. 
 
   “You were beautiful to watch earlier. I saw your carefully concealed disappointment but I’m sure he didn’t. Who was he? A co-worker? A client? Doesn’t matter I guess. You won’t be having sex with him again. He doesn’t know that but I do. I saw it in your eyes. He won't ever fuck you again.”
 
   He squeezed the shaft while moving his hand towards the head and a clear, precious drop of semen appeared at the tip. He aimed his rod at me and I shuffled forward and licked it, then closed my lips on the tip of his cock and sucked. He let go and I held his dick upright with vacuum just using my mouth. Eric's sweet words seduced me. I wanted to please him although I still didn't understand why. I loved that he thought I was beautiful.
 
   Mark returned carrying a tray with three drinks and stopped at the doorway when he saw Eric’s cock back in my mouth. Deep worry dug lines in his face and I knew why. Eric was his boss. The three of us had crossed a huge line and there was no going back. Everything would be different. What would a day at the office now consist of for Mark? His wife had sucked his boss's cock. Could Eric be trusted to not say anything to anyone? That seemed like an unlikely expectation. 
 
   I walked to Mark and took my drink off his tray. I kissed him softly on the lips.
 
   “He has us,” I whispered. “We're trapped. You know I hate this prick but I can't refuse him or make him angry. We'll just have to ride this out until he gets bored of me and turns his attention to a new girl.”
 
   “Can't refuse him? Looks to me more like you don't want to refuse him.” Mark looked past me to Eric still seated. I turned to look at Eric too. His hands rested on the arms of the chair and he'd spread his legs so his large phallus hung off the chair and towards the floor. His testicles were pushed over by his thigh. That ridiculous cock called to me. I was drawn to it. Eric was watching the effect it had on me and once again that arrogant smile danced across his lips. I am a strong-minded, university educated, self-actualizing woman, but apparently I can be reduced to a mewling slut in heat. I turned back to Mark.
 
   “Are you finally jealous?”
 
   He nodded his head, still staring at Eric.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   I cupped his penis and balls in one hand.
 
   “Yet I just saw you cum as you watched me suck him.”
 
   “Yes. It's confusing. I'm conflicted.”
 
   Before I could say more, Eric called me back to him. Mark's puppy-dog eyes caused me a moment of hesitation but I made the mistake of glancing over at Eric. His cock had risen an inch or two and my mouth watered. 
 
   Eric toasted to taking what you want and while I didn't share his sentiment, I clinked glasses with him anyway. We both downed our drink. 
 
   Eric kissed me and then had me sit on his lap straddling him. With my back to Mark I wasn't sure what he was doing but it sounded like he returned to his place in the chair next to us. Eric kissed me again and brought both hands up under my breasts. I squealed when he pinched my nipples but it felt great. I'm one of those women who has a direct line running from her nipples to her clitoris. He lifted me higher and nursed each nipple, taking turns, while also licking my whole tit. I felt his cock rising up between my legs and knew my pussy was just inches above it. His hands and lips felt so good he was turning me on. I was troubled that Mark felt actual jealous so I tried to mute my responses and just go through the motions, but Eric noticed immediately.
 
   “Is Mark getting upset? Is that why you've withdrawn? I don't give a fuck. Don't think I'm a nice guy just because I called you beautiful.” He pinched a nipple extra hard and I yelped. 
 
   “Mark,” he growled, “get the fuck out. Leave. Step outside the room and close the door. This is too hard for you to watch? No problem. I'll fix that. Stand outside and listen instead. Your imagination will be worse than actually watching.”
 
   Mark didn't budge until Eric told him again. My husband was hesitant to leave me alone with Eric but what could he do? I watched him down his drink and set the glass on the floor by the chair, then slowly rise and walk to the door, watching me over a shoulder the whole way. 
 
   Eric began pulling down on my hips as soon as Mark stood so as he left, Mark saw Eric's cock penetrate me for the first time just as he was closing the door. I couldn't help it; I cried out from the intense pleasure. Eric's cock was incredibly thick and hard as iron. 
 
   He sank up into me excruciatingly slow. I was drenched but that hardly mattered; he was so big around I just couldn't take him any faster. My pussy had to stretch and adjust. I was gasping and whimpering as each inch passed until I felt the head press up against my cervix. Usually that would hurt a little and it probably did this time too, but I was too turned on to feel it. All I felt was the over-whelming waves of pleasure from being filled more than I'd ever been filled before. I thought my hips were going to dislocate from the internal pressure, but in a good way. 
 
   With Tom there had been an element of him forcing me to accept the shape of his cock. It felt amazing in part because it wasn't a perfect fit and we rubbed at all those places we didn't match, which felt wonderful. With Eric, the fit was absolute perfection, but because of the size of him I was touched everywhere on the inside at once. Every nerve was stimulated. Every fiber of my pussy was prodded and touched and massaged. It was more than I could take. 
 
   Poor Mark waiting outside the door. He must have thought I was being murdered. It started off slowly, as Eric began to pump in and out, but it built fast. Within minutes I was crying and gasping, my arms wrapped around Eric's neck as I held on and let him penetrate me from below. 
 
   On each slow thrust he would bury his cock until the head pressed the entrance to my womb and then hold it there, gently insisting it open and allow him in. Thrust and press, thrust and press; he held it there a little longer each time, allowing me to adjust. Before too long I felt something tug and stretch and his cock eased in another inch. He held it at this new, extra depth for several heartbeats and then withdrew it only to repeat the process, this time pushing in almost two inches farther. I was going out of my mind. Finally he pushed in with deliberate strength and held it deep and I felt something give-way and he slid suddenly balls deep up inside me. I screamed with pleasure that was as much physical as mental, knowing I had taken all of his massive cock inside me. My clit ground hard against the base of his root and I exploded in a dizzying, epic climax, my little pussy milking and pulsing all around his heavy spear. I was impaled, his cock buried in my guts, my tits shoved in his face, a nipple twisted by his tongue. 
 
   I lost myself. I became nothing but the point in space where our bodies merged. Everything else was either pushed from my mind or trampled. Eric fucked me strong and deep, gripping my shoulders from below, forcing me down onto his lap as the fat head of his cock repeatedly entered my womb. Pleasure like I'd never known enveloped me and made me a slave. I screamed again as my body tightened and exploded, my juices squirting as I ejaculated for the first time in my life, my wetness dripping from Eric's big balls. Climaxing around that cock wrecked me. Muscled contracted squeezing him to almost cramping.
 
   He was relentless. His desire for me insatiable and demonic. I climaxed again not much later, my screams once more filling the room and then again soon after that. I gave up my body and my mind to the sluttish animal pursuit of pure, orgasmic pleasure. 
 
   I felt his cock head expanding inside me and his hips lost their smooth rhythm. I heard his moans become groans and his gasps become growls. When he detonated he held me down tightly, forcing himself as far up in me as he could get, blasting his hot sperm directly into my uterus and down my tubes. I was awash in his semen and that fat plug of a cock kept every drop up inside me. If I had unknowingly released an egg anytime in the last few days, she had no place to hide. Eric was coming for her. 
 
   Eric held me tightly for a long time, gasping for breath, his heart beating so hard I felt it through his chest. Slowly, slowly, he came back from wherever he had gone. He lifted his eyes to mine and the asshole had fled. Sweet, tender, grateful eyes looked back into mine. An intimate and electric moment connected us and we kissed. I fell in love with him just like I had with Superman all those weeks ago, but this moment lasted. I was so relieved Mark had not been here to see all this. 
 
   Eric stood and, keeping his semi-erect penis inside, carried me clinging to him to the bed and gently laid me on my back. He wasn't stiff enough to start again but I saw in his eyes how he was not ready to pull out. He lay on top of me and we kissed soft and sweet, gazing into each other's eyes. He kissed my throat. He kissed my breasts. He kissed my fingertips. 
 
   I'm not sure how long it took, but before too long I felt him stiffen and move inside me once more.
 
   This time we made love. He was caring and kind, but he was still huge, and my body could not help but react powerfully to his meat. I was ready to orgasm surprisingly fast and when I did, Eric kept up his long, smooth strokes all the way through it. He was like nothing I had ever experienced. I gripped his shoulders as he took me, crying out his name, telling him I loved fucking him, telling him I loved his perfect cock, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, begging him to fill me with his sperm. I can't imagine what it was like for Mark standing outside the bedroom and listening. I rationalized that most likely all this just fed his slut-wife fantasy but of course I didn't know that for sure. 
 
   Eric lasted a long time but eventually once again flooded me with his huge load of hot cum. Like last time, he left his softened but still massive cock buried within me, blocking the exit, sealing all those hundreds of millions of seeds from escape. We fell asleep wrapped tightly in each other arms and legs. I'd never in my life fallen asleep with a man still inside me and it was wonderful. I felt utterly complete and satisfied. 
 
   An hour later I felt Eric wake me by kissing my face and I knew he was ready to go again. His naturally thick cock still stuffed my pussy. I smiled and muttered, “Yes Baby, give it to me again, I can't get enough of you or your amazing cock. Make love to me again.”
 
   I languidly opened my eyes. The room was darker now. Some of the candles must have burned out.
 
   Mark stood over me, nude. Eric, still buried deep, slumbered like a dead man next to me. Mark held a finger to his lips, urging me to be quiet, motioning with his other hand to leave the bed and follow him. I started to move but the meaty stake inside me pinned me down. I could not simply rise from the bed. Mark looked down between my tangled legs and saw that Eric still possessed me. I was tied to him. Frustration and hurt showed on Mark's face. This had become an ordeal for him. 
 
   “You made love?” he whispered, his voice hoarse with strain.
 
   I tried to put as much apology as I could behind my eyes before nodding slowly. 
 
   His face sagged.
 
   “How many times?” He quietly croaked.
 
   I assumed he wanted to know how many times Eric had filled me with his sperm and I held up two fingers. 
 
   Crestfallen, Mark walked to a near-by chair and dropped into it. He put his head in his hands and stared at the floor. 
 
   Eric chose that moment to wake. He turned my chin so I faced him and kissed me warm and soft on the lips. He moved his legs and pushed his cock in a little, moved up the bed some more and readjusted his knees for better leverage, and then pushed most of the rest of it farther in. He wasn't hard yet, completely anyway, but I was especially well lubed after all and he slid right up. I moaned deeply before I could stop myself. I didn't dare look over at Mark. Eric had no idea Mark was even in the room as he rolled over on top of me and hooked his arms under my knees. He was getting hard fast.
 
   Once he found the position he liked he lifted my legs up and over his shoulders. Now he could saw deep into me. This position put him in charge completely and I felt vulnerable and exposed. It also allowed him to probe deeper than he ever had and a couple of times he hurt me. He slowed down but built a steady rhythm, just not going as deep. His beautiful abs were a sheet on undulating muscle. His chest and arms strained with his efforts from fucking me. My excitement grew and with it my pain tolerance and within minutes he was slamming that massive cock balls deep on every thrust and I was begging for more, urging him on, telling him to fuck me harder. I would be sore tomorrow but for right now I wanted to be fucked like a slut. He obliged, holding my hips and making my big tits swing, forcing the air from my lungs and making me moan and gasp with pleasure. 
 
   With one smooth motion he flipped me onto my stomach and then pulled my hips into the air, forcing that enormous shaft all the way back in. I cried out and arched my back, then started slamming my hips back against his as I felt an orgasm building. I buried my face in the blankets leaving my ass way up in the air. This enhanced his size and I felt like my entire insides were filled with dick. I howled and gushed a wet and sloppy orgasm all around his pole and he had just been waiting for me, releasing his pent-up seed into me yet again and arching his back to drive it deep. He pushed my butt down onto the bed and lay on top of me as we both caught our breath. 
 
   After a while he stirred.
 
   “I'll go start the shower,” he ordered, his old self returning. “Give me a few minutes and then join me in it.”
 
   He kissed my cheek, slowly withdrew his incredibly long and now deflated cock, and strode to the restroom. I heard his dick slapping his thighs as he walked. Before he closed the door, the room was lit briefly by the bathroom light. Mark still sat in the chair, looking miserable. I crossed to him and knelt at his feet, looking up at his face.
 
   “What should I do?” I asked. “Do you want me to throw him out? We'd have to move and we'd both need new friends and job, but I'll do it if that's what you want.”
 
   Mark studied my eyes, eventually satisfied by what he saw there.
 
   “No,” he muttered. “Your first plan was best. You're right; he will move on, eventually.”
 
   He sucked in enough air to fill a mattress and let it all go in a sigh. In the darkness I saw movement and stared at his crotch; he was more than half erect and twitching, which surprised me. 
 
   I stood, placing my hairless and cum-filled pussy level with his face. I saw him studying her, his eyes investigating every inch. 
 
   “I see you looking. What are you thinking? Do you hate me?”
 
   He looked genuinely shocked.
 
   “Oh no Baby, never.”
 
   I touched his handsome face lovingly. “I love you,” I said.
 
   “I love you too.”
 
   “I have to go. He's waiting.”
 
   Mark looked at the closed bathroom door. What was he thinking? He stood and kissed my lips and left the bedroom, closing the door behind him, leaving Eric and me alone again. I heard the toilet flush and the shower come on as I approached the bathroom. 
 
   Eric and I soaped each other thoroughly although he would not allow me to rinse my pussy. After we were clean he forced me to my knees and had me suck and lick every inch of his giant cock. He didn't even get hard. He just wanted to make me do it because he could make me do it. 
 
   We finally left the shower and Eric entered my closet and picked out a short dress and heels for me. He was hungry and wanted to go grab a bite. We'd left the club early enough that the night was still relatively young. Certainly not late by Vegas standards. Twenty minutes later we were ready to leave; I wore a simple gray cotton stretch dress and heels and Eric had put back on his shirt and jeans and dress shoes. We looked like a young, successful couple. Eric stared right at my tits.
 
   “Are you wearing a bra?”
 
   “Yes. Of course.”
 
   “No. Take it off. Panties too. Never wear them when you are out with me.”
 
   What the fuck did that mean? He plans on us going out together more than just tonight? 
 
   He waited for me to comply. A hundred scenarios raced through my head. 
 
   Ultimately I removed my bra and stepped out of my panties, tossing them both onto the bed. I knew Mark would see them there once we'd left. I'll be honest, even though it's hard for me to admit this; the main reason I took them off wasn't to keep the peace or placate him. The top reason was I wanted to be out in public with Eric wearing no bra or panties. He offered me an arm, which I took, and we left the bedroom together. When Mark saw us he jumped out of his chair and tossed the magazine he'd been reading.
 
   “What's this? Where are you taking her? I'm going too.”
 
   “No,” Eric stated. “You're going to stay at home and wait for us to come back. I want to be out with her alone. We won't be gone too long. I'm hungry and so is Jenny so I'm going to feed her. Excuse me.”
 
   Mark stepped back and allowed us to pass. I smiled at him, not knowing what else to do, and held his eyes over my shoulder as Eric led us out to his Lamborghini. 
 
   I can't lie; I loved being out with Eric. He was exceptionally handsome and well built but also confident to the point of brash. He took us to an up-scale restaurant where he seemed to know everyone and they moved us ahead of the line and gave us a huge booth. 
 
   From the moment we left the bedroom Eric never stopped touching me. At first I was caught by surprise because Mark never does something like that but I quickly grew to enjoy it. I felt so attractive. I liked that he couldn't keep his hands off me. There was nothing crude in his touch. He didn't grope me. Instead his light touch landed on my elbow or knee, his arm around my shoulder or his big hand holding mine.  He was proud to show me off. He wanted people to know I was with him and that flattered me. 
 
   Once in the booth he became even more intimate; sitting close, sharing whispered moments from our earlier sex, Eric kissing and nuzzling my ear and neck. I was blushing and wet. Best of all I loved sitting there, surrounded by others, filled with Eric's cum while my husband waited at home for me. Pure decadence. I was a very bad girl. 
 
   My phone buzzed in my purse and I looked at it. Mark had sent me a picture of my bra and panties on the bed and a text which read, “Are you naked under that dress?”. I showed Eric the message and he laughed.
 
   “Give me your phone,” he instructed.
 
   I did.
 
   “Open your legs a little. Not too much, nothing slutty.”
 
   I did that too.
 
   Eric snapped a picture up my dress. When we looked at it my dress framed my bare naked pussy and muscular thighs. I zoomed in and noticed a small drop of semen gleamed between my pussy lips. Eric loved that.
 
   “Send it to him,” he commanded. “Don't type anything.”
 
   I did that too. 
 
   We chatted for a bit and discovered new things about each other. I felt my stance that he was an asshole loosen a little. He was a self-made millionaire and his drive, will-power, and hard work had gotten him there and kept him there. We opened a second bottle of wine and my phone buzzed again. When I checked Mark had sent me a picture of his staunchly erect penis and a note that said, “Very tired. Not sure where you're coming back so I am taking this guy to bed with me and taking care of him myself. Xoxo.”
 
   I again showed it to Eric and he chuckled. 
 
   “Sucks to be him,” was all he said.
 
   We returned home two hours later, around three in the morning. Mark was in bed and actually asleep. I had no idea what was Eric's plans were. After I checked on Mark and closed the bedroom door Eric came up behind me and started kissing my neck. The lump in his pants grazed my ass and I was amazed and flattered at his desire for me. He slipped the straps off my shoulders and helped me step out of it. I kicked off my heels and now I was nude before him once again. He moved closer up behind me and his bulge nestled between my ass cheeks. I remembered that monster from earlier and trembled a bit. I rotated my ass against it and felt him harden. 
 
   Like a wave desire crashed over me. I spun around and wrapped my arms around his neck pulling his mouth down to mine. He kissed passionately and I helped him rapidly get out of his clothes. In seconds that glorious cock arched up before my adoring eyes. I dropped reverently to my knees and sucked his balls into my mouth. When he moaned I swirled them with my tongue and began stroking the shaft with both hands. I could not get over how his towering cock was so big yet still so perfectly shaped. It was gorgeous. 
 
   He let me suck it a long time and I soon discovered why. Once I had completely coated him in a sheen of saliva, he stood me up and bent me at the waist over the back of the couch. I felt my pussy part and open. I felt lewd and whorish. He rubbed the enormous head all around, lubing it further still, and then moved up and placed the head at my anal opening. I gasped and my first thought was to panic and run, but I controlled myself. Instead I leaned even farther forward and with both hands, reached back and spread my ass cheeks far apart. 
 
   “Fuck that's hot,” Eric growled. “You love this cock, don't you?”
 
   I bit my bottom lip and whimpered a yes, nodding my head rapidly. 
 
   As he began to push, Eric reached around and started rubbing near my clit. The tip of his dick pressed my sphincter and stopped, obviously much too big to continue. He put more of his weight behind it and my little rosebud parted the tiniest bit. He took my hand and had me take over clit rubbing duties and then he knelt behind me and licked my puckered asshole. It felt great. He did it again and again, licking all around. Then he pushed the tip of his tongue up my asshole and I was blown away. Why had Mark never done this to me? This felt amazing! Another inch of tongue wriggling in my rectum and I was groaning and telling him how incredible it was. He asked if Mark had ever done this to me and I said no and and he said that makes it even better. After a minute more of his oral-anal assault he stood again and told me to rub my clitoris and relax. Then he pushed a thick finger up inside me. 
 
   I exploded in orgasm. Completely unprepared a climaxed slammed into and knocked the wind out of me. I barely managed to hold myself. If the couch hadn't been bracing me I would have fallen. Eric saw his window and took it. As my climax hit, he finger-fucked me driving it higher and higher. 
 
   At some point he withdrew his finger and nudged his cock forward and my ass blossomed before him and swallowed him up. He had several inches of his monstrous cock firmly planted up my ass. I wasn't aware of when he made the switch because I was busy having one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. It was very different from other orgasms. I felt like my whole body from the waist down had locked into a frozen erotic trance, vibrating and pulsating. It lasted a long, long time; much longer than usual. 
 
   When I started coming back to myself I realized Eric had both his hands firmly on my hips and was ploughing my little hole, sliding deeper and deeper on each thrust. This was the most intense pleasure I had ever felt in my life. I was screaming and sobbing, rubbing my clit as he fucked my ass. I came again, sending my legs and hips jerking and twisting. If not for his strong hands and steel spike planted in my guts I would have tumbled to the carpet.
 
   Seconds later he had pushed deep enough his hot and heavy balls slapped my pussy and clitoris. I instantly knew that meant he had his massive cock buried all the way up my ass and that knowledge set me off again in a way words will not do justice. I was a shameless cock-loving whore. I was a gibbering sex-fiend. I was a mindless fuck doll. Eric pounded my virgin ass with his big dick and his smashing balls and made me cum again and again. At one point I gave myself over to an unending series of orgasmic waves which took me up and kept me up, one climax following another with no break or pause in between. I heard myself weeping and pleading with him, begging him to stop and begging him to never stop. 
 
   He pushed down my back and head and his hips sped up. I wanted him to cum in my ass so badly. I wanted to be his completely. No man will have ever taken me the way he had. I was pleading with him to give me every drop. I was a slut, a married, cheating slut who had fallen in love with another man's cock and desperately needed to please that man.
 
   Like I needed to ask. You could have shot Eric in the head and he still would have finished up my ass. He had to have it. With a lion's roar he gripped my hips hard enough to bruise me and thrust his hips forward. His huge spear pierced my bowels and exploded, spraying white-hot jizz deep inside my guts. Like a fire-hose his beastly tube erupted and spewed torrents of liquid fire into me. I milked him for every drop as his hips bucked and his huge nuts slapped me.
 
   He took a long time to finish. His excitement pumped out more cum than he had either two times previously. My sphincter kept a tight seal around his shaft. When he finally withdrew he had to hold my butt and pull. We both collapsed onto the floor, sweating and disbelieving what we had just experienced. 
 
   Much later we rose and entered the bedroom together. Mark was awake but sleepy-eyed and surprised to see Eric still there. Eric and I slipped past and I gave Mark a quick kiss on the head, then entered the bathroom and closed the door behind us. After a blazing hot shower we joined Mark in our bed, me between the two men. Mark was wearing boxers as he usually does, and I normally sleep in a wife-beater and panties, but Eric didn't allow it, insisting I sleep nude like him. 
 
   If Mark thought it was now his turn too, he was wrong. Eric spooned me, drawing my body tightly to his and wrapping his arms around me. I fell into an exhausted sleep gazing into my husband's eyes. 
 
   The first dim glow of dawn filled the room when I felt Eric moving behind me. We were still spooning and he was maneuvering his erection between my legs and nudging the head past my pussy lips. The motion awakened Mark and I found myself once again looking into my husband's eyes across our bed, only this time another man was working his big cock into my pussy. 
 
   I tried to control myself, keeping my face and the sounds I made under control, but it just was not possible. Eric's dick did not allow it. While Eric and I were both much more subdued during this early morning romp, Mark still had to watch me in orgasm in pure ecstasy from the deep penetrations of another man's cock. Moments later I reached out and held Mark's hand as Eric spewed his sperm into my womb yet again. We fell asleep again with him still firmly lodged inside me. 
 
   I awoke hours later, alone. The moment I moved I felt the global soreness of my body. I'd been fucked by an entire football team, I was sure of it. I showered again, wrapped my big white fluffy robe around my naked body, and went to explore my own house.
 
   Eric's car was gone from the driveway. Mark sat at the kitchen table in his boxers and a white T-shirt, reading the news on his laptop. I approached tentatively, unsure what his mood would be. He heard me and turned, his eyes scrutinizing every inch of me. I felt myself blush. I pulled out a chair across from his and sat. He regarded each other silently for a minute.
 
   “Wow,” he finally said. 
 
   “Wow indeed,” I replied.
 
   We studied each other another minute.
 
   “You know,” he began, “last night would have destroyed a lesser man. Lucky for me I am the pillar of strength we both know and love and so I am only battered and bruised.”
 
   I reached across the table and held his hand.
 
   “Do you hate me now?” I asked, trying to slip a coy smile in on him.
 
   He saw my smile and debated letting me off the hook or not.
 
   “A little.”
 
   “Completely deserved. I accept my guilt and throw myself on the mercy of the court.”
 
   His eyes softened and I knew the worst was past.
 
   “Last night was brutal,” he stated. “Every time I thought you'd finished, Eric would get hard again. The man's a freak of nature.”
 
   “Yes,” I agreed, a little too joyfully. Mark scowled at me. “Sorry,” I added. 
 
   He shrugged. “No, I don't blame you. We don't exactly have written rules about this stuff. You followed your desires and so did he. I was just shocked by the amount of desire, I guess. His I understand; you're a gorgeous babe. Yours was a little surprising. I thought you hated him.”
 
   “I did. I do. He's an arrogant, bossy ass. I could never spend a minute with him as a companion.”
 
   Mark's eyebrows went up, remembering, no doubt, our little trip for a late dinner.
 
   “But as a lover, he's pretty good.” I added.
 
   We regarded each other again.
 
   “What was your favorite part?” Mark asked.
 
   “Really? Are you sure you want to go there? Seems like it would be painful for you to hear.”
 
   “I'm sure it will be but I've learned it's a big part of this twisted fetish of mine. Do you know I came five times last night? I was jerking off right and left. I can't remember ever being so turned-on so many times and for so long. My night was filled with emotional agony and anguish; I saw and heard my beloved wife doing things I never imagined her doing even in my own fantasies, and here she was doing them with another man. It tore me up, there is no doubt, but it also excited me deeply. I'm still deeply aroused.”
 
   I bit my bottom lip and gazed at the chocolate table-top. I collected my thoughts.
 
   “Well,” I began. “If I had to make a list, I'd admit first and foremost the most memorable thing about the last twenty-four hours was Eric's cock.” I saw Mark tense but I went on. “I loved it. I love it. Just thinking about it gets me hot. Honestly, I'm sore and exhausted but if he were here right now wanting me, I'd fuck him again.”
 
   “Not the man?”
 
   “Not the man. Eric is handsome and sexy and smart and rich but I'd still pick you every time. But I have an inner-slut and she loves big dicks and Eric is the best thing I've ever encountered. I'm happily married to you, my Love, but you need to understand there is a man out there I will fuck on an instant's notice. Are you okay with that?”
 
   Mark buried his face in his hands and rubbed chin to forehead. He looked me in the eyes.
 
   “I'm so screwed,” he said. “Your words stab me right through the heart and excite me like nothing else. I'm swelling right now under the table. Where is all this headed? I'm relieved to hear you say you are not attracted to Eric, the man. I confess I was feeling pretty insecure. But my wife has informed me she plans on fucking other men and God help me, I love it.”
 
   I opened my robe and came around the table to sit on his lap. His eyes rapidly traveled every inch of my skin. I slipped my arms around his neck as my robe fell wide open. We kissed softly, tenderly. I felt our strong, unbreakable connection and the ocean of love we have for each other. 
 
   Like Mark, I was relieved too. I didn't want to lose him and I'd worried last night had been too much. We, or, more accurately, I had turned our world upside-down. I had let Mark's boss fuck me. Neither of us knew what that meant exactly or what changes that would bring, but one thing I did know with absolute certainty was I wanted to stay married to Mark. Nevertheless, if there was a path available to us that allowed me to keep fucking other men, I wanted to take it.
 
   “So you jacked off five times last night? That's pretty hot Baby. What was your favorite part?”
 
   Mark looked away at the floor. I waited patiently for him to answer. He swallowed in a dry throat.
 
   “You wanting him. That's really hard to admit. I feel ashamed. But the way you craved him, the way you so badly wanted him to fuck you. God, I loved seeing you like that. I can't tell you why I love it so much but Lord help me, I do.”
 
   I thought about teasing him but held back. Last night had been rough and I worried maybe it was too much, too soon. He brought his hand up to my thigh and moved it up. His fingertips grazed my pussy lips and I gasped. He parted my lips and pushed a finger into my depths. The digit sank into a swamp of Eric's semen and my own juices. I was clean on the outside but still a complete mess on the inside. Mark withdrew the finger and held it up for both of us to see. It gleamed and glistened with milky frosting.  
 
   “That's Eric,” I whispered. Mark sighed deeply. 
 
   “How many times did he cum inside you?”
 
   “Honestly Baby, I have no idea. A lot. I'd guess he came five times, just like you, but all of his were inside me, one way or another.”
 
   “I heard. I got out of bed and watched from the bedroom door while fucked your ass. I hate that he took you there before I did. I hate that he's had you that way and I haven't.”
 
   “Baby, he took me that way before anybody did, not just you. He's the only man to ever do that to me. I think it's hot you were watching. Is that one of the times you came?”
 
   “Oh yes. I watched you both finish then went back to bed. I didn't last thirty seconds.”
 
   I took his hand and sucked Eric's cum off his finger.
 
   “It's Sunday,” I said. “I have some errands to run today. Did you see Eric leave this morning?”
 
   “Yes. I was already up, making coffee and turning on the computer. He poured himself a cup and we stood there looking at each other. Finally he said, 'In case you're wondering, I'm not finished with her. She's amazing.'”
 
   “He said that? Oh my God. What did you say back?”
 
   “I said, 'Yes, she is.' What else could I say? You are amazing.”
 
   I kissed him again but kept my slightly salty tongue to myself. Something told me Mark did not feel the same way about Eric as he did a total stranger. Mark tried to turn the kiss into more, sliding his hand up my leg again, but I was way too sore for any fooling around. I needed a break. I slipped out of his arms but left my robe open. I'm such a bitch. I loved teasing him. 
 
   “Sorry Honey, you know I can't. Give me a few days, okay?” Anguish filled Mark's eyes; Eric was inside me but Mark wasn't and wouldn't be. I know that thought drove him crazy and it turned me on too. 
 
   “Does he cum a lot?” Mark asked. “I mean does he produce a lot?”
 
   “Oh my God Sweetie, he floods me. He's like a fire hose. Those big balls are sperm making factories.”
 
   “Should we be worried Honey? You know, about pregnancy?”
 
   “Probably. Yes. One of my errands today is a stop by the pharmacy.”
 
   “Holy shit! So it's possible you've already conceived though? You could have his baby in you right now?”
 
   Mark's face had lit up. His cheeks were flush and his eyes danced. At first I thought he was getting angry but then I realized he was getting excited. I thought about it and realized the thought turned me on too. What a slut! 
 
   “Yes,” I answered. “I could at this moment be carrying Eric's baby. Does that make you hot Honey? Show me your penis. Pull your boxers down.”
 
   He did and his bright pink and rampant dick popped out. When I saw it I couldn't help but remember Eric's too, so much longer, so much thicker. I dropped to my knees and slipped Mark's entire hard-on into my mouth. He lasted no time at all. I gulped down his load, kissed him on the forehead, and went to get dressed to start my day. 
 
   Four hours later I sat at a coffee shop with a tiny white hexagonal pill in the palm of my hand. If I took it, any child I carried would be aborted. So why did I hesitate? If I carried a child there was still the tiniest of chances it was Mark's. I felt so wicked. All these busy shoppers zipping past me had no idea how naughty I was. A handsome older man across the shop caught my eye and we smiled at each other. I knew I could fuck him if I wanted to. If I choose to my husband would be fine with my decision. The option was intoxicating. I dropped the pill back into the bottle. I still had forty eight days to make up my mind. My heart was racing. 
 
   Monday before lunch I received a text from Mark; “Eric wants to meet you for lunch in the lobby of the Aria casino. One pm.” My heart dropped to my feet. Eric wanted to meet me for lunch? At a hotel? My mouth was suddenly dry. I knew what this really meant. I sat looking at my phone. And why have Mark send the text? I gave Eric my number that night at the restaurant. Why not send it yourself?  Ah, because Eric was a bastard and wanted Mark to know that while he was busy at work, his wife would be spreading her legs for another man. I had to admit it was insidiously sexy. What a bastard. 
 
   I arranged with Roxanne to hold the fort and cover for me if my lunch ran a little longer. She said no problem but I saw the question in her eyes. 
 
   “I'm going to go get royally fucked,” I chuckled.
 
   “I'm so jealous!” she replied. “Mark?”
 
   “No. Mark's boss, a man named Eric. Mark knows. Eric made him text me the invitation.”
 
   Roxanne gaped at me. “Are you serious? That must drive Mark insane! Is Eric cute? Does he have a hot body? Is he big?”
 
   “Yes, it does, very, super-hot, and huge,” I answered. I gripped her arm and marked off a section from her wrist to her elbow. “At least that long and just a little thicker than your forearm. It's amazing.”
 
   “I hate you. I'll cover for you, but I hate you. Will you share him?”
 
   I pictured Eric fucking Roxanne and while it got me hot, I also felt some jealousy which was way out of line considering I was married to Mark and had no claim whatsoever on Eric. Funny how a woman's mind works. I calmed myself and told Roxanne that I'd mention it to Eric and that seemed to please her. I stopped by the bathroom to make sure I looked my best and then drove to Aria.
 
   I entered the lobby looking around for Eric and when my eyes landed on him he took my breath away. He wore a dark navy three-piece suit, tailored, and sunflower yellow tie and pocket square, deep tan Oxfords and matching belt. His hair was slicked back. He looked a thousand times sexier than he had Saturday night in jeans. He saw me and his eyes sparkled with lust and that trademark arrogant smile curled his lips. He swept me into his arms as soon as he could, kissing me fiercely.  I hesitated for less than half a second before I returned the passionate kiss. I was married to someone else after all. 
 
   We took an express elevator to a Sky Villa and I stepped out into a huge room with a complete view of the city. A spiral staircase led up to an open balcony bedroom. A giant television screen almost filled one wall. The view was spectacular. Eric came up behind as I gazed out the window and kissed my neck.
 
   “I can't get enough of you,” he whispered. 
 
   Goose bumps rose up both arms and down my back.
 
   “For now,” I replied. “But that's okay. I know what kind of man you are and I can't say I blame you. If I were you I'd fuck every woman I wanted too.”
 
   “No, you don't understand. I don't see myself getting tired of you. I hear what you're saying and you're right; I'm a player. I won't be faithful to you. But I am saying is I see myself fucking you for a long, long time.”
 
   He stepped back to look at me, up and down.
 
   “I've said it before; Mark's a lucky fucker.”
 
   “Well since you're about to fuck his wife, what's that make you?”
 
   He grinned but didn't answer.
 
   “Undress for me,” he said finally. “Wait.” He flipped his phone to camera mode. “Okay, now. I want Mark to see what you're doing.”
 
   “You're a bastard,” I said, unzipping my dress.
 
   Eric snapped pictures and then sent them to Mark back at work, then snapped a few more. He repeated the process until I was nude. He stood admiring me.
 
   “I have to say, I've had a lot of pretty women but you are easily the most beautiful. Gorgeous radiates off of you. You have the face, you have the body. You're smart, you're sexy, you're sexual, best of all, you have a good heart. After my Grandmother, you might be the best person I've ever met”
 
   I chuckled. “You know you don't have to seduce me with compliments. I'm a sure thing. I'm here to get fucked by you.” I stepped up to him and lifted onto my toes, pressing my breasts against his suit. I whispered into his ear, “I love getting fucked by you.”
 
   He lifted my naked body into his arms and carried me up the staircase. From the bed I watched him undress with urgency as his inflamed desire for me drove him. I felt myself go wet. When his boxers came down his magnificent cock sprang free, already gloriously, painfully erect. He looked ready to burst. I told him to hand me the camera and I snapped a few pictures of his huge hard cock. I sent them to Mark. 
 
   “You know your employee is accomplishing nothing productive right now?”
 
   “Ha! I’ll tell him he has to work late to get it done.”
 
   The hard edge in his voice reminded me of how easy it was for him to be an asshole so I backed off what I was saying. I didn’t want Mark actually stuck at work.
 
   “Come here,” Eric ordered. I knew what he was doing. He had said this to me only a few nights ago and I had refused, at first, but ended up having the best sex of my life. Now he was saying it again, testing my reaction to it this time. The only difference was, now I knew. 
 
   I slid off the bed in a hurry and knelt before him. Let’s be serious; I knew what was coming and wanted it badly. I didn’t care if he knew he had me wrapped around his finger. In fact, I kind of liked it. I was happy to be his cock-whore.
 
   “Suck it slut,” he commanded. I eagerly complied and when he brought the camera up to take pictures for Mark, I got to work like a good little harlot. Why not? He already had pictures and video of Vincent fucking me. 
 
   Eric stopped me after a few minutes. He tangled his fingers in my hair and walked me over to the glass wall of the bedroom. Vegas lay far below. He forced me up against the glass, mashing my big boobs, and penetrated me from behind. He snapped a few pictures for Mark and sent them, then placed the phone on the tile and set to record. Filming up from under us, Mark would get an obscene view of Eric's huge cock taking me.
 
   Eric moved his other hand to my hip to steady me and then he ruthlessly fucked my tender, tiny cunt with his monster. I spread my arms on the window to balance myself and then growled at him to fuck me like he owned me. He was more than happy to comply.  
 
   Moments later I climaxed like an earthquake fifty stories above the city. He pounded out his desire, conquering me body and soul, until I came again, gasping for breath and my mind reeling. At last he released his flood of cock-juice, squirting and spraying my insides, adding this load to so many others already inside me. I felt him collapse onto my sweaty back, breathing hard and moaning pure satisfaction. As usual his meaty spear still filled my guts. 
 
   After we regained our composure Eric retrieved my phone and sent everything to Mark.  Four minutes later a received a text from him that was nothing but exclamation points all the way down the page. I showed it to Eric and he laughed then spun me around and took a picture of a drop of his cum clinging to my pussy lips. Seconds after hitting send Mark shot back, “OMG I MUST fuck you and soon! I can't wait any longer. PLEASE!”
 
   Eric got a funny look in his eyes after reading it and I saw his gears turning. He checked his Rolex and mentioned I had to get back to work so we dressed quickly, kissed, rode the elevator down and went our separate ways. Behind the reservation desk employees saw us leave and knew exactly what had just happened and I loved it. I was a raunchy bad girl cheating wife and I loved it. 
 
   Back at work Roxanne reminded me she hated me and then asked if I'd mentioned sharing to him. I told her I'd been too busy but would ask him next time. She pouted. Two hours later I got a text from Mark informing me that Eric had forbidden him from having sex with me for one week, next Monday. Before I could respond Mark sent me another telling me Eric will be spending the night at our house, in our bed, all week.
 
   Wow. WOW. I tingled at the idea. I knew studly, insatiable Eric would fuck me every night for the next week. I felt terrible that I wanted it. Mark would be in bed right next to us. I felt certain Eric would want him there to witness my submission and Eric's triumph. 
 
   I'm sure it was a special thrill for him to take another man's woman. With his looks and money and dominating personality he could and probably has had any single woman he wanted. No challenge there at all. I'm sure they throw themselves at him. But a married woman, especially one deeply in love with her husband, now there was a goal worth pursuing. 
 
   We were both nervous that night waiting for Eric to arrive, talking non-stop about trivial matters. We heard the growl of the Lamborghini in the driveway around ten. Mark met Eric at the door and the three of us stood chatting in the living room for several minutes. 
 
   After that Eric took my hand and led me to the bedroom. He was fucking me slow and deep from behind when I felt the bed moving and knew Mark had joined us in bed. I turned my head and we locked eyes but gradually the voyeur in him won and he moved to the end of the bed to watch Eric's huge cock pump in and out of me. Knowing he was so close watching my cunt accept another cock drove me over the edge and I came with his eyes glued to my pussy.
 
   At work the next day Eric announced a huge bonus for Mark at a surprise company meeting. Eric had done the same thing about six months ago for an employee named Brian and Mark instantly knew Eric had fucked Brian's wife too. The men shared a knowing look during the presentation. The whole office came up to shake Mark's hand and congratulate him and Mark told me later the mild humiliation of it all turned him on.
 
   That night Eric took my ass again. I was face down and he made Mark hold my butt cheeks apart as he slowly sank his missile past my sphincter. I saw Mark grow more erect the deeper Eric went. When I climaxed Mark's penis jumped and spurted a little cum which ran down and dripped from his balls.
 
   My body has learned Eric's touch and now just the sound of his voice makes me wet. I'm in a constant state of arousal. I'm always ready for him. I orgasm so quickly, so often, and so powerfully for him and his rock-hard penis that I'm beginning to form an addiction to it, which is a very bad thing for a married woman to do. 
 
   I saw Mark's flaccid penis this morning as we got ready for work and it took me a second to recognize or respond to it. It was just an object, a small tube of pink flesh. He didn't notice my reaction, thank God, but I felt guilty enough I gave him a quick hand-job. Of course he wanted my pussy but I reminded him of what Eric had said so he asked me to swallow instead. I thought about it but Eric had said I couldn't take Mark's cum for a week and that may have meant orally too so I jacked him into the palm of my other hand then washed him down the sink.
 
   Every night Eric would show up at our home and sleep with me and every morning he would leave early and return home. Within days we had all formed a routine and everyone knew their roles. I slept naked now, of course, and would get in bed first and wait for Eric, growing ever more drenched by the minute. Instead of us becoming familiar with each other and some of the excitement draining away, our passion grew as the week went by. Thursday night he fucked me twice and Friday night we fucked for hours. He filled me with cum four times. 
 
   A woman will almost always develop feelings and I have to admit I was. Eric could be such a colossal ass yet was also capable of such tenderness. I mentioned our first night together and how I felt myself fall for him.  I did the same thing for Superman before him. That's just something I do. Sex and emotion and intertwined for me. But with Eric there was also something more going on for me, I just couldn't identify what. Maybe it was the challenge of being the girl that caught the player. Maybe I was being foolish when I thought I felt something extra in the way he touched me, as if I wasn't like the thousand other girls he'd fucked; I was special. Was I falling in love with him? No. I don't know. Maybe. It sure felt different from when I fell in love with Mark. Ultimately I decided to shelve the whole concern. I couldn't figure it out so push it to the back and wait. Most times these things sort themselves out.
 
   When we awoke Saturday morning, late, Eric was gone. Mark and I spent the morning working in the yard and then went out for lunch at our favorite bistro. I fell in love with him, again, over a croissant. Really, there was no comparison. My love and devotion for Mark may have gotten obscured by the fog of lust I was experiencing with Eric, but one morning with Mark and I remembered everything. Eric could not steal me. I told Mark that as he sipped his cafe mocha and it brought tears to his eyes. I came around the table and sat on his lap and we made out, oblivious to the stares of others. We never heard from Eric all day and we enjoyed each other's company immensely. 
 
   Just before midnight we heard a Lamborghini engine growl in our driveway. I couldn't help myself; my heart skipped a beat. I felt myself go wet. Mark raised an eyebrow at me wondering if I'd heard it too and I gave him a knowing smile.
 
   Then we heard the voices. Mark started to get up but I told him I'd take care of it. I slipped on a light robe over my white lace camisole and went to investigate. 
 
   Eric stood in the living room with two friends. Two very handsome, very tall friends. Both of the men had jet black hair and Spanish features similar to each other and I realized they were almost certainly brothers. 
 
   “This is she,” Eric said. “This is Jenny.”
 
   “You described her poorly,” said one man, his eyes boring into me. “She is far more beautiful than you suggested.”  
 
   “I warned you, didn't I? I said my words would not do her justice. I said you'd have to see her to understand.”
 
   Of course by this time I was blushing. Furiously. The silent brother stepped forward and extended his hand.
 
   “I am Rico,” he offered, his deep voice rumbling. “I am pleased to meet you. This is my brother Jon. Eric, from what I hear, you already know, and fairly well.”
 
   My blushing intensified.
 
   “Open your robe,” Eric commanded.
 
   Before I could move or even think Jon stopped me.
 
   “Eric! Please! You are a brute. No woman should be treated thus.” He turned to me. “Please forgive him. We have had too much wine and it is late and we are tired and hungry. Eric boasted of your beauty and we did not believe him but he has proven himself truthful, and more than truthful. You are stunning and we are rude. It was delightful meeting you.” 
 
   He kissed my hand. Silky devil. I smiled demurely. Rico gave me a head nod. Eric was looking at them like they were idiots. Jon put his arms across Eric and Rico's shoulders and turned them towards the door, preparing to leave.
 
   “Let me make you something to eat,” I blurted.
 
   “We could never be such an imposition,” Rico rumbled. 
 
   “At least a cup of coffee...for the drive.” I added.
 
   All three men looked at each other, hesitating, and then looked at me. Three gorgeous men. Six piercing eyes. The air held a tension. Nobody spoke. My temperature sky-rocketed. I couldn't stand it anymore. 
 
   My rebellious and untrustworthy hand moved to the sash on my robe. The truth is, I wanted them to see me naked. As the sash came loose their eyes narrowed, except Eric's. Eric's eyes held mirth. The robe fell open under its own weight and I stood before them in my pure white lace teddy. A small shrug of my shoulder dropped my robe in a pile around my feet. My breathing was fast and shallow. My heart raced. These three men were eating me alive with their eyes. I loved the way they were looking at me. I wanted to look down at my body under the lace, to see what they saw, but I couldn't pull my eyes away from theirs. 
 
   As one, like a hunting pack, they moved to surround me; Jon and Rico to my left and right, Eric behind me. My legs trembled. 
 
   Eric started nibbling my nape as Rico lifted my hand to his mouth and kissed it and Jon stepped close and lifted my chin. Holy fuck! Rico kissed up my arm as Jon kissed my lips and Eric kissed my neck. My nipples stiffened and puckered, dragging against the lace, and my little whore pussy gushed with eager glee. All three! Eric started moving my hips towards the bedroom, and Mark, but I told him “No, here.” and he stopped. The three of them moved closer, supporting me with their big hot bodies. I felt hands begin to glide across my skin and closed my eyes and lost myself in it. A shoulder strap fell away and then another. The lace drifted down around my waist, exposing my sensitive breasts and taut, swollen nipples. A hot mouth closed on each and I moaned from deep in my chest. It felt amazing. 
 
   The men took care of everything. Hands moving me and lifting first one foot and then the other. In less than a minute I was nude. Strong, gentle hands covered me. Warm lips nibbled everywhere. Finally a long fat finger found its way inside me and I groaned loudly. They lifted and carried me to the couch, placing me on all fours. 
 
   As two kept me occupied, one undressed. I soon felt a large, rubbery cock head pressed against my lips and I opened up and sucked it in. I heard a rumbling moan and guessed I had Rico in my mouth and I sucked hard on it, trying to get the cum out. 
 
   A tongue pushed up inside my pussy, tasting and exploring, and it was my turn for a rumbling moan. When a second dick head nudged my mouth I eagerly traded the one I had for the new one, then, after a minute, alternated between the two. The second one felt familiar and I guessed it was Eric which meant Jon was eating my pussy. A wave of excitement washed through me as I imagined what I must look like at that moment. 
 
   I opened my eyes and looked up at Rico and Eric. Rico was concentrating on getting his dick sucked but Eric was once again all smiles. Cocky bastard. Hands gripped my hips and a cock head covered my slick pussy and with just a little push, Jon drove his dick into my cunt. He pulled back and then pushed in farther, repeating until he was fully enveloped. Rico bumped Eric out of the way and pushed his cock into my mouth and aimed for my throat. All my recent practice on Eric's huge monster really helped me handle Rico. Both Spaniards were well above average in size, bigger than Mark too, but Eric still had them beat. 
 
   The two brothers began to move together, both pushing deep like they were trying to meet in the middle. I was stuffed with cock. Jon was nice and thick and I quickly felt the first tingling of an orgasm. He must have felt my body stiffen because he pumped faster, driving me towards my climax. When it hit me, he powered right through it, driving me higher and higher. I howled around Rico's big dick in my mouth.
 
   Then Eric said something insane. 
 
   “We can fuck her in every hole she has; she'll take every inch and love it. But nobody cums in her pussy but me. I'm trying to get her pregnant. Understood?”
 
   I twisted my head, mouth full of cock, anger flashing in my eyes. Trying to get me pregnant? Rico and Jon nodded in understanding. Eric saw my reaction and smiled down at me again.
 
   “Yes, sweet Jenny, pregnant. I want you to have my baby.”
 
   He knelt down so his face was level with mine.
 
   “Of all the women I've known you are the only one smart enough, sweet enough, and beautiful enough to have my baby. I've never wanted a wife or to even settle down, but I would like knowing there's a child of mine out there.” He brushed a strand of hair off my face and behind my ear.
 
   “You can stay with Mark. I don't want to break up your marriage. You guys can have kids of your own too. But I know you two would make great parents. Mark would be an infinitely better father than me and that's the sad truth. I know what I am.”
 
   Rico pulled his cock out of my mouth. Jon stopped thrusting and held himself buried deep. Eric looked into my eyes earnestly. He glanced up at Rico then back to me.
 
   “I know my timing is terrible,” He chuckled. “But I want to know my seed is carried on. I don't want a wife. I don't want to be a parent. Can you imagine me trying to raise a kid? I just don't want my line to end with me. I won't interfere in your lives, and I'll pay you ridiculous child support. Will you do it?”
 
   I was thunder-struck. It certainly explained the way he'd been fucking me lately. I was angry at first but something in his eyes, a vulnerability I'd never seen in him before, drained my rage away. This was the most surreal moment of my life. I felt the strangers cock in my pussy throb. I imagined myself pregnant with Eric's child. Of course the slut in me loved the wicked idea. My maternal instinct flared and I loved imagining myself pregnant. But with Eric's child? This was really serious stuff.
 
   “I need to talk to Mark,” I said.
 
   “Of course,” Eric responded.
 
   Nobody moved.
 
   “Jon, please pull your dick out of me. I need to talk to Mark right now.”
 
   Jon apologized and backed it out. I stood and tried to compose myself which, given the moment, was no easy task. I walked on wobbly legs to our bedroom.
 
   Of course Mark was sitting up in bed. I noticed a pair of boxers on the floor by the bedroom door. He had the covers pulled up around his waist.
 
   “So,” I began. “How much did you hear?”
 
   He thought about acting innocent then spotted his boxers.
 
   “All of it,” he admitted. “Everything. Are you going to do it?”
 
   “Not without talking to you, silly. This is a really big deal.”
 
   “Huge.”
 
   “How do you feel? How would you feel?”
 
   Mark looked up at the ceiling for a long time. I waited patiently. Finally he spoke.
 
   “Worried, excited, concerned, frightened, aroused, humiliated... Pretty much every emotion there is I imagine. I also realize there are things we could not possibly anticipate which we'd have to deal with.”
 
   I smiled.
 
   “Why are you smiling at a time like this?”
 
   “Because nowhere on your list was 'No, absolutely not.' You're actually considering doing it. You're actually imagining Eric impregnating me, your wife.”
 
   I saw on his face he hadn't actually realized this.
 
   “Move the blankets,” I commanded.
 
   He froze.
 
   “Do it.”
 
   Mark pulled the blankets away revealing his erect penis. A drop of pre-cum smeared the tip. I felt my nipples stiffen.
 
   I asked him, “Is that from watching three men fuck your wife or from one man wanting to inseminate her?”
 
   He ignored my question and went straight to heart of the matter.
 
   “Can we really do this? Kids are for life. Are we ready to take this step?”
 
   “We were a few months ago.”
 
   “That sounds like you've decided you're going to tell him yes.”
 
   “Unless you tell me no, right here, right now.”
 
   We both sat scrutinizing each other. 
 
   “I want to fuck you so badly right now. My dick aches to be inside you.”
 
   “I want you too. You know, this will actually be the fastest way to get Eric out of our lives. Can you even imagine that guy around children? Disaster.”
 
   “That's so twisted. It's true, but it's fucked up.” 
 
   Mark's penis had stiffened and more pre-cum was oozing from the tiny slit. He reached for me and I saw his intentions in his eyes. I put a hand on his chest and stopped him.
 
   “My sweet husband. I'm sorry, but this pussy belongs to Eric now. We both know a decision has been made.” His eyes flared with lust and jealousy and I fanned the flames. “I'm going back out there and fucking all three of them Darling. You can stand at the door and finish what you started earlier. Then I'm going to fuck Eric until he fills me with his cum. Don't be hurt when you see my passion sky-rocket, but now that he's fucking me with a purpose I'm sure the intensity will be a million times more powerful.”
 
   Mark's penis jumped again. I wondered if I could make him orgasm just from teasing him. “In the morning you'll need to go buy pregnancy tests. He's filled me with so much sperm lately, I may already be carrying his child. If I'm not, I want to fuck him as much as I can. Sometimes I'll spend the night at his house without you, just so we are more comfortable and can do it as much as we want.”
 
   Mark's dick was bright pink and shiny and throbbing fiercely. I had him close. I turned my body side-ways and stuck my belly out as far as I could.
 
   “Look Honey, I have Eric's baby inside me. He gave me a child before you did.”
 
   That was it. Mark groaned and his penis jerked and a thick spurt of milky semen splashed onto the bed. Then another and another. Mark's fists squeezed the sheets and his butt rubbed back and forth until he pushed out his last drop. I leaned in and kissed his forehead and then his lips.
 
   “Don't wait up for me,” I taunted. “I'm sure I'll be out all night.” I rose from the bed and walked to the bedroom door. I looked back at my husband and smiled my most mischievous smile. Once I passed through the door I left it partially open. I knew he would soon be watching me in action. 
 
   Eric, Jon, and Rico sat naked on my couch. When I returned they all stood and I had my breath a little taken away by their combined male gorgeousness and the naked, swinging penises confronting me. This time it was Jon and Rico smiling and Eric who was the serious one. I stopped to enjoy the moment. Not every girl has such things in her life. Each of the men began to swell from looking at me and I wondered at my amazing life.
 
   My gaze lingered on Eric. I discovered I looked at him in a new way now. I examined his lean, healthy body and clear skin. When my gaze arrived at his large penis and plump testicles I realized I viewed them differently too. I thought about the sperm they were busily producing right this very instant and how in just a little while all that sperm would be inside me. If I thought I loved sex before this recent twist, now I was a Nymph. My Inner Slut was delighted at the size of the male organs which would be fertilizing me. For one perverse moment I was thrilled it was Eric's and not Mark's. A primal response, no doubt, to much more primitive times. 
 
   Eric was waiting for my answer and I saw his impatience building. I tried to think of the best way to inform him of my and Mark's decision. I turned to Jon and Rico.
 
   “Fuck me you gorgeous studs. Fuck my brains out. Use me however your desires drive you. But leave my pussy for Eric. She belongs to him now.”
 
   Three broad smiles spread across three handsome faces, but neither brother came close to the outright joy on Eric's face. I was well aware of how all this fed into his love of claiming married women. This was the ultimate conquest. He was subjugating me and Mark. If Eric had been born much earlier he would have become Genghis Khan or Alexander the Great. He was just that kind of a man. I was deeply pleased to offer myself to him. 
 
   Once again the men surrounded me but this time my senses were on full alert. The knowledge of what we were doing, or more specifically what Eric and I were about to do, heightened everything. All my nerve endings were electrified. My skin was a thousand degrees. My mouth and throat were desert dry yet my palms sweaty. My legs were growing weak rapidly. When they put their hands on me I gasped and moaned. Everything felt so good!
 
   Rico lay down on his back and I straddled him. I thought he wanted me to fuck him but he held my thighs and maneuvered me until his cock head pressed against my anus. I was so excited I loved the idea of him fucking my ass. I relaxed my sphincter and rested my body weight and with only a few stops I slowly engulfed his dick. We both moaned at the same time. Jon stood off to the side and offered his bigger cock to my mouth and I greedily sucked him in, closing my eyes. I started bouncing my hips on the cock in my rectum to the same rhythm I sucked the cock in my mouth. The dual sensations were insane. For the second time in my life I had two men inside me at the same time.
 
   Then I felt Eric over me. I opened my eyes and looked down my body. Eric was between my legs and Rico's legs and moving his monstrous erection up towards my cunt. At last I understood what they had planned. I confess I panicked a little. Eric tested my pussy with a finger and announced I was gushing juices like a Malaysian whore. He held up fingers dripping with wetness. He walked his knees closer and I felt his massive head cover my labia, then pressure, and then the tip pushed in. 
 
   My mind exploded. My nerves screamed at me, forced to carry messages of pleasure more powerful than any they'd ever carried before. I howled around Jon cock in my mouth and sucked harder and faster. Rico held still until he felt Eric slide passed him only a thin wall of flesh away and then he began working his inches in my tight ass. 
 
   Eric's cock over-flowed my pussy. I was stretched in every direction. He moved slowly deeper until at long last he had me fully impaled, and then he held himself there. I know he had intended to give me a moment to adjust to his size but my body had other ideas and instead I climaxed around all the cock meat filling me. Bursting into tears and sobbing, pin-cushioned from every angle, stuffed in every opening. I stopped fighting it and just gave myself up to the hurricane of pleasure building inside me.
 
   My orgasm relieved some pressure, allowing muscles to relax, but this only heightened what I was feeling. As the men all began pumping their cock into me on their own, individual rhythms, I never had a moment’s respite. I was gasping for air, assaulted by sensations, and hammered by orgasms without warning. I lost my mind as they used me just like I had given them permission to. They made me a fuck toy, using my body to pleasure their cocks. My Inner Slut shrieked and blubbered with joy. 
 
   Jon came first, slapping my face to get my full attention and holding my head as he fucked my mouth. I opened my throat and let him slide down the back of it and when he came, jumping and pulsing, his balls were resting on my chin. Rico came not long after, holding my hips down and driving his rod deep as he unloaded into my bowels. Both men crawled away and lay on the floor.
 
   Eric gathered me into his arms and I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his head. We kissed fiercely and passionately, because now we weren't just fucking. I was crying as I held onto his jolting body. The tip of his penis had long ago pushed in past my cervix and he was once again fucking directly up into my womb. No man had ever reached such depths in me. 
 
   My emotional response to him matched my physical response and when I came again moments later I screamed out his name, gripped his whole body as tightly as I could, and bawled like an infant as my insanely powerful climax wrecked me utterly. He did not slow down, instead slipping a hand under me and a finger up my ass to hold me in place. Just as my orgasm topped out and began to descend, his shaft expanded to gigantic proportions and spewed his liquid lava deep inside me. I heard myself howling. It took him a long time to empty his nuts. 
 
   Jon started it first; a tiny chuckle in the dark. Rico caught it next and then me and Eric. Soon we were all laughing. It lasted a while and then it died slowly, just like it had started. We all lay there on the floor, in the dim room, slowly coming back to ourselves. I slipped a hand down and touched the semen leaking from my ass and my pussy. My body was tired but my mind was still wildly aroused. I rolled on my side facing Eric and leisurely sucked his deflated cock into my mouth, tasting sperm and pussy mixed together. I was in no hurry and wasn't trying to make anything happen; I just wanted to love his dick. I tenderly suckled and licked his cock and balls. 
 
   We all showered together and then the brother said they had to leave so I called them a cab. Once they departed, with kisses and hugs all around, Eric and I entered the bedroom. Mark was awake, waiting for us. He and Eric regarded each other silently. Not being a man, I had no idea what was happening or what it meant. 
 
   Eric and I slipped naked into bed and Mark turned off the light. Exhausted, Eric and I fell asleep quickly. I was awakened in the dark by Eric's huge hard-on bumping between my legs and I knew exactly what it meant. I parted my legs and with a hand guided him in. The room was dim but enough to see shapes and Mark watching us and stroking his penis. I reached for it and jacked him off until he sprayed cum on his leg. Eric ripped another strong orgasm from me soon after and then flooded my uterus once more. We all three fell asleep again.
 
   Eric took me once more just after dawn. Mark left the house for an hour and came back with pregnancy tests, which I took, but the result was negative.
 
   I met Eric for lunch and he filled me again and then he stopped by our home again late that night and pumped me full over the back of the couch as I sucked Mark's cum down my throat. We had to give him something. Sunday night Eric fucked me on our kitchen table. 
 
   Monday night I spent at his mansion and Mark did not like it but didn't make a scene. Eric was a god that night, fucking me four times before the alarm went off for work. I was an exhausted idiot all Tuesday and Roxanne wanted every juicy detail, which I gave her. She was stunned to learn I was trying to carry Eric child. She asked a million questions about how Mark and I felt and what the sex was like between me and Eric now. She had a funny look in her eye when we finished talking about it. 
 
   Wednesday and Thursday Eric was too busy with work issues to stop by and by Friday I was horny as hell. Roxanne teased me all day at work. She also confided in me that Brad had gone to the doctor and discovered he had a low sperm count. Without telling him about what Mark and I were doing with Eric, she suggested to him they find another man to impregnate her. Brad had balked at first but after thinking about it all day he'd come around. Roxanne and Brad had been enjoying occasional threesomes with Juan so Roxanne said she'd just start fucking him more and stop taking the pill. We were both getting pregnant by men other than our husbands. 
 
   At home Friday night I sucked Mark's penis for over an hour, bringing him close to orgasm and then backing off. His balls ached after forty-five minutes of this torture but he asked me to keep going. The doorbell rang and I told him to stay put and ran to answer it. On our stoop stood a limousine driver in full uniform, ready to drive me to Eric's right that minute. Eric had instructed him to collect me just as I was and bring me back. I could shower at Eric's place. The driver informed me I wouldn't need clothes as Eric planned on keeping me naked all weekend. I told him to hold on and ran to tell Mark what was happening. 
 
   “Finish me!” he cried, his hard dick waving in the breeze.
 
   I thought about leaving him like that but just couldn't. I dropped to my knees and sucked a finger to get it wet, then pushed it up his ass as I sucked his entire length into my mouth. He lasted less than two minutes. I kissed him as he was falling backwards onto our bed and ran for the door.
 
   Eric was a man possessed. He told me one of his month-long business trips was coming up Monday and he wanted me pregnant before he left on it. We didn't leave the house for two and a half days. Butlers and maids took care of every need. I was unfettered and pampered and I could not get enough of Eric's cock. By Sunday night I had finally drained the last of his cum. The man was a factory of sperm production. The limo dropped me at home, exhausted and utterly satisfied. 
 
   Mark greeted me at the door with a glass of red wine and hugs and kisses. He had missed me so much. Now that I saw him I realized how much I had missed him too. He bathed me and put me to bed.
 
   Mark gave me a pregnancy test every morning as we got ready for work. They were all negative. Until Thursday morning. I screamed and Mark came running. Those two little reds lines stared right back at us. 
 
   “Holy shit,” he finally said.
 
   “Holy shit,” I echoed. 
 
   I took another one an hour later at work and then another at lunch time. Positive every time. I dropped one on Roxanne's desk under her nose. She was confused for a split second and then screamed and jumped up to hug me. After a few minutes she placed a hand on my lower abdomen and took my hand and placed it on hers. She smiled broadly. Her happy eyes danced. 
 
   “You too?”
 
   Her head nodded rapidly.
 
   I squealed and we did the hugging dance all over again. We both carried babies created in us by men other than our loving husbands. 
 
   When I got home that night I talked to Mark about how to tell Eric. We finally settled on snapping a picture of the kit and sending it to him as a text with no explanation. Of course he understood. Eric is a very intelligent man. 
 
   He quickly text back, “I'm a father? I'm a father. I'm a father!” Then, an hour later, “Holy shit I'm a father....”
 
   Mark fucked my ever-loving brains out that night. I mean seriously. He did it again the next night and the next too. But he's no Eric and after three nights of sex he had apparently reclaimed me enough in his mind. We were soon back into our sex routine but closer and more intimate than ever before. As my belly grew, Mark became ever more attentive and loving. He spoke often of our next child as well, seemingly at peace with the baby that grew within me.
 
   Eric was good to his word and the first check arrived on time and it was big. Huge, actually. Every check after arrived on time as well. Mark and I would have no money worries and that includes college. We saw very little of Eric. He waited at the hospital while I gave birth to his beautiful daughter, who he named Amelie, after his Grandmother. He kissed her on the forehead, and virtually disappeared from our lives. He even seemed to avoid Mark at work. But on those chance encounters when he and Mark would cross paths, Mark said his eyes were the happiest he'd ever seen them.
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