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Previously on Lana’s List…
 I wake with a jolt to find Lana sitting on the edge of the bed offering me a fresh cup of coffee with steam curling out of the mug. She has one too.
She is showered, dressed, and looks absolutely radiant. She is positively glowing. She smiles at me as I take the mug from her outstretched hand.
“Morning, sexy,” she says with a wink.
That’s when I lose it.
I sit upright and run a hand through my hair. I’m tempted to rip it out.
“What did we do?”
“Exactly what we wanted to do,” she says with a wry smile and takes a small sip.
“You’re not on the pill,” I say.
“It’s fine.”
“How can you be so sure?”
“I just am.”
“How?”
“Just trust me, David. There’s nothing to worry about. I just know,” she says.
And I do trust her. For some reason, I find this reassuring. At least on that front. But I’m still not convinced it wasn’t a huge mistake.
“Don’t tell me you’re having second thoughts, regrets?” she asks, genuinely surprised.
“You broke our most important conditions!”
My voice is louder than I intended.
“So, I didn’t hear you complaining. In fact, it seemed to be just what you wanted, you dirty boy.”
I feel my cock jump a little and Lana notices. She raises an eyebrow as if to say I told you so.
“Well, still,” I say, trying to gather myself.
“You had fun didn’t you? I know I sure did,” she says. 
She’s right. It was fun. I loved it, but now in that cold light of day I’m feeling confused and actually relieved. We had our one night of fun. We lived out a big fantasy and we were still standing. At least now I could rest knowing what it was like.
“You’re right. It was fun. And I’m glad we did it. Just this once.”
Lana lets out a heavy sigh.
“Yeah, about that…” her voice trails off. 
“What?”
“Well, you broke a condition too, you know. So that’s why I figured it’d be ok if I broke a few. And it’s also why I think I want to try this one more time...”
She’s smiling like the devil and I haven’t yet caught on to what she’s up to but my stomach is in my throat.
“What? What do you mean? I didn’t break any conditions. I did everything you asked for,” I say, exasperated and flabbergasted. 
She shakes her head, tsk, tsk, tsk.
“Aaron wasn’t big enough.”
“Not big enough?!”
“Not nearly big enough,” she says, “he was only eight inches. I want double fucking digits.”
My body goes numb and my stomach drops. But my cock rises and is hard as a rock once more. 
“Double digits?”
Lana grabs at my cock through the sheets and feels that it's hard. She smiles, satisfied. 
“That’s right. And you’re going to find it for me, aren’t you?”
She squeezes a little too hard while she says this and I nod in agreement.
“Good boy,” she says and throws the sheets off me and starts sucking on my cock.
I’ve lost total control now and we may be careening towards a precipice but all I can think about is Lana getting fucked by an even bigger cock and all my doubts and trepidations dissipate and I realize one thing: this was never going to be a one time thing and we’re never going to be able to stop chasing this dragon.
I press her head down on my cock firmly and begin to thrust myself down her throat.
“Can’t wait to watch,” I say as I tilt my head back and get lost in her moans as she slurps up another one of my loads...




Chapter One
There’s no getting around it, we’ve crossed into uncharted territory and I don’t know if there’s any going back. Two weeks have passed since Lana decided to go off script with Aaron and through caution to the wind.
She can’t stop talking about how much we both enjoyed it.
Yes, I enjoyed it.
Guilty as charged. 
But it wasn’t what we agreed to and part of me is still hurt by it even though the other part of me has been getting off to the memory whenever time allows.
I try to gently remind her of that when I can without turning it into a big blow up fight, but she always brushes my concerns off and cites how hard I was or how much I came as evidence that I’m overreacting or not that serious. 
Simply put, things are a little weird between us now. The sex is great, out of this world great, but things are weird. Normal things, things that used to be so easy and so...normal are suddenly weird as all hell.
I don’t really know how to describe it, but that in-syncness I described earlier? It feels like it’s gone, or at least severely hampered by whatever is hanging around in the air around us.
It feels weak or something.
And another thing Lana can’t stop mentioning whenever she gets the chance is the directive she gave me the morning after her romp in the sheets with her first “big” cock.
Bigger.
Aaron wasn’t big enough.
“Have you found anyone yet?” she asks me over coffee. 
It’s early on a Saturday and it’s just us. The boys are still sound asleep and this is our time.
Well, it used to be anyway.
“Uh, no not yet,” I stammer.
Which isn’t exactly true. I already found three guys. There was Aaron, but there was also Ronnie and Chris. I still have their contact information. All I need to do is reach out.
But what am I going to say?
Hello fellas, how big are your cocks? I can’t work with anything less than double digits.
I chuckle to myself and Lana looks at me sideways.
“What’s so funny?”
“Nothing, nothing. Just thought of something Jerry said last night at poker.”
I’m less hung over this time and Lana’s book club was cancelled last minute but I can’t help but think back to that seemingly innocent, routine Saturday morning when I stumbled about Lana’s now infamous list. 
Then I have another thought. Yes, that’s exactly what I should do. I should reach out to Ronnie and Chris and ask them if they meet my wife’s lofty requirements. I want to see her with another man again, I think about it all the time. I start to get hard.
I don’t know why I can’t just get over what happened and keep having fun.

. . .

Later that evening, the kids are out of the house and Lana and I are at each other like wild animals. We haven’t gone a single day without sex since that night with Aaron. Even last week when Lana got her period (phew), we still manage to squeeze it in every single day.
It seems like all one of us has to do is look at the other in a certain way with a look that says more than words ever could and we both just know. Let’s fuck it says. And we do.
“Fuck baby, I can’t stop thinking about the other night,” she says as I nestle my face between her breasts and lick and suck on any piece of flesh I can get my mouth on.
I come up for air.
“Me neither,” I say and dive back in.
“I know you can't,'' she says, ``you loved it. Didn’t you? You loved watching your wife get fucked right in front of you by that big, fat cock huh? Don’t you wanna see her take something a little bigger?”
I nod, head still between her breasts and get out a muffled mmhmm.
She’s whipping herself up into a frenzy. She loves reliving it and she especially loves hearing me say how much I enjoyed watching it. 
Soon we’re fucking. 
Raw. Passionate. Loud. Intense.
We both cum hard and fast and collapse next to each other in the bed, totally spent.
Well, at least I am.
Within a few moments, Lana is reaching for my cock trying to jerk some life back into it with a delicate stroke and some dirty talk in my ear.
“Don’t you wanna see me take a big cock again baby?”
I don’t answer but my cock is getting hard. She presses me.
“Come on, don’t you want to see me taking a big, thick dick in this tight pussy again? Have you found anyone yet for me, dirty boy?”
I finally snap.
For some reason, I can’t take it anymore.
“Enough!” I yell and jump out of bed so I’m standing on the opposite side from Lana.
Her eyes go wide with surprise and perhaps a little fear which causes me to feel a pang of guilt. I steady and lower my voice but I continue down the path I’ve already started on.
“Enough, Lana. Please. We need to talk about this. It was supposed to be a one time thing. I’m really confused and a little hurt...I just think…”
“Wow, David.” Lana is looking up at me with doughy eyes. Finally, for the first time in a few weeks, I see my sweet, innocent wife. Pre-list Lana and I melt. She’s still there.
“Honey, I’m so sorry,” she says. “I had no idea. I just...I thought you liked me doing that. I really did. I thought going off script like that would be hot and I was looking at you the whole time and you just seemed so turned on and that turned me on even more. So, I guess I just got caught up in the moment…I don’t know…”
I sit down on the bed next to her and she puts a hand on my knee.
“Look, we can stop. Right now. You don’t have to find anyone. You don’t have to do anything more than just be who you are. We can forget this whole thing.”
But I can hear it in her voice. It’s subtle, but it’s there...like she’s not totally sold on what she’s pitching me. She’s reluctant but saying it anyway, to make me feel better.
And to be honest, I’m having intense feelings of regret and remorse all of a sudden. Not about what we’ve done but about me opening my big mouth once again. What am I crazy? My wife was willing and excited about being my own personal porn star. Performing for my benefit and I selfishly make it all about me?
“No, I didn’t mean it like that. I just...I did love it...I just…” I’m stammering. I can’t find the words. I don’t know what I want to say. I just can’t right now.
I stand up and leave the bedroom and walk downstairs. I just leave her there and I lace up my sneakers and go for an evening run to clear my head.
I’m not sure what I’m doing exactly, I can faintly hear her voice, concerned and worried, calling after me down the hall but I ignore it.
I need to find that empty space again, past confusion, past doubt, past desire and emotion.
So I go out and I run.
It worked once before. Why not twice?
Only this time it’s not three, it’s six miles. Double what I did last time and while I think about how I just doubled the distance of my previously longest run in over a decade, the word sticks in my head.
Double.
Double digits.
Double trouble.
Double.
Double. Double. Double.
Double Digits.
Double teamed.
Double digits. Double team.
Double trouble.
Double double-digits!
“DOUBLE DOUBLE-DIGITS!” I scream out at the top of my lungs. My voice echoes across the neighborhood, off the stucco and vinyl siding and across the small valley below and into the trees.
I know what I want.
I know what I have to do.
And I think that maybe, just maybe, Lana is going to love it.



Chapter Two
Lana is in the kitchen crying. And I feel like the biggest asshole in the world as I try to console her. 
God, what a dick I am.
I am as responsible, if not more so, for everything that happened. And I need to take ownership of my part. We are a team. 
That clarity I was searching for is back, but my wife’s sobs are throwing me off my A-game so the first thing I need to do is get her to calm down and own up to my mistakes.
That’s item one.
Item two will be a little trickier, especially after this whole crying episode. But item two is to get her to erase everything I just said about being unsure and hurt and want to stop from her head. 
I was talking crazy.
Temporary insanity.
I didn’t mean it. Not a word.
And I tell her as much.
“Really?” she says. She’s finally stopped crying and is wiping the last of her tears from her eyes.
“Really,” I say. “What you did for me, for us last night, I had no right to say those things. I just let my fear and insecurity get the best of me. I enjoyed the hell out of seeing you so confident and in control. It was realy, really fucking sexy. I know we’ve been having a lot of sex, but in between I gotta be honest, I’ve been jerking off to the memories like a horny jack rabbit.”
She looks up at me and smiles.
“Seriously?”
“Seriously,” I say.
“That’s pretty hot,” she says.
“I have an idea…” I say.
“I’m listening,” Lana says as she reaches for my pants and pulls my cock out.



Chapter Three
I worry she might bite my cock off mid-suck when I tell her I can’t let her in on what I have planned just yet. But I make lots of promises and pinky-swears that it will be a great surprise. 
Eventually, I am able to calm her down and convince her that I do indeed have a big surprise planned that will be well worth the wait.
But I know the clock is ticking.
So after she finishes blowing me and swallows my load, I go back to the forums...where I found Aaron. And Ronnie. And Chris. Remember those guys?
Ronnie is the investment banker. An ex-college soccer player with a Mediteranean complexion and some of the most dazzling pearly whites you’ve ever seen. He’s in phenomenal shape and I think physically, he’s someone Lana would love even though he’s a bit of douche.
But there’s one other important factor: is he packing double-digit heat? I fire off a message and while I wait for a replay, I compose a similar message to Chris.
Chris was my personal favorite. The Norse god. With a sprinkling of Aquaman thrown in for good measure. He loves dogs and his rippled, hard muscles are covered in tattoos but I think he might be the nicest person of all time based on my limited interactions with him. I think he would be a soft, tender lover and if he happens to be packing the double-digit heat we’re looking for, that might not be such a bad thing.
I fire off the message and cross my fingers.
As I wait for replies, my mind drifts off to the memory of Aaron pummeling away at Lana’s insides, coming deep in her womb, all with me sitting right there.
I get hard again even though I just came in Lana’s mouth less than an hour ago. This hotwife stuff is seriously like sexual steroids. Sometimes I think I spend more time flaccid than hard these days.
As I start to jerk off in the desk chair, careful to listen for any footsteps that might lead to me being caught with my pants down, I hear a ding. Then another ding.
Two new messages.
I open them up. I brace myself for some gross dick pics but to my surprise they both simply responded with text, even Ronnie.
They are both well-endowed it seems. We’ve hit the jackpot.
Ronnie is a little over ten inches and “wide as a coke can.” (His words, not mine).
And Chris is even longer at nearly eleven-and-a-half inches but much thinner. Of course, he put it all much more delicately than did Ronnie but no surprise there.
I stretch my arms over my head and interlace my fingers and crack my knuckles as I reach the top of my movement.
Time to close the deal, I think to myself.
I open up a group chat and fill them each in on the plan and see if they are cool with a little MFM threesome action and I send them a few pics of Lana to remind them just how hot she is and they each write back nearly instantaneously.
“I’m down, bro if you are,” writes Ronnie.
“I think it would be a magnificent, very sexy experience. In,” writes Chris.
I spend the next hour or so making the necessary arrangements and when it’s all settled and planned I send them the details, dates, and times. 
The plan - the big surprise - is set and in motion.
I can’t wait to tell Lana. I run into the kitchen but she’s no longer there.
Then I check the garage, knock on the bathroom door, and look in the basement gym downstairs. I check the backyard just to make sure she isn’t out there stealing my chores and then I rush upstairs to find her soaking in a bubble bath.
“How about a threesome?” I blurt out.
“What?” she says, hearing me but not quite comprehending what I’m saying. 
“Sorry, let me start over.”
“Ok.”
“I found the guy. Well, guys actually.”
“I don’t follow,” she says, but she’s leaning forward and smiling in eager anticipation of me elaborating further.
“Remember the other two guys? The ones you chose Aaron over?”
She nods.
“Yeah, they were hot.”
“Well, sure. But not only that, it turns out they both are packing the double-digit cocks you’re looking for.”
Lana slaps at the water playfully.
“You mean I had a two-in-three chance and I chose the one single digit?”
“Hey, I didn’t hear you complaining when he was inside you.”
She laughs and thinks for a beat.
“So, I have to choose one of them and then what, you’ll join in?”
“Actually, no. I wasn’t talking about me. I was thinking maybe you don’t have to choose.”
“Double double-digits?” she asks. 
And just like that, our minds are back in sync. It’s like I can feel the grooves clicking back into place. The wheels getting back on the tracks. All that stuff.
We’re back.
“Yes, exactly,” I say with a smile. 
Oh, we’re so back.



Chapter Four
The day has arrived. It’s time for the big show, the main event.
Even though we’ve done this once before, I am still nervous as all hell. Perhaps even more so than last time.
We are at the same hotel but I’ve sprung for a luxury suite this time with two bedrooms and a main living area complete with a kitchen, a large table, small bar, and some leather couches and a medium-sized, flat-screen TV.
It’s not quite a penthouse overlooking the Vegas Strip, but it’ll do just fine for our purposes tonight. 
Lana is ready.
She watched a silly makeup tutorial online on how to do your makeup like an adult film star and while I was initially skeptical, she looks incredible.
Not that she didn’t already, there’s just something about it that feels so slutty and nasty in all the best ways and I can barely keep my hands off her.
Her auburn hair is curled lightly and falls down to touch the tops of her shoulders and she is wearing a tight, cream colored dress that is a little too short (in a good way) but we aren’t going out anywhere and as she keeps reminding me, she won’t be wearing it for much longer. 
Beneath the dress is nothing.
No bra, no panties.
Just one eager, tight pussy ready to have a threesome with two random guys from the internet while a less well-endowed husband watches in the corner. 
“What time are they supposed to be here?” Lana asks as she’s fixing a loose piece of hair and adjusting her dress in the mirror. Putting on those last final touches before her well-hung studs arrive.
I check my watch.
“Should be here any minute,” I say.
There’s two bottles of wine on the counter in the kitchen. Plus one bottle of bourbon and a bottle of vodka.
Lana says no beer because, “who wants to be bloated and belching during a threesome?”
To which I say, “fair point.”
“Drink?” I ask as I grab a bottle of wine and uncork it. 
“Yes, please.”
I pour us two glasses of cabernet and we retreat to the couch and sit down.
We clink glasses and take long, deep pulls and place our glasses down on the coffee table. 
I check my watch. They’re a little late but not a huge deal. 
“You sure you’re still good with this? It’s not too late to, you know.”
“No. I’m fine. I’m good. Nervous, but it’s nervous excitement. I swear.”
“Good, because I’m so wet right now and ready to be fucked..”
I raise my eyebrows as my cock stiffens.
“Really?”
“Feel,” she says, opening her legs revealing her freshly shaved pussy between her pantiless thighs.
I reach down and slip one finger in, then two, as Lana arches her back and closes her eyes, letting out a soft moan.
“Mmm, yeah that’s right baby. Get me ready for those big, fat cocks.”
I start to slip a third finger in when there’s a sharp knock on the door that startles both of us. I quickly pull my fingers out, stand up, and tuck my raging hard on up into my waistband.
I peer out the peephole and see Ronnie standing outside. He’s wearing a blazer and jeans, fresh cut hair, faded on the sides, and very tan. I open the door to greet him and usher him inside.
“Lana, this is Ronnie. Ronnie, this is my wife Lana.”
Lana reaches out her hand for him to shake it, but he grabs her by the waist and pulls her in tightly against his body for a hug and he goes right in for a kiss. 
Not a small peck on the cheek kind of kiss, but a deep, full, open lip, lots of tongue kind of kiss.
Lana’s body stiffens in resistance at the shock of it all but I see her relax and start kissing him right back. She reaches up and brushes her hand against the stubble of his chin and then pulls back but not away from his embrace.
“Mmm, nice to meet you Ronnie,” she says and looks to me for approval. I think in my head it was a little rude but hey, we’re basically here to shoot a porno so what the hell. Why labor under false pretenses when you can just cut to the chase?
So, I just smile and nod.
“Jesus Christ, look at the ass on you,” Ronnie says, grabbing a handful of her left cheek with his massive paw. Lana blushes but I can tell she is loving it. She places a hand on his chest and runs her finger down between his pecs.
“Can I get you anything to drink, Ronnie?” I ask, breaking the spell. 
“Absolutely, you got any vodka?”
“Coming right up,” I say and head over to pour him one. “Lana?”
“I’m ok for now,” she says without breaking eye contact with Ronnie who still has his arm around her. They are totally vibing just like I knew they would. 
“So, when’s the other guy getting here, what’s his name, Chris?”
“Yeah, Chris. He should be here any minute I think.”
“Alright, hey wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world if he didn’t show up, huh? Well, maybe for you,” he says to Lana, “you wouldn’t get two dicks. But you’d get me all to yourself and that might be the best way to have me.”
“Mmm, Ronnie,” she says with a laugh.
Just then there’s a knock on the door and they finally break off their embrace. I rush over to answer it and there’s Chris. The hulking mass of a man, wearing a tight white shirt and black jeans. Tattoos cover his neck and creep up past his ears almost into his hairline. 
Did I mention he looks like a cross between Thor and Aquaman? I did? Well, seriously. You have to see it. It’s incredible. 
I shake hands with him as he flashes that million dollar smile.
“Hi Chris,” Lana says and rushes over to him. She wraps both arms around his neck and kisses him softly on the lips before he can say a word. “Nice to meet you. I’m Lana.”
“Nice to meet you Lana,” he says.
I watch Ronnie’s face to see if there might be any territorial aggression or jealousy emanating from him but there isn’t. He seems relaxed and kind of into it, just like I am. And I start to realize I may have picked a perfect, dynamic duo.
Ronnie is going to be a great combination of nasty and aggressive and Chris will bring gentle passion and attention to detail.
Together this is going to make for one explosive and potent sexual cocktail of lust and discovery.
Why didn’t we start doing this sooner?
Oh right, because I’m a boob.
“Chris, this is Lana. Lana, Chris,” I say and step out of the way so that they can greet each other. Chris takes her hand and kisses it. 
“You are absolutely beautiful, Lana. Pleasure to meet you.”
To which my wife simply giggles, she’s struck speechless.
Anyone else and it would be corny as hell, but with this guy? He just nails it and I can tell it makes Lana weak in the knees.
Chris turns to me, and shakes my hand firmly but not trying to crush my bones and thanks me for the invitation.
“And you must be Ronnie,” he says, offering his hand to Ronnie. They shake and it’s very amicable. There seems to be an unspoken mutual respect between them and I don’t think we’ll run into any issues. Both said they’ve done this kind of thing before and it seems they are at ease and ready to get started.
“Let’s all do a shot!” Lana says, to which we all enthusiastically agree.
I pour us a round. Vodka shots for everyone. 
We toast to the night ahead, knock ‘em back and then pour some wine to sip on while we get acquainted and lower our inhibitions a little bit.
Things move over to the couches.
Lana sits in the middle of one with Ronnie and Chris on either side of her and I sit alone on the couch opposite them and for the most part, I simply observe as Lana goes to work flirting with them and setting the mood. 
As I watch her, my dick throbs and my heat warms, and I realize she’s perfect in every way and I am deeply, madly in love with this woman. No matter what, I could never not love her and this just makes that feeling intensify and grow ever stronger.
I don’t know what came over me earlier in the day, but I was crazy to have any doubts.
While I think my deep thoughts, Lana pulls down the top of her dress and offers her breasts to the two eager gentlemen we just met. 
They each grab one and begin to lick and suck on her nipples and we are off to the races once again.



Chapter Five
Lana’s eyes roll back in her head as she tilts her head back and up towards the sky. Ronnie is still slurping on her right breast with a hand between her legs, while Chris has taken off his shirt and is working the left side of Lana’s neck while she rubs on his cock from outside his pants.
She is panting and gasping at regular intervals and for a moment I think it might all be too much for her and she’ll pass out from the sensory overload.
But that doesn’t happen.
Instead, her head snaps back up and to attention and she starts to take control. 
“Alright boys, stand up. Stand up. I can’t take it anymore. Let me see those dicks.”
Ronnie and Chris both look at her then each other as if to say, don’t gotta tell me twice. They both stand up, unbuckle their belts and drop-trou.
Lana stays seated on the couch between them as she gazes in amazement at the bulging dicks, hidden by boxers, that flank her on both sides.
“Holy shit,” she says with a laugh. Then she reaches up and, at the same time, rips each of their boxers down and unleashes the beasts hidden beneath.
Ronnie and Chris’s cocks flop out on display as Lana gently takes each in her hands and slowly caresses them with a light, cautious touch.
“Oh. my. God.”
“You like, baby?” Ronnie says with a smile. And he’s right. He is as thick as a coke can. Chris is long and thin but no less impressive.
Lana looks at me and smiles.
“Baby, you’ve outdone yourself.”
“Do they meet your standard this time?”
She nods enthusiastically.
“I’m just glad you’re happy. Enjoy,” I say as I take out my cock and begin to lightly stroke it to the sight of my wife holding not one, but two eleven inch cocks. One in each of her tiny, manicured hands. Her left hand is wrapped around Chris’s fleshy pole and I see her wedding ring shimmering in the light as it moves up and down the shaft. 
They are each rock hard now as she slowly starts to suck them off, switching back and forth between each dick in intervals of about ten seconds or so.
Both Ronnie and Chris cup her breasts and tweak her nipples while she sucks and strokes them.
From time to time someone moans softly, but it is mostly quiet. 
The calm before the storm.
My wife looks like a true-blue pornstar right now and I feel so hard my cock aches.
But I control my breathing and focus on the show so that I don’t make myself come too quickly. 
“God damn, Lana you suck it so good,” Chris says, “I could watch you suck my dick all.”
She pops her mouth off his cock and looks up at the both of them and smiles.
“Which one of you boys wants to fuck me first?”
Ronnie grins and pulls her up on her feet.
“Bend the fuck over, slut,” he says and smachs her ass hard. Lana swoons and kisses him hard on the mouth before bending over and offering herself to him, doing just what she is told. 
Chris sits down on the couch beneath her head so she can suck him off while Ronnie pounds her from behind.
“Just go slow, don’t hurt me with that --”
Before she can finish, Ronnie grunts and shoves himself inside. All the way inside.
“Don’t tell me how to fuck you, I’m gonna give it to you the way I want. Got it?”
“Fuck yes,” Lana says as her body tenses and then relaxes, opening up to accommodate his girth.
“Suck his dick,” Ronnie says and pushes the back of her head down into Chris’s lap.
Lana opens her mouth as Chris starts to fuck her face in rhythm with Ronnie’s thrusting from behind.
Soon, Lana is cumming hard and loud. She has a double-digit cock deep in her pussy, just like she wanted, and as an added bonus, another halfway down her throat.
My sweet, innocent wife in a devil’s threesome with two of the biggest cocks you’ve ever seen. So, I guess she’s not so innocent anymore and for some reason, I fucking love that.



Chapter Six
Ronnie is making Lana scream and squirt. Something I’ve never seen before but she screams loudly each time and laughs at the overwhelming power of the sensation going through her body.
I’ve lost count at this point but I think she is up to five or six gushes and finally Chris has seen enough.
“Alright, baby. My turn.” 
He stands up as Ronnie pumps a few more times in and out before pulling out of Lana’s stretched and dripping cunt. She slaps her ass hard and then sits down on the couch where Chris just was and exhales heavily as he does it.
“God damn, I’ve never seen a woman squirt so much he says,” then looks over to me, “She do this all the time?”
But before I can answer, Lana does it for me.
“Oh no, he could never. Come to think of it, I don’t think anyone ever has.”
She leans down and kisses Ronnie while playing with the head of his cock. While she does this, Chris decides to kill some time and bends over and puts his face between her legs and starts licking her freshly fucked pussy.
After a little while, he stops and sits down on the couch. He reaches up and softly pulls Lana onto his lap so that she is straddling his legs. 
They make out for a while as Ronnie watches and jerks off. Now there’s two of us watching my wife perform and for the first time I feel a little jealous. This is my show pal, get back in there and entertain me.
But I don’t say that out loud.
“I want you to climb on top and ride my dick nice and slow, baby,” Chris whispers. “I want you to make yourself feel so good with this big dick, you understand me?” 
Lana whimpers and nods as Chris nibbles on her ears, neck, and nipples.
She lowers herself down onto him and gasps.
“Fuck that’s deep,” she says, exhalling as she lowers herself all the way down to the base of his shaft. 
It takes some getting used to but soon she is riding him up and down, up and down going faster and faster as her pussy coats his shaft in creamy white resin.
Soon she is cumming, and cumming, and cumming. 
Again, she squirts a few times.
Finally, Ronnie joins back in. He stands up on the couch and shoves his cock in Lana’s face.
“Suck my dick, bitch,” he says. 
“Yes, baby, anything you want,” she says and starts to suck him off while she bounces up and down on Chris’s cock.
The Eiffel Tower come to life. 
Lana has a few more orgasms and just when I think everyone is getting ready to wrap things up, things take a turn I didn’t expect.
“You gonna let us inside that tight asshole of yours, or what?” Ronnie says nonchalantly. Like asking what time dinner is going to be served.
Lana looks down at Chris.
“I’m good, not really an anal guy.”
“That’s the best part,” Ronnie says with a sly smile.
“I’ve never done that before, I’m not sure I could…” Lana says.
“Trust me, baby. You can and you’ll absolutely love it. It’ll change your world.”
It all happens fast.
No one, including me, has stuck their dick inside Lana’s asshole before. She’s never done anal. Always scared to try. And believe me, I tried often to get her to reconsider in our younger days, but after a while I just gave up.
That’s why my head starts to spin when she looks up and says, sweetly, “Ok, just don’t hurt me with that thing. Go slow and if I say stop, you have to stop.”
Ronnie smiles.
“For this, I promise. I’ll be gentle. And I also promise you’re gonna come harder than you ever have in your life.”
Wait, what?
Did Lana just say that?
Before I can object or call a timeout or anything, Ronnie has his dick lubed up and he’s positioned himself behind Lana who is still riding Chris, but more slowly now.
“Ready, baby?”
Lana looks back, a little nervous, maybe even scared but there’s also a look in her eyes that says she fully wants it. 
And she nods as she watches behind her to see Ronnie slowly shoving his massive, soda can cock into her tight asshole.
She reaches down to the couch and grabs fistfulls of fabric and buries her head inside Chris’s neck and gently bites down to muffle a scream.
Then she pops back up, eyes wide, and starts to ride them both like a wild woman.
I have never seen anything like it.
She looks like a woman possessed and in her element. She is in another world. Another plane of existence. A level of pleasure and intensity that I can simply not, not even in my wildest dreams, comprehend. 
Soon she is coming. Like really, really cumming. Unlike the other times. This is other-worldly. She shrieks and screams and moans and writhes and shakes and smiles. 
“That’s it baby, let it out. Enjoy it,” Ronnie says as he grabs a handful of her hair and pulls her head back to stick his tongue into her open mouth and kiss her. 
“Fuck, this feels so fucking good, oh my god. Fuck.”
I see Chris beneath her beginning to tense up and start to unload inside her.
“I’m gonna come,” he says.
Which only makes Lana thrust harder. “Give it to me,” she says, “give me that hot nut, come inside me. That’s it, ohh yes I feel it. So warm and delicious.”
Chris moans and groans as Lana milks every last drop out of him with her pussy.
Then she looks back at Ronnie who is ready to explode too.
“Where do you want it baby?” he asks. A perfect gentleman. 
“On my face,” she whispers. 
“Get down on your knees then,” he says and pulls out.
Lana hops off Chris’s lap and drops to her knees on the floor in front of Ronnie and opens her mouth, sticking her tongue out like she’s at the doctor’s for a check up. 
“Ahh,” she says.
And Ronnie sprays her tongue and face with a massive load of thick white jizz that she cannot get enough of. She grabs his cock and sucks on the tip while jerking the shaft, coaxing the last drops into her greedy mouth.
“Mmm, thank you,” she says and kisses the head of his cock. She turns around and does the same to Chris’s cock.
“No, thank you. That was phenomenal.”
“Yeah, really incredible.”
They both turn to me.
“You are one lucky man to be married to this woman,” Ronnie says with a smile.
“Thanks for sharing,” Chris says.
I nod and smile back.
They quickly get dressed and leave. They each kiss Lana on the cheek and say their goodbyes, but within ten minutes of nutting, they are each gone. Like ghosts in the night.

. . .

For a moment, I wonder if we’ll ever see them again, but a moment is all I have before Lana is on top of me, sliding my cock inside her freshly-fucked, and full of cum pussy.
“Mmm, did you like that baby?”
“Yes,” I whisper.
“How does that pussy feel?”
“Wet and warm.”
“You like fucking me with another man’s cum inside me?”
“Fuck. Yes, I do.”
“Kiss me,” she says.
And I obey.
The taste is bitter and acrid. She swallowed all of Ronnie’s cum, but there’s still some drying on her face and I can taste it on her breath, but honestly it drives me wild. 
I don’t know how to explain it but I guess you just have to experience it for yourself. 
Or not. Do whatever feels right.
“How do you feel this time?” Lana asks and leans back as she rocks her hips on my cock.
I’m so close to coming, I can barely focus, but I try to give an honest answer.
“Better. Great, actually. That was so hot,” I say. And I’m telling the truth.
“Really?” Her face lights up with excitement and she kisses me again and rides me faster and harder.
Soon I bust a nut deep inside her.
We revel in the moment for a few minutes on the couch before we take showers and open another bottle of wine. 
We cuddle in bed for a while, mostly in silence just enjoying being in each other’s arms. Then we make love. Soft, slow, tender, love.
Then we fuck. Like wild animals. 
We repeat the cycle into the deep hours of the night and pass out, totally spent. 
Before I close my eyes, I whisper I love you into the dark.
And I hear Lana reply, I love big dicks...and I love you even more in reply.
We laugh and live happily ever after. 
Seriously, we really do.

THE END
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