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IF SOMEONE HAD told me that Hannah and I would one day have an event hosted for us, the one thing I’d have correctly guessed was that it would be purely because of Hannah. Her career was by far the more likely to take off—I could see her delivering a keynote speech, or being celebrated for some major achievement, or running some society or charity in what little spare time she had.

What I never would have guessed was exactly why, and how, she was being celebrated.

She had done it before, a fact that I had only recently found out. At the club that she had frequented in the years before we met, where she knew most of the staff intimately (in more ways than one), she had been the focus of whole nights, an audience hand-picked and invited at her behest.

At the first, she took on five men.

The next time, that was eight.

The third involved twelve men.

This time would be different. For one thing, she was married now, and her husband would be present, eager to know exactly what a night like this would be like—for her, in the middle of it all, and for me, watching from the sidelines.

And for another, this time she was aiming to have twenty men.

The logistics had been taken care of, with the kind of organization and eye for detail that bizarrely reminded me of the military operation with which Hannah made our wedding run so smoothly. I deliberately didn’t get too involved (in planning this, not the wedding), so it was surreal watching TV in the evenings while she sat at the dining table with her reading glasses on and leaned over a screen filled with admin.

There were a few people who she wanted to include. The date would have to work for all of them. And there were applications for the remaining spaces, all of which needed to be reviewed by her for her personal approval or rejection.

There were over a hundred of those. These guys didn’t know who it was that they were hoping to bang, but they were given a carefully cropped photo and a handful of details that were enough to have most of the club’s male members falling all over themselves to take their shot.

“How’s it going over there?” I asked, affecting as casual a tone as possible as I sipped a beer and watched a sketch show.

“Well, I have new respect for every event planner I’ve ever met.”

“And just think, those girls aren’t getting laid at the end of it.”

She shook her head and laughed. “True. Although the event itself is hard work, too.”

Every time I saw her ‘working’ on her special night, I instantly became excited in that warped, confusing way that I did whenever Hannah’s old club came to mind. I had already seen things there that I never thought I’d see—much less enjoy. And yet those things would probably pale in comparison to what was coming.

“Why don’t you take a break and come tell me about it?”

She smirked as she looked over her glasses. “I thought you didn’t want to know anything before the big night.”

“No, but I’d love to know what happened the last three times that was such ‘hard work’.”

The teasing got her. She pulled a weary expression and rolled her eyes, but she slid out from her chair, strode across the room with her glass of Sauvignon Blanc and joined me on the couch.

“Any more of that, and you might not be invited,” she smirked, stealing a chip from my bowl.

Though I wouldn’t want to miss it for the world, that was a hell of a thought: her going out and entertaining a crowd of men while her husband was at home. I felt my cock stiffen.

“Seriously, what does happen at these things?” I asked, wrapping an arm around her waist. Ever since the moment when she had first introduced me to this lifestyle of hers, I found that touching her even in the most innocent sense was electrifying, as if what she had done in front of me at that club meant she had transcended our marriage; I felt weirdly fortunate just to put my hand on my own wife’s hip.

And God, did her hip feel good through the thin fabric of her nightdress. I kissed the soft skin of her neck.

“I guess you’ll find out soon enough,” she smiled, cradling my head in her hand and enjoying the attention.

“Just a teaser?” I gently pressed my lips lower, down towards her shoulder.

“I could give you some clues.”

“I’ll take that.”

She exhaled as I moved down to her cleavage, savoring the feel of her warm, smooth breasts where they emerged from the top of her nightdress.

“I’ve learned to handle four men at once.”

I groaned, dying to know what that would look like. “And how do you do that?”

“Clues only, I said.”

I peeled the straps of her nightdress over her shoulders and let them slide down her arms, so that I could easily free her breasts from the fabric. Her nipples were stiffening already—whether that was a result of our conversation now, or from her solo time perusing applications from all of those men, I didn’t really care.

“I’ll give you one more,” she sighed, wrapping her arm around me as I kissed and fondled her shapely chest.

“Go on.”

“You know there’s a certain act that I was never a big fan of. I just tried it a couple times when I was part of a… combination.”

“Mmhmm.”

“Well, ever since that night at the club, letting Paul do that to me…”

My cock throbbed at the memory of the club owner fucking my wife in the ass. First as part of the duo that double-teamed her, pumping both of her holes in front of me. And then, once Hannah had seen the shock and lust that it induced in her watching husband, one more time just for the anal sex, at her insistence.

She had told me afterwards that it was the first time she had ever truly enjoyed it.

“I suppose that’s going to be a necessity next time.”

“Unfortunately, yes.”

I sucked her nipple and gently squeezed her breasts with my hand, before sliding it down the length of her nightdress and landing on the bare flesh just above her knee.

“It sounds terrible.”

“It is,” she sighed, shivering at my touch, now running slowly up her inner thigh. “And that’s why you’ll have to help me prepare.”

I hesitated for a second, not sure if I had heard her correctly, before resuming my attentions on her breasts and letting my fingers continue towards her pussy. “What do you suggest I do?”

I could hear the amused smile in her voice as she replied, “I want you to fuck me in the ass. Now.”

I never really cared for anal sex. I just didn’t see any more appeal to it than vaginal sex.

Until now.

The idea of trying it again, knowing that I would get to experience my wife in the new ways that other men were going to experience her, was much more of a turn-on.

I pulled her on top of me and she gladly straddled me, pulling me back to her ample chest and gently pressing herself down over the bulge in my sweatpants. She kissed me deeply as she worked my cock into a lustful rage, pulsing against her warm groin.

She yanked my T-shirt away, and then kneeled beside me as she tugged her panties down and free of her legs. As she took my sweatpants off, she pulled my hand between her legs and pressed it to her hot folds, moaning as my finger slipped into her entrance. She softly rolled her tongue up the length of my shaft, making me shudder.

She had always had a great sex drive, but our first foray to her old club had released something inside her—something which was alien to me but, I realized, was always there beneath the surface. She had lived a very different life before me, before our conventional, monogamous relationship, and after settling into married life something clearly had to give.

I never thought I would be okay with having a wife who openly pursued desires like hers, or even with having a wife who had simply done so in the past. But I was more than okay with it. It had struck some chord with me, and now I took pleasure in what I knew about her previous experiences, and lusted for her extramarital activities at least as much as she did.

The Hannah I was experiencing right now, her pussy radiating heat and sopping wet against my hand as she eagerly pumped and slurped my cock, was not the Hannah who I had known until recently. And I never wanted to go back.

Sensing that I was nearing climax, my shaft rigid and slick with pre-come and her saliva, she pulled herself away and turned. Pulling her nightdress up and over her hips, she presented me with a clear view of her ass. With one finger she rubbed at her clit and the juicy sheen that was smeared across her folds, and then she slid it behind her, found her asshole, and slowly pressed it inside.

“Fuck,” she whispered, shivering involuntarily, and then she repeated the action.

I hurriedly got into position behind her and rubbed my own spit onto my already soaked member. The sight before me and the prospect of what came next were no different to the occasions when we had tried anal together earlier in our relationship, but it felt very different now. I just couldn’t get into it back then, probably because I found the act kind of dirty, and impersonal. Ironically, I was all in now—despite the context being even dirtier and a whole lot less personal.

I pressed the spongy head against her tight asshole. I don’t know what I was expecting, but it was surprising somehow that its entrance was still so confined after what I had seen Paul, the club owner, do to it. The guy had pounded her ass with his sizeable cock as hard and fast as I had ever fucked her pussy, and had left her crumpled in a daze of pleasure. She had told me afterwards that she felt like she was nearing orgasm doing that with him, but never quite got there.

I eased in, adding more spit to my cock, though her juices were helping to lighten the pressure. She whined and whimpered, clutching the arm of the couch, but she pulled at my hip to spur me on. I was part way in when I began to gently thrust back and forth, and her hips matched and then overtook my range of motion, so that with a few more thrusts her ass clamped down over the rest of my shaft. I was completed buried in her behind.

I fought to suppress the throb of my cock for her sake, but I was too far gone. It abruptly stood rigid and bulged inside her, and she gasped and trembled in response.

“Fuck, are you okay?”

“Do it again,” she said, hoarsely.

This time I deliberately tensed my shaft against the tight tunnel of her ass, and she moaned deeply and sultrily and rocked back against me.

“Oh, God.” This voice barely sounded like Hannah now. “Fuck me. Fuck my ass. I want to practice before I take someone else.”

I didn’t think I’d ever hear better dirty talk than that. My cock swelled and throbbed beyond my control, as hard as concrete, and for a moment I thought this surge of blood would never relent. She just fell into the couch and played with her clit, whining ‘yes’ amongst a series of curse words. I wasn’t worried about being too rough anymore.

Holding her hips in a vice grip I went for it, pounding her ass, savoring the smothering sensation around my sensitive cock. The sight of her bouncing against my cock with her hand frantically rubbing her clit was almost enough to make me come immediately, but I fought it, driven by the memory of her nearly coming with Paul.

But with Paul, she hadn’t been playing with her pussy. With my sudden jackhammering of her ass and her racing fingers on her clit, she came within seconds, her tunnel constricting my embedded cock.

She moaned out in ecstasy, and I spurted uncontrollably up her ass.

***

ONE MONTH LATER

“You look… beautiful,” I said, admiring the sight of my wife as she stepped out of our room to present herself.

“Trying to sweet talk me into staying home with you instead?”

“No, but hell, I probably wouldn’t mind.”

I would, though, and her smirk showed that she knew it too. We had come this far, the anticipation building for weeks, and against my better judgment I had no reason to get cold feet.

Still, I would have taken her for myself immediately if given the chance.

She wore a mini dress which, though short above the thighs and baring her shoulders, was actually pretty modest—she could easily get away with wearing it on an evening out with her friends. But the color of the dress and her heels was a deliberate choice: white, with our upcoming two-year wedding anniversary in mind. She would be dressed in a symbol of our wedding day as she embarked on a night with twenty men. How long those clothes would stay on for was anyone’s guess.

She wrapped her arms over my shoulders and pulled me in for a kiss. Not the type of steamy, charged kiss that had become more and more commonplace between us in the build-up to this evening, but a gentle, loving one with no immediate motive behind it. It was just a tender moment between husband and wife.

A wife who was about to suck and fuck a room full of men in front of said husband.

We arrived early, at Hannah’s insistence. I had thought she would want to turn up fashionably late, to keep them waiting and build up some suspense, but apparently I was way off the mark. In her words, that would merely leave “a room full of horny, frustrated men with no one to talk to but each other”; clearly I still had much to learn about Hannah’s world.

“Do you know how you’re going to do this?” I asked, as we each nursed a drink at the otherwise empty bar and waited for the official ‘starting time’, five minutes away now.

“You just can’t not know, can you?”

I shrugged. “Just making sure you’re all set. Like the caring husband I am.”

“Save the caring husband stuff for afterwards, when I’m going to need it.”

I felt my cock swell, and clearly she noticed it. She glanced down and raised her eyebrows, shaking her head.

“You’re gonna have to pace yourself, mister.”

“Easier said than done.”

Just after the clock hit the hour, the doors swung open. Four men entered at once, having evidently been queuing together. I could only imagine how that must have looked.

Hannah must have had her pick of the bunch among the membership, because each of them was either noticeably good-looking, athletic, or a bit of both. There were a few nerves, but my wife was no stranger to this, and her casual demeanor seemed to put them all at ease. With a drink in hand and some small talk, the atmosphere in the room became a lot more comfortable, even though the face of every guy in that room was etched with the tense wait for the evening to start for real.

She wasn’t to be rushed, though, and she waited for more to arrive. They trickled in, several whom she knew, and others who were total strangers. There were now enough people in the room that, on a few occasions, I found myself in a separate side conversation away from my wife. At first, it made me feel uncomfortable beyond belief to be stuck chatting with one of the guys who were about to screw her, but the light conversation and unexpected compliments—“you’re a lucky man”, “boy, I hope I find a wife like that”—strangely made it all seem a little less awkward.

After half an hour, thirteen men had turned up, and were all patiently waiting with a drink in hand for the action to start. And given that it would set a new record for her, Hannah had told me in advance that she’d wait for thirteen until she moved the party upstairs.

She announced to the room that she was heading up to the playroom, and then she strode for the stairs, leaving the flock of men behind her jostling to be among the first to join her up there.

I stood to one side as two men took the lead, one loosening the zip at the edge of Hannah’s dress before delicately peeling it down her body with the help of the other.

To my surprise, she was wearing nothing at all under there. Practical, I guess, but straight away it was a striking sight: my wife standing before a crowd of men, displaying her perfect, shapely breasts and her pussy, freshly waxed and—for the first time that I had seen—completely devoid of any hair.

This start to proceedings seemed so cold, so transactional, with no build-up or foreplay at all. But I guess that came with the territory. It went without saying that the group of men were ready to go, with several prominent bulges around the room that I couldn’t help but reluctantly notice, but Hannah was on the same level as them. Her breathing was quickening, her cheeks were flushed, her nipples jutted out with excitement—and her pussy lips were pink and engorged with her arousal.

Eager to begin, the two men who had undressed her had maneuvered her close to the largest bed, located in the very center of the room. But it turned out she knew exactly how she wanted to start things off.

Striding forward in her heels, the only clothing that was left, she radiated confidence. My wife stood in the middle of that pack of men, all staring hungrily at her perfect body, and then she effortlessly lowered herself to the floor. She licked her lips provocatively and jutted out her breasts as she rested on her knees.

Somehow, as zips slid open and bodies shuffled around her, there was nothing demeaning or even intimidating about this scene. I stayed close, just in case, but I didn’t want to be among the throng converging upon her and I didn’t get the sense that any of these guys were going to cause any problems. She was commanding the room now.

Making sure they got their just rewards, Hannah looked for the two guys who had started things off and beckoned them over. Cocks of different shapes and sizes (predictably, nothing below average) were now being directed at my naked wife from all angles; it was a crude, arresting image that would have haunted and reviled most husbands, but I was not one of them.

Hannah had savored her memories of taking several men at once, and fantasized about handling more. Maybe I was the type of guy who was always going to end up fantasizing about having a wife who would do this, or maybe I just wanted whatever she wanted. Either way, I was hard as a rock as she took those first two cocks in her hands and began pumping.

The two thick shafts tensing in her fists, she wordlessly turned those keen blue eyes on the nearest of the remaining men, a heavyset black dude called Aaron. With the smallest flicker in her gaze she silently summoned him over, and he approached with a dick that was as thick as anything I’d seen in a porno. He stood immediately before her and she tilted her chin upwards, until he got the message and held his member toward her mouth.

Without breaking her stride as she jerked off the men on either side, she leaned forward and sunk her lips over the head. She slowly bore down the shaft, her lips straining against his girth. Her cheeks were unnaturally stretched, her pretty face squeezing to accommodate that massive thing. It was a surreal touch to the unforgettable sight of her servicing three men at once.

I wondered how this was going to play out—would she give every guy a quick tease, a wild opening salvo to get them good and hard for the next part of the night? But she kept on going with those same three men, leaving several others in the background having to make do with slowly beating themselves off in anticipation of their shot with Hannah.

She would mix it up from time to time by swapping cocks between her hand and mouth, but she pretty much kept to the same rhythm throughout, bobbing her head up and down the middle guy’s length while jacking off the other two. And that lucky three were all nearing boiling point.

One of the two in her hands squeezed his eyes shut, his face reddening. “Oh, fuck…”

Before he lost control, Hannah turned to him with her mouth open and let him splat her tongue and face with his scattershot blasts. After his last few globs had shot out over her neck and cleavage and she was sure that she had milked him of everything he had, she casually turned her cream-plastered face back to the cock in front of her, resumed vigorously sucking it, and held out a hand for the next guy to step forward.

And that’s how she continued when the guy she was blowing lost his cool, and added his seed to the load that was oozing down her face and upper body—though some of it, like the first guy’s, hit the target on her tongue, giving him the luxury of watching it get swallowed down my wife’s throat. She then just looked for the next willing volunteer to step forward and get the same hands-free blowjob. The other guy getting serviced by hand blew his load shortly after that and got replaced, meaning she now had a whole new set of three in her fists and mouth.

She went on and on, making one man after another come over her, a staggering amount of ejaculate now splattered across her face, hair, shoulders and chest. Three more men had joined the melee since we came upstairs, and a bizarre scenario had unfolded where anyone who was still waiting had to choose between being one of the two men being jacked off to a quick relief or waiting for the chance to use her mouth. It meant that eventually she was left with a cluster of the latter group, all hopeful for a blowjob, but when there was a free hand ready to dish out another orgasm, one of them always gave in and stepped forward.

After a relentless frenzy of pumping and sucking, she had milked every one of them. Sixteen men. I felt like I was in some kind of shock, the reality of it hitting me harder with each new man who stepped forward. And she was visibly tired and short of breath. Aside from the quick breaks during each transition, which she had dragged out more and more in the later stages, her jaw had been clamped around a cock with her arms jerking two others for the best part of an hour.

It had been a herculean effort. She labored back to her feet, the sweat and come that glazed her features and upper body now reflecting the low lighting nearby. She wiped her damp hair from her face and looked at me in a daze.

“Guys, go take a breather at the bar,” I called out to the group, all of them now fully dressed once more and spread out across the room. “She’ll come back down when she’s freshened up.”

They followed the instructions and filed back out of the room and down the stairs, leaving Hannah and me alone for a moment of privacy in the enormous playroom.

She exhaled and moaned, rubbing her jaw and shaking her wrists. I took her hand and pulled her back to the middle bed, then encouraged her to lie down. She threw herself back across the mattress and closed her eyes, desperate to recharge.

Her pussy was still swollen and pink with arousal, her folds visibly soaked. I badly wanted to help wash away the aches and pains she was feeling. I reached between her legs and slid one finger up the length of her slit, and she shuddered at my touch.

“Fuck, Steve…”

I repeated it and she moaned in spite of herself, a series of strange, helpless whines. There was no want in these noises, only need. She had just put herself through a marathon, and was now in such a fragile, overwrought state that it was as though coming was a necessity.

Which was all the better for me, because I wasn’t letting her go back to those men until she had come with me.

Even if her upper half was still covered in semen. Especially because of that.

I kneeled down at the foot of the bed and kissed up her thigh. She let out a deep sigh, moving only to rest her legs over my shoulders, the cool leather of the backs of her high heels against my spine.

I slipped my finger inside her and it slid in more easily than ever, her entrance hot to the touch. I immediately added a second, without much resistance. She let out a high-pitched gasp.

I lowered my face to her pussy, savoring the thick, sweet scent of her lust, and pressed my tongue between her lips. She churned against me, every little touch or movement firing her up. I wondered, as I obligingly lapped at her slit, if what I was feeling now was anything like how she had felt as she went to town on each of those cocks.

Perhaps, in the superficial sense: me down on my knees, itching to make her come, with her in the position of power and thrusting herself against me, taking full advantage of my subjugation.

But it was more than that. I had mounted her and reclaimed her after watching her getting fucked and spit roasted in this club. But now, this felt to me like some duty to care for her, to soothe her tired, aching body, to reward her selflessness with her own moment of gratification. And I could tell it felt different to her, too. She gratefully stroked my shoulders and neck, lightly scratched her fingernails up my nape and through my hair.

I plunged both fingers in and out of her sodden pussy, and while I licked her she ground back harshly against me. Her movements made it clear that she wanted me on her nub and nowhere else, and I ditched my well-worn routines and my usual compulsion to touch it sparingly until the end. She didn’t want to be teased now. She needed a release.

I held my tongue flat against her thrusting clit and massaged it, straining my neck to keep my nose clear of her mound just to breathe. But her movements soon overpowered me, and she was doing all the work, grinding her clit against my sore tongue as my fingers fucked her harder.

“Yes, yes,” she cried, in a soft, meek voice that I had never heard before.

It belied what was about to happen.

“Oh, oh my god,” she yelled out. She lunged up off the mattress, those come-glazed tits looming over me, and she gripped my head with her thighs. For a moment her heels dug into my back, giving me a sharp pain, but I didn’t want to interrupt her.

She softly cradled my head with both hands as she swirled her clit against my tongue, moaning out in ecstasy. It kept going in powerful waves, making me think of all those men pumping their loads across her mouth. The thrill of being used like this was new to me but intoxicating.

It wasn’t clear exactly when it stopped. She relaxed against me, still holding my head in her hands and thighs as she caught her breath, and every so often I would think it was over, only to be squeezed by another powerful spasm. But eventually it was just me and her in the near-dark, her beautiful body slumped over me as her loud panting filled the room.

She released me, closed her eyes, and patted a space next to her. I joined her on the bed, and when she had taken a moment to revive, she started to pull at my belt.

“Let me,” I said, and stripped myself of my pants and boxers.

My cock was free at last, doused with a level of pre-come to rival the mess clinging to my wife’s body. As though it was tired from spending so much of the evening holding itself up at unprecedented levels of rigidity, it leaned out in a strange, confused, partial erection.

Hannah reached out to take hold of it, but I swatted her away.

“Just rest for a moment,” I told her, gripping my shaft and pumping it back to full hardness.

“Okay,” she said, though she looked reluctant to leave me to handle it by myself.

I admired her stunning body—those luscious legs and thighs, her toned abdomen now drizzled with the come that had run down from her ample tits. I stared at the perverse sight of her chest, coated by all of those men, as I jerked off.

Without warning she took my other hand, pulled it upwards, and then slapped it down and pinned it against the mess on her tits.

I came instantly.

She had already arranged with the club management to have access to a full bathroom in the back. She got in the shower and hurriedly hosed herself down, scrubbed herself all over, and then quickly washed and conditioned her hair. While she was drying off with a towel and a blow dryer, I jumped into the shower for a rinse of my own, using liberal amounts of soap until I felt clean again after what I had touched.

“How are you feeling?” I asked her while drying myself.

“A lot better after this. For a moment back there, I thought I had nothing left to give tonight.”

“It was impressive… in the most fucked up way.”

“Thank you, I think.”

“And it’s a hell of a new record.”

She smirked and shook her head as she slipped her dress back on.

“It’s only a new record when I’ve fucked them all.”

We headed back down to the bar. Every one of the group had stayed, patiently waiting for a turn between my wife’s legs. We joined them for another drink—in Hannah’s case, a much-needed espresso martini—and waited as the late arrivals trickled in.

The group was up to nineteen now, and the club doorman Kyle was among them. He had been one of her favorites ever since her early days attending parties at this club; to someone meeting him for the first time, it wouldn’t be immediately obvious why she liked him so much, until they saw the size of his package. It hardly looked real.

But I hadn’t realized the guest list was going to include an employee, and I felt a shiver of excitement at the realization that I was going to see that enormous weapon embedded inside my wife again tonight.

First, though, Hannah wanted to make the newcomers feel welcome.

One by one, she led them by the hand to the same empty area of the bar, in an arrangement of her choosing. Obviously, she was only ever going to put one man in the middle, and when she went back down on her knees it was Kyle’s shaft that slid between her lips. She jerked and slurped those three cocks until she was splattered in come all over again, this time with her dress still on, leaving it sullied.

Holding my hand, she had me join her as she left the room for a quick wash. Having brushed her teeth and gargled some mouthwash, she kissed me deeply. Her tongue now felt alien as it aggressively wrestled my own and probed my mouth.

The places that thing had been, the things it had done… no amount of Listerine could make me forget. My cock raged with envy.

She wrapped herself in a clean towel robe that the club had left for her there, and led us back out into the corridor.

“Okay. I’m ready.”

I watched her head back up to the playroom, her ass sashaying against the robe, and then I walked back to the bar area to tell nineteen men they could go and fuck her.

I led them up the stairs, my heart hammering my chest. All I knew to expect was that, in Hannah’s words, this would now be a “free for all”. She had fulfilled her fantasy of servicing them all on her knees, and now she was about to work them some more while getting stuffed at the same time.

When I reached the playroom, I found that she already had company: she was sitting on a man’s lap and giggling about something as he peeled that robe open. As I drew closer, he looked up and I saw his face in the light.

“Paul?”

“Hello again—Steve, was it?”

“The missing man finally showed up,” Hannah said, smiling up at me. “I’ve never had every single guy turn up before.”

“Those other men should be kicking themselves,” Paul said, nonchalantly sliding the robe off her torso and freeing her chest.

She pulled it down to the ground, and then took his hand and guided it to one of her breasts.

“For those who may not know me, I’m the owner of this club,” he said, looking out across the gathering crowd as he toyed with her nipple and made her shiver. “And I have… a thing… for married women. I’ll be needing a moment with Hannah first, and then the rest of you can have your fill.”

A few men grumbled and headed back to the bar for another drink, but most of the crowd was too excited about the next part of the night to care about waiting a little longer. So with an audience behind her, Hannah got down on her knees, took out Paul’s hefty member, and began pumping it with her fist and mouth.

This was just a brief prelude, though. After Paul had surveyed the room, his domineering streak satisfied that he was on top here, he looked down at my wife’s pretty face in his lap and enjoyed her attentions on his cock until he was ready to ramp things up.

“Hannah, get on all fours. Face your husband and all your admirers.”

With a breathless smile she did as she was told, taking up her position fully naked on the bed and jutting her ass out as he kneeled behind her. He smirked one more time at me and the rest of the room, and then he gripped his shaft and pressed it under her. I couldn’t see this in any detail, given she was facing towards me, but it was clear he was inside her when her eyes rolled upwards and she took a sharp intake of breath.

He gripped her hips, dragged her back against him with an excited yelp, and buried himself all the way. Then he proceeded to fuck her, increasingly hard and fast, until she was bouncing back and forth along the bed. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back. The room was now filled with her husky moan, his stifled grunts, and the slap of her ass against his groin.

He kept going until he was absolutely pounding her. After a little while, she abruptly opened her eyes, leaned forward, and looked right at me with a plaintive expression. “Oh, God…”

She came with her eyes trained on mine, trembling beneath him, her tits bouncing enticingly as he kept pummeling her pussy. His ego clearly stroked, he shuddered within seconds, spurting into her while her orgasm was still going.

Then, as she leaned against the mattress and took deep breaths, he whispered something into her ear, pulled his pants back on, and blithely stepped out of the room.

Kyle had jostled into position near the bed, warning off any would-be rivals with his giant cock already primed and standing proudly on display. It seemed to have set the tone, with a few well-endowed others standing at the front, including Aaron, the stocky black guy who she had blown at the start of the night.

Looking at Kyle, she smiled and beckoned him over, and then as he stood at the edge of the bed she lay back and parted her legs. She let him pull her by the thighs until she was wrapped around his waist, and then that massive member parted her folds.

He gradually sank into her, indifferent to the come oozing down her thighs as he dislodged it. In fact, no one seemed to show any hesitation—Paul’s sloppy claim to her pussy only seemed to spur on the other men, all of them itching to take their turn. The other ‘larger’ men rounded the bed to be serviced by my wife once again, and spotting Aaron and his shockingly thick cock, she pulled him to her face and slipped his bulging glans back into her mouth.

I stood next to the bed and watched as Kyle fucked her pussy, Aaron pumped her thrusting mouth, and two others were jerked off in her hands. It was obvious that she had done this before—her every movement was fluid and in time, with nothing deterring her. Her pussy was overwhelmed by that giant shaft as much as her mind was by the filthy reality of taking so many men at once, and within a couple of minutes she was coming, grinding back against Kyle and humming contentedly against Aaron’s cock.

A new chain began, each man either coming across her torso or into either end, and their replacement immediately stepping in. As her body rocked back and forth with the motion, the pool of come across her tits and stomach shone in the light, and a glaze of sweat broke out again across her face and body.

Paul re-entered the room some time later, when Hannah had been through about half of the men. Seeing him appear at the foot of the bed, she suddenly let go of the men gathered around her and stopped the guy who was fucking her. She pointed to the mattress and said something to him, and he nodded and helped her up.

I realized what was about to happen. Paul had come back for a specific reason.

The guy who was previously between Hannah’s legs took her position on the bed and she straddled him, reaching down to rub her clit and her juicy, slick pussy. She smeared the residue over her ass, plunging her fingers in to prepare herself for a fifth cock to join the fray.

She then coaxed each of the other three men closer so that she could reach them, and she sank down against the cock beneath her while taking the rest in her mouth and hands. She was a sweaty, flushed, come-slathered mess, yet no one in that room took issue with it, especially me. She radiated the filthiest kind of sex appeal. Her body was being used in every possible way, which was exactly what she wanted, and neither her stamina nor her arousal showed any sign of abating.

Paul climbed up onto the bed behind her and pressed his cock to her shining tight hole, and gently pressed. Her high-pitched whine filled the room, but she thrusted her butt backwards to encourage him.

With a few soft thrusts he entered her, and I watched in awe at my wife’s three holes all now being filled and stretched. She hungrily sucked, jerked, and bucked her hips between the two cocks planted between her legs, enjoying this more than any of those men. When her next orgasm hit her she fell still, her pussy and ass still being pounded hard, before yelling out in bliss amongst the throng of bodies.

She kept going until every man had come into her at least twice since we’d returned to the playroom, at least one of those times being in her pussy or her ass. I lost count of her orgasms.

When the party was officially over, with Kyle returning to his usual role and shepherding the crowd down the stairs, it was just the two of us left on that sodden, wrecked bed.

She said nothing. She just smiled with weary eyes, parted her legs, and gestured for me to get on top.

Having endured such an agonizing wait, my cock and balls were a darker color than I thought was possible, and my erection was painful. I slid inside her sticky wet pussy, and as much as I tried at first, there was no avoiding all of the come that was spread across her upper body and thighs. She was covered. As I began to softly fuck her, I just accepted it, and it added a new, sick edge to my reinvigorated lust for her.

My physical discomfort was washed away with an overpowering tingle that emanated along my cock and throughout my whole body. Her arms and legs wrapped around me, and I felt the cold, tacky shock of the residue on her body smearing against mine. Catching me unawares, she kissed me, and I tasted and smelled the taint of her infidelity.

I had been inside her for less than a minute. My body shivered, and I was overcome by an orgasm so powerful that I couldn’t even keep pumping. I collapsed against her body and emptied the biggest load of my life into her.

We returned to the back of the club and the private bathroom. I left her to soak in the tub while I showered, dried off, and changed into clean clothes.

Were it not for the number of times and the intensity with which I had seen her come, I would have thought she was broken by the experience—she had needed my help just to walk down the stairs. If I had needed any reassurance, I got it when I emerged from the shower to find her rubbing her clit in the bath, and then moaning sultrily as yet another orgasm came over her.

I waited outside the bathroom and gave her a few minutes of privacy and quiet time. I didn’t expect to hear her coming a second time.

When she came out, we went to the bar area, where the barman poured us each one last glass of wine and then left us to enjoy our drinks in peace.

“Did that live up to your expectations?” I asked her.

She blew her cheeks out and stared forward in a daze. Even after a soak in the bath, her eyes looked exhausted, her cheeks still pink, her body stiff and clearly sore.

“I think I aimed a little too high.”

“I don’t. You looked incredible—it was like you were made to do that.”

“That’s strangely sweet,” she said, resting her head on my shoulder.

We sipped our drinks in silence for a while.

“What about you?” she asked me.

“I didn’t really know what to expect. But I never expected to see anything like that.”

“I’ll assume that’s a good thing.”

“Can’t believe I’m saying it, but yes.”

The door to the bar area swung open behind us, and we turned to see Paul entering the room.

“Look who it is. I thought you’d left,” Hannah smiled. It seemed like even when she was as sated and drained as she could possibly be, she couldn’t help but flirt with this guy.

“Just wanted to catch you for a moment before you leave,” he said, pulling out a bar stool and sitting next to her. “There’s something I wanted to ask you.”

“Fire away.”

“Keep this to yourselves, but I’m about to wrap up a deal to take over a certain Caribbean resort that caters to the same type of audience as this club.”

“Oh, wow. That has to be setting you back.”

He stifled a smug grin. “Well, as you might know, we’ve expanded to a few other cities in the time that you left us. The business is doing well.”

“Did you come here to ask me something, or to get in my pants again, Paul? Because I think I’m kinda done for the night.”

“I’m sure you are. No, I have a proposition for you.”

He took a deep breath as we waited for him to go on. Suddenly, this seemed like it was going to be something big.

“I want to open our doors to a slightly different crowd, as well as the usual types. Single people attending a lifestyle club is one thing, but flying out for a whole vacation… it isn’t a big part of the business model. Which I think is a missed opportunity.

“I’m looking to put on nights catered to affluent single people who want to fly out to the tropics for a few days and have a good time. As you might suspect, when single folks are eligible to attend a night at this club, the demographic skews overwhelmingly male, and it’ll be the same problem at a resort.

“And that’s where you come in. We need to balance things a bit, and there is only one way we’re going to achieve that at the start. I’m offering a select few ladies a free two-week stay during the first month. No strings attached. Think of it like a ‘Ladies Get In Free’ night.”

He smiled and sat back in his chair, watching her as she digested this. She turned to me, only to find me mirroring Paul. She didn’t need to hear what I thought, because she already knew.

Hannah took a deep breath. “That’s a big offer, Paul.”

“Well, it could benefit all of us. A guaranteed, active female contingent for singles’ nights. An unrivalled experience for our paying male guests. And a successful re-launch for the resort.”

She looked pensive. “I’m gonna have to think about this… how to even get the time off—”

He held up a hand. “No pressure. This would be in the spring at the earliest. And I only want you to accept if you want to.”

She glanced over at me. “What about my husband?”

“I thought you might ask that. I can offer you a free two weeks, and your husband can join you for the last three days for free.”

We looked at one another, silently communicating our temptation.

“Think it over,” he said, standing up and straightening out his jacket. “And get back to me. I believe you’re friendly with Tammy on the front desk—she’ll put us in touch. Enjoy the rest of your night.”

With that he stroked her shoulder, patted mine, and then left the room.

“What do you think?” I asked her, after a stunned pause.

She replied slowly, lost in thought. “I’d be alone out there for a week and a half.”

“In paradise.”

“I’d have to go to singles’ hook-up events in the evenings.”

“And...?”

“I’m in if you are.”

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.
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