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I leaned against the kitchen counter, sipping my morning coffee as I watched my wife move from room to room, preparing for her upcoming business trip. Comfort hummed softly to herself, her movements graceful and purposeful as she gathered things to put in her suitcase. She came into the kitchen and poured herself a mug of coffee from the pot.

“So, where are you off to again?” I asked, trying to sound casual as I glanced at Comfort over the rim of my cup. “I know you told me the other day, but I’ve already forgotten.”

That wasn’t true at all, but I wanted to see if she’d say something different than she’d said the other day.

Comfort flashed me a bright smile, her green eyes sparkling with excitement. She brushed a few strands of her dark red hair out of her face. “Design conference. New York. Gonna be busy, but I’m looking forward to it.”

I nodded, feigning interest as I took another sip of my coffee. Comfort is a freelance graphic designer and has had to travel on occasion, either to meet with a long-distance client or to attend conferences. In the past, these trips were fairly infrequent, but there have been more and more of them lately. It’s supposedly New York this time. Last month it was Chicago. The month before that, Detroit. The Detroit trip I believed; I happened to see her credit card statement after that one and saw a few charges for food and shopping in Detroit. The others, though…

I think I can tell when she’s doing something other than what she says she’s doing. When she came back from Detroit, she was full of details about her trip, who she talked to at the conference. She even does weekly work for a client she met there. She didn’t say shit about her experience in Chicago. Or the weeklong trip to Denver three months ago, which is when I really started to suspect she had something else going on.

I’ve never pressed her for information or challenged her on any of this, despite my suspicions. And to be honest, I don’t even know what my suspicions are. Is she having an affair? That’s probably the most likely scenario, but given her lack of sex drive--no doubt driven by her upbringing by the type of fundamentalist evangelicals who would actually give their daughter an early American Puritan name like “Comfort”--it’s hard to believe. The most scandalous thing Comfort has ever done with her body is getting two tiny butterfly tattoos--one on the right side of her stomach, and one on her left breast.

Gambling has crossed my mind. Comfort seemed to begin to have an influx of extra cash coming in around the time of the Denver trip, much more than her meager earnings had ever been before. I’m not sure why she’d keep gambling from me, especially if she was successful. I’ve been known to bet on horses a time or two, so it’s not like I’d be judgmental. However, I know how gambling destroyed my uncle’s life and led to him living in shame until he died. Could be she’s afraid of something similar happening and just can’t stop.

It does bother me a little that I think she’s deceiving me, but who am I to judge? It’s not like I don’t have secrets of my own.

Comfort finished her coffee and then finished packing. As she zipped up her suitcase, I made my way over to her, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind. “I’m going to miss you, you know,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to the back of her neck.

She leaned back into my embrace, a soft sigh escaping her lips. “I’ll miss you, too, Hank. But I won’t be gone for long.”

I held her for a moment longer before releasing her, a small smile playing at the corner of my lips. I tried to tamp down my own excitement. Not that I liked having her gone, exactly, especially given that I knew she was up to something secretive, but it sure made it easier to partake of my own secrets.

“I know,” I said. “Have a safe trip, okay?”

With one last glance at me, Comfort grabbed her suitcase and headed for the door. I couldn’t help but stare at her perfect little ass and her long legs as she went. “I’ll call you when I land,” she promised before disappearing out into the morning light.

I looked at my watch. Given her drive time to the airport, waiting to board, and the flight itself, she’d be landing in New York in about eight hours. Not that I actually believed that she’d be in New York when she called. Or, if she was that she’d be going to a design conference the next day like she’d said.

At any rate, if she was mindful of the timing and true to her promise to call me, I’d probably be getting her phone call as I was driving to my sex party.

---

I wouldn’t say Comfort is asexual, exactly, and I wouldn’t say that I’m a sex addict, exactly, but on a spectrum from hypersexual to asexual, she and I are about as far apart as you can get.

I’m on the hypersexual end, in case that wasn’t clear. I’m not a sex addict or anything--thoughts of sex don’t rule my every waking moment and I’m quite capable of going weeks without--but I make no apologies for wanting--needing--sex. And my wife and I do have sex, despite Comfort’s lack of enthusiasm, but I’m also not going to apologize for it not being enough.

I don’t blame her for her parents’ influence over her attitude toward her body and sex, and I’ll thank you for not blaming me for having a healthy attitude toward those kinds of things.

About a year ago, I found out about these sex parties hosted by a local millionaire. A friend of mine had gone to a few of them and told me all about it. Everyone who attends is vetted--no sex offenders, creeps, or underage participants--and everyone has to undergo frequent STI tests. It’s as safe as you can make this kind of thing, which was important to me. Even though I crave sex way more than my wife, I’d never do anything to put her in harm’s way. It’s why, despite being tempted several times, I’ve never fucked a hooker or gone home with a hot stranger from a bar.

The main reason I was suspicious of my wife’s supposed work trips is because I usually used the same excuse--going out of town for a business trip--when I went to these sex parties. I’m a sales rep for a big manufacturing company, and I do travel out of town for the same reason as Comfort does on those occasions when that was really what she was doing. Our jobs make the perfect cover for my sex parties and whatever the hell she was really up to.

I was pretty pumped about going to this party; I hadn’t been to one in several months. My friend Miles, who’d gotten me into them in the first place, had been to a few recent ones and said they’d been the wildest he’d ever seen. Apparently the woman who’d been the “Main Event” was beyond wild, willing to do anything and everything, never seeming satisfied.

And that woman was supposed to be at this one.

I was about halfway to the mansion where the party was being held when my phone rang. I glanced at the screen and saw my wife’s name and contact photo. Right on time…

“Hey, sweetie,” I said when I answered. “How was the flight?”

“It was fine,” she replied.

Comfort always complained about flying. Saying this one was “fine” was another clue she was lying.

“I’m glad you got there safely,” I said.

“What are you up to this evening?” she asked.

“Oh, you know, the usual,” I said. “On my way to get some snacks and then just gonna veg out in front of the TV before bed.”

“Sounds nice,” Comfort said. “I’m thinking about getting into bed myself. Kind of tired.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll let you rest. Let me know how the conference goes tomorrow.”

“Will do,” she said. “I love you, Hank.”

Something in her tone bothered me. I imagined her feeling guilty about her deception.

I tried to keep my own guilt out of my voice when I said, “I love you, too, Comfort.”

---

I turned left into the winding driveway that led to the mansion. The driveway was lined on either side with large trees, their branches arching gracefully overhead. Several cars were parked on the side of the driveway in front of the mansion itself. I parked behind the one I recognized as belonging to Miles.

The house was only called a mansion because it seemed to be one compared to most houses in my midsize city, but would’ve been fairly modest in a larger, more prosperous area. Its facade was crafted from warm, earthy-toned bricks and had a charming front porch, supported by intricately carved wooden columns, that stretched across the front of the house.

Large windows with delicate white trim punctuated the facade, offering glimpses into the interior. Soft lamplight spilled out from within, casting a warm glow onto the neatly manicured lawn. Colorful flower beds and carefully placed shrubs accentuated the house’s elegant simplicity.

The mansion was the picture of class and sophistication, and offered no hints to the depravity that frequently took place in the basement.

I stepped up onto the porch and rang the doorbell. A moment later, the door swung open and J. Robert Harrington himself greeted me.

Harrington was by far the wealthiest man in the area, and the third wealthiest in the state. He had several homes, including one in the state capital that dwarfed this particular one. I imagined, although I had no direct knowledge, that he hosted parties similar to the one I was attending tonight, at all of his properties. His was old money, passed down to him by his father and grandfathers and great-grandfathers, made from coal mines and banks and savvy investing decades before either he or I were born.

You wouldn’t think someone of his stature would lower himself to personally greeting his guests at the door, but his was a controlling hand when it came to these sex parties. He had servants and security guards to make sure the parties themselves went off without a hitch, but he insisted on being the last line of defense before anyone entered his home.

“Hello, Hank,” he said. I used to be surprised when he recognized me, but Miles told me Harrington had made files for all of his party attendees and studied them meticulously before each party. “Test results?”

I pulled my phone from my pocket and tapped the screen, pulling up the app that kept track of my STI results. I showed it to him.

Harrington smiled and nodded. “Welcome. Deposit your phone into the bowl there.” He indicated a large metal bowl on a table to the side of the doorway.

I dropped my phone into the bowl, where it joined at least seven others. This was probably going to be the biggest party I’d been to. None of the others had more than five men in attendance.

“If you’re ready, you can head on down to the dungeon,” Harrington said, closing the door behind us. “Rafferty is down there with the documents and the masks. We’re still waiting on a few other guests, so it’ll be just a bit before the fluffers come down.”

I nodded, wondering if he could hear my heart pounding. It had been entirely too long since I’d been to one of these things.

I walked through the living room, filled with lush leather chairs and couches and priceless artwork on the walls, to the hallway where the door to the basement was. I opened the door and made my way down the stairs to what Harrington called his dungeon.

In the middle of the room was a large bed with metal posts and rails across the top that had rings to hook up handcuffs or bondage rope. There was a large recliner beside the bed nearest me, and on the other side a rolling cabinet that I knew was filled with sex toys, paddles, and bondage supplies. Most men at these parties didn’t make much use of the toys, as there was a limited amount of time each one got with the Main Event. We typically just stuck to the basics so we’d have enough time to come.

Seven men sat in chairs lining the wall and facing the bed. They were all nude except for black masks that covered their heads and their faces except for holes for their eyes, noses, and mouths. Each one of them held an envelope in their hands.

One of the men, one of two Black guys in attendance, waved at me; had to be Miles. I waved back.

An older, unmasked man smiled at me from a table on the left side of the room.

“Welcome to the party, Hank,” the man said.

Seemed like Rafferty was as knowledgeable about the party guests as his boss was. I walked over to him to sign my agreement and get my mask.

“Read it over before signing,” Rafferty said, handing me the document and a pen.

I shrugged. “I’m sure it’s fine.”

Rafferty shrugged back; I got the sense he was mocking me. “Something may have changed since you were here last. Can’t be too careful before signing a contract.”

I smiled. “Sure.”

I skimmed through the contract, which did indeed seem to be the same one I’d signed a few times before. It was basically a nondisclosure agreement. It wasn’t forbidden from discussing the party itself with anyone not in attendance, but we weren’t allowed to divulge specifics, including the identities of those present. Of course, in most cases no one knew who anyone else was, although there was always the chance that some of the men would recognize others from the area. And of course Miles and I knew each other, but I would’ve trusted him not to talk about me being there, contract or no contract.

There was a clause encouraging us to bring anything dangerous or criminal to the attention of Rafferty or Harrington, and to call the police if we felt something truly bad was going on. I’m sure we would’ve had that right anyway, even with the NDA, but it was still nice to know Harrington cared so much about his guests’ safety.

I knew the women--the fluffers and the Main Event--had their own version of the contract, but didn’t know what all it involved. Recognizing the women would’ve been a lot tougher than the men. There was never a chance that any of the men would see any of the women without masks on, although the womens’ masks usually didn’t cover nearly as much as the mens’.

I flipped to the end of the contract and signed my name. I handed the document and pen back to Rafferty, who handed me a black leather mask and an envelope in return.

“Take off your clothes and put them in the closet,” he said, pointing to a door near his table. “Then, take a seat. We’ll begin when everyone is here.”

I nodded. I walked over to the closet and took off my clothes. The first couple of times I did this, I was pretty self-conscious about stripping down in front of a bunch of guys but now it didn’t faze me. I folded my clothes and put them on a shelf in the closet next to another pile and then put my shoes on the floor under the shelves. I closed the closet door, put on my mask, and then sat down in one of the chairs, holding my envelope.

Three more men came down, none of whom I recognized. They looked over and signed their NDAs, got their masks and envelopes, and stripped down just like I had. I looked around the room. There were eleven of us altogether, so this was definitely the biggest sex party I’d been to.

I wonder who’s gonna get the black X, I thought.

As if on cue, Rafferty stood up from his table and addressed us. “Open your envelopes now. Then, arrange yourselves by the number inside. Starting with number one in the leftmost chair--” he pointed to the one he meant-- “and ending up in the rightmost chair with number 10. Whoever gets the black X will be between numbers 5 and 6.”

I nervously opened my envelope. I’d never gotten the black X, but it would suck to be the one in the middle of all the others since they all got to fuck--or do whatever else they wanted to--the Main Event. All the black X got you was a little bit of fluffing and some serious blue balls.

With trembling hands, I pulled the paper out of my envelope and stared in disbelief at the big black X.

“Fuck,” I whispered. Ah, well. I wouldn’t get to fuck the Main Event, but I’d still get a little bit of mouth and hand action from a fluffer. And something to fuel my imagination for a furious masturbation session once I got home.

The eleven of us--numbers 1 through 10 and me, the black X--arranged ourselves accordingly. Miles was number 6, so he was to my left.

“Sorry about your luck, man,” he whispered to me.

I tried to act nonchalant. “It’s okay. Can’t win all the time.”

“I was the X the last two times,” he told me. “Pretty excited that the Main Event is the same girl from those times. I didn’t get to touch her, but man she was wild. Can’t wait to get a shot at her ass.”

I looked down at the giant cock Miles had been blessed with. I’ve seen enough naked Black men at these parties to know that they’re not all packing monsters in their pants like the myth would have you believe, but the one Miles had lived up to that idea. It made me feel sorry for the Main Event’s asshole.

“She does anal?” I asked, groaning. That’s something I’d never done, even at one of these parties. The girls who were the Main Event had anal on their list of hard limits and it should go without saying that Comfort would never let me do that.

Not that I ever asked, but still. I know my wife and all that.

Harrington came down into the dungeon, followed by five women wearing nothing but domino masks.

“Thank you for your patience, gentleman,” he said. “I trust you’ll find tonight’s festivities to be well worth the wait. Rafferty, will you please go over the ground rules for our party?”

“I’d be glad to,” Rafferty said, and then did the same speech he did at all of these things.

Basically, we were not to touch the fluffers--the five women who were before us now--while they went about their business. They would all do their best to give us equal amounts of attention, getting us ready for the Main Event, but since we outnumbered them by more than two to one, we were not to complain when another man was being serviced. We were to ask a fluffer to stop if she got us close to climax and if we came from their attention we would be escorted from the party.

Once the fluffing period was over and the Main Event started, we were to take turns with her in the order of the number from our envelope. Each man would get fifteen minutes with the Main Event, after which they’d have to stop, even if they hadn’t come, and let the next man take his turn. Rafferty listed the Main Event’s hard limits, which were fewer than any of the women I’d seen at these parties before and entailed some disgusting things that I doubt many of us would’ve been into at any rate. He did say that in addition to her stated hard limits, she would say the word “red” if she wanted someone to immediately stop what they were doing. Other than that, she’d freely consented to anything and everything and was looking forward to being treated in whatever way we wanted to treat her.

Well, I shouldn’t say “we” there, now should I? All I’d get to do is watch. Better luck next time and all that.

“One last thing,” Harrington said when Rafferty was finished. “Tonight’s Main Event has requested something a little different. A ‘grand finale,’ if you will. Any man who either hasn’t come by the time Number 10 is finished--or who has the stamina to go for round two--will be allowed to use her or jack off while others are using her, provided every reasonable attempt is made to cover her in your cum. However, if one or more of you come inside her, she’s assured me that she won’t be all that upset.”

I groaned again. Bukkake was another of my biggest fantasies, and I was going to miss out on that one, too.

Once we’d all verbally agreed to the ground rules, Harrington excused Rafferty, who went back upstairs. The millionaire took a seat in the large recliner next to the bed. Even though these were his parties, I never saw him partake. He was always in the room, watching, fully-clothed. I couldn’t imagine what he got out of that; I was already feeling tortured at the thought of sitting there while everyone else had their fun.

Harrington also paid for everything, including what were rumored to be significant paychecks for the fluffers and the Main Event. While he did charge men anywhere from $100 to $500 to attend these parties, a minor amount that was more than worth spending to experience them, it surely wasn’t enough to fund paying the women for their time and skills and have anything left over for himself. I’d been told he only charged men what little he did as another level of vetting, to weed out anyone who was just looking for some free sex.

“You can begin,” Harrington told the fluffers, and they did.

The five fluffers spread out, one going to each of the guys on the very ends (numbers 1 and 10) and the other three picking seemingly random guys in between. One knelt in front of Miles and another in front of the guy to my right.

“Holy shit,” Miles whispered as his fluffer started immediately licking his big shaft.

The brunette cupped his balls as her tongue worked on his rod, starting at the base and going all the way up to the top. She swirled her tongue around and around the bottom of his cockhead before finally taking him into her mouth.

Well, as much of him as she could. The guy was huge.

I watched her bob up and down on my friend’s cock for a moment before my attention was diverted to the guy on the other side of me. He’d begun raising and lowering his hips, fucking his fluffer’s face for all he was worth. I wondered briefly if that was breaking some rule--technically, we’d only been told we couldn’t touch the fluffers, but still I thought the whole point was for us to be passive participants here while they got us riled up for the Main Event. Apparently Number 5 didn’t get that memo.

“Oh, God,” Number 5 moaned, lifting himself up out of his seat so forcefully I thought he was going to knock his fluffer on her ass. A moment later, his fluffer started gagging and pulled back away from him, cum spilling out of her mouth and down onto her chest.

Number 5 was still ejaculating when I heard footsteps hurrying down the basement stairs. Rafferty and two mean-looking security guards appeared, heading right for Number 5.

“You’ve been disqualified,” Rafferty told him. “Gather your belongings and leave the premises.”

Number 5 stood up without argument and looked down at his fluffer, who was wiping his spunk off of her pretty face. “Worth it. Thanks.”

The fluffer smiled up at him and said, “You’re welcome.”

She looked at me and my cock twitched, eager for some attention, especially since I wasn’t going to get to have the Main Event tonight. She got up on her knees and seemed to be coming towards me but at the last minute changed direction and crawled to the guy on the other side of the now-empty seat next to me.

I opened my mouth to protest but, remembering Rafferty’s earlier admonition about complaining, I remained silent. I certainly didn’t want to be kicked out like Number 5. And Number 5 had just been disqualified from this party. Getting kicked out for complaining would probably get me black-listed from all of Harrington’s future parties.

I kept my mouth shut the whole time the fluffers were doing their thing, even as all of them took turns worshiping Miles’ cock next to me while continuing to ignore mine. Even as fluffers made two of the other guys--Number 3 and Number 8--come with their hands and mouths while my cock lay, half-deflated, on one of my thighs.

After Number 3 and then Number 8 were removed by Rafferty and the guards, leaving seven men who’d get to have fun (and me, of course), Harrington announced that it was time for the Main Event.

I felt like crying as I watched the fluffers stand up and walk toward the stairs. It took everything in me not to beg them to come back. Miles whispered an apology, but I wasn’t upset with him.

Well, I was maybe a little upset at the stupid smirk he couldn’t bother to stop doing even as he told me he was sorry about my luck again.

The fluffers were gone for only a minute before I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. We all looked toward the stairs in anticipation as a pair of stiletto heels at the end of a pair of long, stocking-covered legs appeared.

The Main Event came into the dungeon, wearing red lace panties, a black silk corset, and a domino mask like the fluffers had worn. Unlike the fluffers, she didn’t have her dark red hair in a ponytail; it fell around her face, with some strands falling over the mask.

In much the same way my wife’s hair had done when we were talking in the kitchen earlier.

“Hey, boys,” the Main Event said, earning her a round of applause from the other guys.

Holy fuck, she sounds like Comfort, I thought.

And then, my eyes were drawn to her perfectly flat belly, to something I hadn’t noticed when taking her in at first.

To the butterfly tattoo on the right side. The one that was identical to the one my wife had.

My lips mouthed my wife’s name but no sound came out. There’s no way, I thought. It can’t be.

“Let’s have a vote,” Harrington said. “Should our lovely lady here strip for us, or should Number 1 remove her clothes for her?”

“Does that cut into my fifteen minutes?” Number 1 asked.

“It does,” Harrington said. “Raise your hand if you want her to strip herself.”

Number 1, of course, was the first to raise his hand, followed by Miles and most of the others. I didn’t raise my hand, but that was mainly because I felt frozen in place. The reality of what was happening was settling in, but my mind--most of it, anyway--refused to believe it.

“There’s no way she has a butterfly tattoo on her tit,” I managed to say quietly. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Miles shooting me a questioning look.

“How’d you know?” he asked. “I didn’t think you’d been at any of these with her.”

“I haven’t,” I said, a sense of dread crashing down over me. I fought the urge to stand up, to go grab Comfort--because that’s who this woman was, right?--and run screaming from the mansion. Quietly, I said, “Miles… that’s Comfort. That’s my wife.”

He laughed. “Nice one, Hank.”

“I’m serious,” I said. I’ve got to stop this, I wanted to say. Please don’t fuck my wife, Miles, I pleaded with myself to tell my friend. Please don’t fuck Comfort’s ass with your giant black cock, Miles.

Instead, I sat there, as frozen as I was when Harrington called for a show of hands, and didn’t say a word as my wife started taking her clothes off in front of me and Harrington and the seven men who were chomping at the bit to get their hands on her.

First, she kicked off one shoe and then the other. The second one skidded to a stop right in front of me, close enough for me to reach out and touch it with my toes. Comfort turned around and slowly bent over as she rolled down the stocking on her right leg, slid it off of her foot, and then repeated the process with her left leg.

With her back still turned to us, she undid the straps holding her silk corset on and let it slip off of her body. I looked at Harrington, who was being treated to a full frontal view of what I knew were perfectly shaped breasts (one of them undoubtedly with a little butterfly tattoo!), and felt my face flush with anger at his smile.

Still facing the millionaire, Comfort hooked a finger into either side of her red panties and slid them down, giving me and the seven guys seated around me a nice view of her ass. I noticed movement out of the corner of my eye and glanced down to see Miles’ eager cock twitching at the sight of my wife’s backside.

Surely he’s not going to… I thought. Considering he knows now…

And then Comfort turned around, and there was the tiny butterfly tattoo on her left breast, a mirror of the one on her tummy. I’d stopped doubting the truth before me several minutes earlier, but there was no getting past it now.

My wife was standing in front of a bunch of men who were going to fuck her and do who knows what else to her.

And this wouldn’t be the first time.

I felt sick to my stomach, but fought it down. I desperately didn’t want to puke all over myself.

My mind reeled, trying to reconcile the image of my wife--a woman who didn’t quite hate sex but who wouldn’t choose to have sex on her own--with that of the willing slut before me, the one who, if the way she bit her lower lip was any indication, couldn’t wait to get the fuck session started.

How do you go from a prim and proper wife who doesn’t even seem to enjoy missionary sex all that much to this? To having only a couple of hard limits and wanting a bukkake grand finale?

“Okay, Number 1,” Comfort said. “How do you want me?”

Number 1 shot to his feet. “On your knees, bitch,” he snapped.

Comfort laughed and immediately did as she was told. Number 1 went to her and grabbed a handful of her hair with one hand and his dick with the other. He smacked her face with his cock a couple of times before putting it against her lips.

“Blow me,” he demanded. “And swallow every last drop.”

“A blow job?” she said, sighing. “Sure you don’t want me to stop before you come so you can finish in my pussy?”

Number 1 laughed. “By the time these guys have their way with you, I’ll be more than ready for round two.”

“You better be,” Comfort said, and opened her mouth wide.

Who the fuck was this woman?!

As I watched my wife take another man’s cock into her mouth, Miles leaned over to me and whispered into my ear, “I know what you’re thinking, but you gotta let this play out.”

“Why?” I asked him as Number 1 started using Comfort’s skull as a sex toy, hammering away at her face.

“If you make a scene, you’ll be banned from these parties,” Miles said, stroking himself as he watched the spectacle before us.

“I don’t care about that,” I said as my wife dug her nails into the flesh of Number 1’s hips, urging him to fuck her face even harder.

Which he did.

“Besides, you’d be a hypocrite,” Miles said. “How many of these things have you come to? You’ve let how many fluffers blow you? You’ve fucked at least three Main Event girls, right? Let her have her fun, too.”

“I’m sorry if I don’t consider you an objective voice of reason,” I said, nodding to him jacking himself off.

“Oh God,” Number 1 suddenly exclaimed. He pushed himself into Comfort one last time, holding the side of her head tightly.

Comfort gagged as he came in her mouth, but she didn’t try to pull away. Apparently, she was better at swallowing cum than the fluffer who’d gotten Number 5 expelled was. Who woulda thought?

Number 1 stood there, his cock still in my wife’s mouth, for a few moments before slowly pulling himself out. “Let me see,” he said. Comfort opened up her mouth for him. “Good girl. Now, show them.”

Comfort stood, unsteady on her feet at first, and walked over to where we were all seated. She slowly walked past each of us, her mouth still opened wide. A tiny amount of cum rested on her lower lip, which she licked off and gulped down as she passed me.

My hands, wanting to do nothing more than reach out and hold her, shook as I forced them to remain on my lap. I was surprised to feel my cock, rock hard and at full length, shaking, too.

“Okay, Number 2,” Comfort said as she finished showing all of us she’d swallowed his predecessor’s cum. “You’re up.”

“On the bed,” Number 2 ordered. “On your back.”

“Yes, sir,” Comfort said with a giggle. She climbed onto the bondage bed and lay back, awaiting further instruction.

Number 2 walked over to the cabinet on the opposite side of the bed from where Harrington sat watching. Opening it up, he quickly found what he was looking for: a pair of nylon straps and some rope.

Working quickly, Number 2 used the nylon straps to secure Comfort’s wrists to the metal posts at the head of the bed. Then, he used two strands of rope to tie her ankles to the hooks near the top of the posts at the foot of the bed. When he was done, my wife was restrained, with her lower body angled upward, her legs spread open and her pussy exposed for us all to see.

“Ten minutes left,” Harrington said.

“Plenty of time,” Number 2 replied, climbing between Comfort’s legs.

Number 2 positioned his cock at her entrance and, after rubbing it up and down, perhaps testing to see if she was ready, plunged inside her.

“Fuck!” Comfort cried out in obvious pain, not ready to be filled up so quickly and so roughly.

Number 2 ignored her and started fucking her in earnest. I leaned forward, finally ready to spring to my feet to put an end to this, when Miles grabbed my arm.

“She has a safe word,” he reminded me. “If it gets to be too much. And, uh, you should probably know she’s been through a lot more than this before.”

I sat back in my chair, defeated and helpless, watching my wife being fucked by another man.

Being fucked harder and faster than I’d ever fucked her.

“Five minutes,” Harrington announced.

I blinked. He’d already been fucking her for five minutes?

“I’m close,” Number 2 announced, as if I needed to hear that.

“Me too!” my wife exclaimed. “Don’t stop, please!”

My jaw dropped open. As far as I knew, my wife had never had an orgasm from penetration. It usually took a lot of work with her clit, sometimes with a vibrator on those rare occasions she’d actually let me use one on her, for her to come. And here she was on the verge after a few minutes of rough fucking from a masked stranger?

It was hard to believe, just like most other things about this day had been, but it was true. A moment later, I saw my wife’s legs twitch in the air and she cried out, signaling her orgasm.

“Fuck!” Number 2 said, holding himself still and undoubtedly spilling everything he had into my wife’s waiting pussy.

Number 2 pulled out of Comfort and staggered off the bed. His cum drained out of her pussy, dripping to the bed sheets below.

“Just getting started here fellas,” my wife said. “Come on down, Number 4.”

Number 4 didn’t bother to undo her restraints. He started fucking her the way Number 2 had, and then… I guess I must have zoned out or something, my mind still struggling to comprehend what I knew was my new reality. The next thing I remember seeing Number 4 doing was stumbling back to his seat. My wife was on the bed, flat on her back and restraint-free.

And then she called for Number 6.

Miles.

“Don’t,” I whispered one final plea to my friend, but he was already moving toward the bed.

Toward my wife and her ass.

“Roll over,” Miles said, and Comfort did. “Face down, ass up.”

She did this, too, but said, “There better be lube in that cabinet for that giant cock or I’m gonna have to use my safe word for the first time ever.”

I winced at the unasked-for knowledge that she’d never used her safe word during these parties. I felt my cock twitch again and looked down; the head was soaked in precum.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

“There’s an ample amount of lubricant,” Harrington said.

“Excellent,” Miles said, rummaging through the cabinet and pulling out a bottle of lubricant.

I watched with awe, with horror, with a stomach-churning fascination, as my friend squirted a large amount of lube into his hand and then stroked himself with it, coating his gigantic member. Then, he squirted more onto a couple of his fingers and rubbed them around my wife’s little asshole, making her squirm.

“Ooooh, that’s cold,” she said.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Miles said, shoving a finger into her. “I’ll warm you up here in a minute.”

“You’ll be the biggest I’ve ever had,” Comfort said as he climbed onto the bed behind her.

“In your ass?” he asked.

She laughed. “In my anything.”

Miles laughed as he slapped both of her butt cheeks. “I hope you enjoy it as much as I’m going to.”

From my vantage point, I had a view full of mostly Miles’ ass and I couldn’t really see what was happening. It wasn’t hard to imagine, though. I could tell Miles had one hand on his cock as he held onto my wife’s ass with the other. I knew he must be rubbing his dick around and around her asshole, taking more time to do so than Number 2 had done with her pussy.

And it wasn’t a mystery as to when he finally penetrated Comfort in a place I never had. If I thought her cry of pain was bad when Number 2 roughly entered her, it was nothing compared to this one.

“You okay?” Miles asked. It might sound odd, but I was strangely touched by his show of concern.

“I’m fine,” Comfort said. “Fuck, you’re big. Go ahead… slowly unless I say otherwise.”

He laughed. “Yes, ma’am,” and started to fuck my wife’s ass. His movements were almost imperceptible.

After Harrington announced that they only had five more minutes, Comfort said, “Okay, I think I’m used to it… do what you need to do.”

Several more cries of pain, perhaps mixed with an odd sort of pleasure, escaped from my wife before Miles grunted and held still. When he pulled out of her, a virtual river of cum immediately flooded out of her now gaping asshole, joining the remainder of the other men’s loads on the bed sheets below.

As Miles got off the bed, Comfort collapsed onto her belly. She must have been lying in the pool of cum, but if she cared she didn’t show it.

Four down, three to go.

And then the grand finale.

Most of what happened with Numbers 7, 9, and 10 is a blur. I mean, I watched it all, and remember some of it, but at various points my mind refused to believe what I was seeing. I remember Number 7 putting a collar and leash on Comfort and leading her around the room, making her tell us all what a slut for him she was. Number 9 took the leash from 7 when he was finished and held it while he fucked her pussy from behind. Number 10 fucked her ass--on the floor, only a few feet away from me!--but since he was so much smaller than Miles she had a much easier time of it and even seemed to come from it.

When Number 10 was done, my wife lay there, on the floor in front of me, more cum draining from her asshole. She was shaking and had a smile on her face so joyous it almost made me forget all of my jealousy.

Almost.

Harrington rose from his chair and walked over to Comfort, standing over her. “Are you ready for the grand finale, or do you need a break?”

“I’m ready,” she said.

“You heard the lady,” Harrington said, and the seven other men rose from their seats to attend to her.

Miles filled her mouth with his big black cock, and she grabbed two others to stroke while yet another started fucking her pussy. The other three stood over her, jacking off, their cocks pointed toward the butterflies on her boob and stomach.

Harrington walked around the mass of bodies on the floor and sat down next to me. “I know this wasn’t easy,” he said to me, barely above a whisper.

I managed to turn away from the sight of my wife’s degradation and stared at the millionaire. “You knew?” I said weakly, but of course he did.

“I run background checks on all participants,” he said. “I have software that pulls everything about everyone from social media. I’m the only one who knows everyone’s actual identity.”

I felt sick again, but truth be told I hadn’t not felt sick since this whole thing started. I looked back to my wife, who was now getting a mouth full of cum from Miles while one of the others plastered her stomach with his.

“I’m surprised you’d let this happen,” I said quietly. “What if I was crazy? What if I’d… I don’t know, done something?”

He laughed quietly. “Don’t tell me you haven’t enjoyed yourself,” he said, nodding down to my throbbing cock, at the precum still dripping from its tip and coating my thighs. “Besides, I have more contingency plans than you’ll ever know about. Trust me when I say nothing you could’ve done would’ve disrupted much. Especially in the long run.”

On the floor, the guy in my wife’s pussy--I’d lost track of what number he was--brought her to another orgasm and then pulled out, finishing himself off into her pubic hair while she was still twitching and crying out.

The other ones weren’t far behind.

They left her there, on the floor, her eyes closed and covered in their cum, as they retrieved their clothes from the closet and dressed. Most of them thanked Harrington, but a couple left without saying a word to anyone. Miles came over and put his hand on my shoulder, but I shrugged it off.

“I’ll be upstairs if you need anything,” Harrington said, and left the dungeon so I was alone with my wife.

My thoroughly fucked, cum-covered slut of a wife.

I stared at her while she rested, starting to say something several times but then thinking better of it. I honestly didn’t know what to say.

She must have sensed that I was staring. She opened her eyes and raised up on her elbows. My heart pounded when she took off her mask.

“You can take yours off, too, you know,” she told me.

I did. We stared at each other for a bit.

“You knew I was here?” I asked.

She nodded. “Just like you must have recognized my butterflies, I’d know that birthmark anywhere.”

I looked down at my chest, at the big red splotch that looked almost like Florida, as if seeing it for the first time. I felt stupid. Of course she’d recognize that.

“Why did you keep going, then?” I asked.

“I wanted you to see me,” she said. “For who I really am.”

“This?” I asked incredulously, waving my hand up and down, indicating her cum-covered body. “This is who you really are?”

Her face turned red. “Whenever I tried to open up with you, it was like I hit a wall. Like… my love for you kept me from being… this… with you. We’ve talked about it before; it was probably my parents’ fault.”

“You weren’t able to enjoy wild sex with me because… you loved me?” I said. Suddenly and stupidly I was reminded of a character in a Stephen King story, one who’d justified his trips to prostitutes because there were just some things he couldn’t ask his wife to do for him. “How did you even get involved with Harrington and his parties?”

She smiled. “My sister said she saw you driving near here when you were supposed to be out of town on a work trip. I did a little digging and found out about the parties.”

“And… you decided to do them, too?” I asked. “Weren’t you mad?”

“At first,” Comfort said. “And hurt. But then… I thought it might be a way for me to finally get enough confidence to open up to you. I was actually hoping you’d be at my first one, but now I’m glad you weren’t. I was still pretty reserved at that one.”

I laughed. “I’m not sure you can do a gangbang of any size and say you were ‘reserved.’”

“Hey, now, tonight was my first actual gangbang,” she said. “With more than one guy at a time, I mean. The rest were just… I think they’re called trains?”

“Yeah, that’s probably the term,” I muttered, my mind spinning at the idea of my wife having trains run on her like a porn star. “I’m guessing this was where the extra money was coming from?”

Comfort nodded. “I agreed to do it even before I knew I’d be paid, though,” she said. “The money was a happy bonus.”

“And now that I’ve seen you like this?” I asked. “Do you think things will be… better between us from now on?”

“Only one way to find out,” she said, spreading her legs and raising her dripping pussy toward me. “Let’s see if I saved the best for last.”

I reached below my seat, where I’d left my envelope. I held up the paper with the big black X on it. “I, uh, I don’t think I’m supposed to do anything with you.”

“Fuck that,” Comfort said. “Don’t you… don’t you want me, Hank?”

I looked at her, at her fingers, enticingly rubbing her red, swollen pussy, at the drying cum covering her stomach’s butterfly tattoo, at her ruined makeup and the hickies on her neck from who even knows who.

At my wife, who’d just been brought to orgasm multiple times by men whose faces she never saw. Who’d just been fucked in the ass by my friend.

I was surprised to notice that I wasn’t sick to my stomach anymore. I was even more surprised at how hard my cock was.

“More than ever,” I said as I moved to join her on the floor.

---


Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!

I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate a short review on Amazon. Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.


About the author

Sterling Wilder creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.

See Sterling’s complete catalog here.
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