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Fucked to Oblivion

◆◆◆

In high spirits, we drove through the hills around Greve, Chianti, in Italy, enjoying beautiful Tuscan hills, boar-infested wild forests, and perfect driving roads. I floored the gas, carving out wide sweeping bends, ripping a grin on both our faces. It was a hot mid-afternoon, and our air conditioning blew an icy chill in our faces, but this was the best time to explore because most Italians were resting after enjoying a great lunch with family and friends.

I felt horny, and so did my new wife, Tiffany. My nostrils twitched when I smelled her arousal, like a lewd, sweet pussy whiff mixing with Chanel No7 that I saw her dab on both wrists and her neck in our hotel room. The combination was intoxicating, and slowly, the further we reached into the Tuscan wilderness, the more her inviting aroma of love gripped and massaged my already elevated libido.

When I glanced sideways on a straight stretch of road, I noticed the speckled scarlet cheeks and excited expression of a woman who needed a long, thick cock deep inside her tight pussy or expert lips and tongue between her thighs, possibly both.

Tiffany kept glancing at me with body language suggesting a spiraling sexual frustration, so I laughed and teased.

“You look hot and bothered, horny, honey.”

“I am aroused as hell, James. You must take care of me soon, or I will soak the leather seat.”

“I’m driving. You’ll wait.”

“I’m slipping my panties off right now so you can suck my cream from the soaking wet gusset as an incentive to find a place to fuck me. If you take more than five minutes getting inside me, I’m fingering myself; more than ten minutes, my rabbit vibrator comes out when we reach the hotel, and you get no pussy tonight.”

“That seems a bit mean, Tiffany.”

“Have I ever denied you my pussy before?”

“Only when you are on your period.”

“Then you should know my condition is serious, and as my husband, it’s your problem to solve. Oh… and about period sex. That may change soon, too. Since we married yesterday, I feel so fucking oversexed.”

Tiffany giggled playfully, knowing full well I’d find privacy to fuck her within the time constraint she prescribed. It was one of many games we would play during the first week of our honeymoon. I felt sure we would be all over each other like rabbits for the rest of our lives.

I smelled, then tasted Tiffany’s sweet, musky pussy when she prised my lips apart, forcing her emerald green French lace panties into my mouth. I didn’t wait long before a thickly coated, sticky, creamy gusset yielded my prize. My nostrils flared wide, burning from a hormone assault that lit up my senses before her sweet musky pussy flavor exploded on my taste buds, spreading like wildfire across my tongue, searing the soft tissues in my mouth, tonsils, and throat.

I vaguely saw a road sign amid my tawdry intoxication, so I tore my wife’s panties out of my mouth and pointed, barely able to suppress an uncomfortably tenting erection.

“There’s a quarry ahead, just off the main road; let’s try there. Everyone will be resting. There are sure to be places we can hide and fuck.”

“I don’t care where you fuck me, James, just get the job done. I want my pussy filled with cock and have semen dripping out of my well fucked hole for hours. I brought spare panties and some liners to catch your seed in after we do the naughty deed.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

I rammed my wife’s tawdry, sweet-tasting, creamy gusset panties back inside my mouth and sucked hard while steering through a maze of sand, gravel, and rock mountains. Tiffany’s pussy taste would suffice to keep my cock hard instead of the Viagra I kept in our hotel room.

I saw no parked cars anywhere, and the site seemed abandoned, or at least not in use today, so I parked discreetly between two massive heaps of gravel, well away from any main tracks and out of sight of the office buildings. We leaped from the car, and I sucked hard on Tiffany’s panties one last time before tugging them out and tossing them onto my seat.

My cock rose proudly to a solid erection, tenting my trousers, and my head buzzed with an intense need to fuck my wife. Tiffany’s skirt hem lifted as she leaped around in excitement, and I saw a glistening veneer on her thighs.

When she danced into my arms, I gripped my wife around her waist, lifted and planted her ass cheeks on the hood of our BMW rental. Tiffany grinned at me as we moved and she hitched her skirt while spreading her knees wide apart. Her tawdry expression rippled with love and lust, but it was my wife’s pussy that was my catnip.

Tiffany’s pussy smelled delightful, and she looked desperate to be satisfied by cock or tongue, so I kneeled and stared at her glistening, swollen labia momentarily before reverently kissing each fat, cream-coated lip. While I inhaled sharply, enjoying the intoxication of my wife’s beguiling hormones, my heart thumped excitedly, my fingers trembled, and I slid my tongue along the browned, wrinkled tips of her puffy labia.

I couldn’t tease my wife for long before peeling her wide open using my thumbs and licking, then suckling on both pouting creamy labia while she rifled bony fingers through my hair before gripping ferociously and pulling my lips firmly into her crotch.

My wife’s grip tightened to the point it became painful, but I didn’t care because a sweet stream of her love and lust dribbled onto my tongue, feeding me.

When she gripped my ears and dragged me off my prize, I heard panic in my wife’s voice.

“Fucking hell James, someone’s watching us, babe.”

I quickly stood up, pressing Tiffany’s knees together for modesty’s sake, then turned my head to where she pointed, feeling panicked. My heart pounded, and I felt anxious, and Tiffany scowled when I let out a nervous chuckle, misunderstanding me.

“It’s not fucking funny.”

“Sorry, sweetheart. I was nervous, is all.”

“Fuck! I see three guys, and they’re wanking themselves off, James.”

“I see them too. Sorry babe, we’ll have to leave.”

My wife stared at the men, who had kept enough of a discrete distance to avoid intimidating us. When my wife spread her knees wide apart, I saw a sleazy expression on the woman I had dated for three years, proposed to, and now married.

“You look like a slut right now, Tiffany. I haven’t seen that in you before.”

“My inner slut is buried deeply.”

“And what is she saying to you right now?”

“She wants to know why must we leave. I don’t know how to respond.”

“Umm, well, I guess I could fuck you while the guys watch if you’d like that.”

The three Italian guys realized we’d noticed them, smiled, and waved politely, shuffling closer. Their pants were at knee height, and they looked ridiculous holding them up with one hand at the zipper front while servicing stiff cocks in the other.

“Their cocks are much bigger than yours, James.”

“Yes, they are.”

“Is that a problem for you?”

“I don’t know. This is very new territory for me, honey.”

“I’ve never been gangbanged before.”

I glanced from them, estimating cock sizes, to Tiffany’s lewd expression, gauging her desire to fuck each guy. Whichever way I did the sums, my wife was about to be gangbanged because she wanted their cocks. When the guys reached within a few feet, they stopped, and the man I assumed to be their leader spoke plainly in English.

“Would you like some help fucking your wife?”

“Umm, fuck! I wasn’t expecting you to be quite so forward.”

“Hear the man out, James. This might be fun.”

“Is that your inner slut talking?”

“Yes. I’m afraid so, and I don’t think she is going away.”

I was speechless and rooted to the spot, staring at the handsome Italian man with a big smile and a massive cock in hand. Precum coated his glans on a cock that looked like it would force me aside to get at my wife’s fuck hole.

The roof of my mouth was parched in seconds, and a useless tongue smacked off it, failing to form a coherent sentence. My heart thumped like a howitzer, slamming hard and painfully off my rib cage, and the blood in my hands drained to my legs, leaving my palms feeling cold.

But my cock remained rock hard, even though the word cuckold screamed through my mind. I fleetingly saw my carefully considered plans for our lives together burst into flames, knowing I had already decided to share my wife with three hot bulls she wanted so much.

My wife’s fingers gently entwined with mine, clasping, then squeezing hard before she eyeballed me while slowly and tantalizingly splaying her knees wide apart for her lover’s delight. I watched in disbelief while Tiffany smiled coyly at me, then at each of the three strangers while she was spatchcocked across the car hood, deliberately presenting her freshly shaven, drenched pussy for all to enjoy.

“You’re leaking pussy juice onto the hood, sweetheart.”

“Those Italian guys did that; why don’t you be a sweet husband and lick up my sticky mess?”

I didn’t think about consequences or even hesitate for a heartbeat before leaning down with my tongue already out and flattened, catching a rivulet of pussy juice zig-zagging down the hot, highly polished metal surface of our car’s hood.

The sordid sweet nectar bead left a trail of damp beauty that led back to my wife’s pussy where I saw her puffy lips squashed hard against the car hood. I had trapped her shame with my tongue and momentarily sampled its power to control my soul through taste buds that tickled.

I licked her lewd, musky trail upwards, reaching its source, where I sucked Tiffany’s swollen, soaking labia, filling my mouth with ecstasy, electrifying my senses while eliciting whoreish moans and slutty whimpering from her.

Tiffany gripped my ears and gently lifted my head, staring down lovingly with her inner slut on full display.

“Can the guys fuck me now, babe, please?”

Tiffany begged in a desperate tone, and I could tell my wife needed to have the three Italian guys’ cocks deep inside her.

“Are you sure you want them all to fuck you, Tiffany? Can you take three men fucking you, one after the other?”

“I’d love to try, husband.”

“They have enormous cocks, Tiff.”

“I know.”

“Are you sure about this? Being gangbanged and cuckolding me is an awfully big decision.”

As my lewd, disgraceful question echoed in my mind, it felt surreal that I was considering my wife’s request to step out on everlasting vows of fidelity taken only yesterday. I wanted some kink in our marriage and thought we might start with vibrators and other toys, but here it was… a big decision moment had arrived when I least expected it.

I was about to be cuckolded. Tiffany gazed lovingly into my eyes, smiling gently, reassuring me of her love.

“Yes, I want to be gangbanged, James. I want you to be my cuckold husband, but I was waiting to discuss it once we settled into marriage. I hoped for a natural evolution in our sexuality.”

“You knew before yesterday that you wanted to fuck other men?”

“Only if you agree to it. If you don’t want me to become a hotwife and cuckoldry isn’t for you, then tell me now, and you’ll never hear mention of it again.”

“Okay. Oh wow. Fuck!”

“What is it, honey?”

“I did not see this coming, Tiffany.”

“Say the word, and we’re out of here.”

“But if I consent to these guys fucking you, that makes you a hotwife.”

“It makes you a cuckold, too, darling. I don’t care what you call it because we don’t need labels, but we must have consent. Do you agree we can do this inside our marriage together, honey?”

The three strangers had followed our conversation, and two shuffled to either side of our car. I helplessly watched each guy raise one of Tiffany’s ankles, spreading her legs wider apart, prising them backward, and bending at the knee.

She was perfectly opened up for a guy to step in and rail her. My wife placed both palms behind her flat on the car hood as a buttress for someone to fuck her pussy hard. I felt terrified of losing my wife and stepped back, shaking my head.

“It looks like I have little choice, Tiffany.”

“They can only fuck me if you grant them and me permission, darling.”

My heart melted, and sleaze consumed me. I thought momentarily, knowing I had to decide and that my choices would have consequences. When I closed my eyes and assessed our situation, I imagined my beautiful wife, still looking stunning and in love with me on our twentieth wedding anniversary, sitting on a restaurant table serving cum filled pussy to a queue of men who wanted what I had.

I spoke in a hushed tone.

“I do want you to be fucked by these men.”

“Thank you, baby. There is one condition, though.”

A pair of hands landed firmly on my shoulders. The leader of the group smiled when he maneuvered me out of his way, assuming a position between my wife’s legs. He was poised in a direct line with her sticky, pouting pussy hole, aiming with a fully erect cock, much bigger than mine.

“What’s the condition, Tiffany?”

He leaned forward, parted my wife’s swollen labia, pressing his enormous glans against Tiffany’s pussy hole. His ass cheeks tightened, both thighs tensed and strained as though ready to drive his steel piston forward inside my wife. When he moved slowly, I watched the moment of their lewd penetration agog. My wife’s first bull plowed his hips slowly forward, easily sliding his cock a couple of inches inside her tight pussy because she was ready for him and soaking wet.

Tiffany moaned blissfully, and her face filled with wonder. She stared deep into the eyes of her lover, begging him to give her more cock in a way she had never done with me. I threw my hands to my face in horror, unsure if I should have agreed to become a cuckold, desperately waiting for my crucial question to be answered.

“Argh… f-fucking hell, his cock is so much bigger than, f-fuck, fuck! Y-yours, J-james. Oooh, my, it feels so fucking good inside me, like an itch is finally scratched.”

“What’s the condition, Tiffany? Please tell me, hun.”

“Oh god, it's that, argh oooh, oh my! Umm, y-you’ll c-clean the creamy mess out of my pussy a-after t-t-they fuck me. Argh!”

Just try to stop me.

“I’ll do it with pleasure.”

“Thank god, James.”

The Italian bull shunted me roughly aside with one arm, and three guys took total control of my wife. Two gripped her ankles tightly in one hand, each sliding their spare palm under a butt cheek, lifting, then moving her until my wife’s pussy hole draped over the car hood drop-off.

The guy holding Tiffany’s right ankle smiled encouragingly at me.

“We need your wife’s pussy right over the edge of the hood so we can slide every millimeter of cock deep inside. Silvio has the smallest cock among us, so after we all fuck Tiffany, she’s not going to feel you inside her pussy for a week.”

“Okay. That’s good to know.”

“Some guys like to know the details. Shall I shut up?”

“No. Please talk me through it?”

“Our semen will be inside your wife for up to five days. Just think about that while she sleeps in your arms. We are still there with you both.”

I nodded my approval, floating on a cuckolding cloud that was all new to me. It felt like I was watching a live porn movie starring my newlywed wife. My wife moaned loudly, and her face contorted into a sordid mess when Silvio slid his cock balls deep inside her. Tiffany appeared to force her pussy hard onto his shaft, grabbing more. She gasped and stared at me, biting her bottom lip while furrowing her brow deeply, clearly enjoying the longer, thicker cock buried in her fuck hole.

She flashed a desperate look at me, gasping, struggling with her words.

“His cock is immense, James. I can feel every bump and vein pressing against my pussy walls. It’s like he is etching his signature inside my cunt.”

I nodded at her bull, impressed by how he had filled Tiffany because her face rippled wildly with delight and desire for more.

“My wife is a lucky girl.”

“Yeah, man. We’ll fuck her properly and respectfully for you, then you can take Tiffany home to clean up and relax without any concerns about satisfying her. Is she taking birth control?”

“Yes.”

“That’s awesome. Can we cum inside you, baby girl?”

“Yes. All three of you can cum inside me.”

Tiffany bit her bottom lip, glancing at me with a whore’s demeanor, before staring longingly at Silvio, who was fucking her thunderously. I don’t know how my cock got in my hand, but I gripped firmly around the base and wanked myself furiously while my wife grabbed the arms of the two men holding her steady so she could pull herself further onto the enormous cock pumping her fuck hole.

I watched Tiffany raise her ass and wriggle around to find the best position as if wanting more cock. She had laid back completely, bouncing her head gently off the sheet metal hood, crying and moaning like a slut.

The guy to my left stared at me, then at Tiffany, before leaning over to suck and chew one of her solid red nipples. His friend joined him on her other side, and they nibbled, licked, and sucked her areola, both beckoning me closer for a better view.

“Does his cock feel good inside you, baby?”

“Fuck, yeah, honey. Silvio’s cock is enormous. I can feel my pussy stretching wide like it did when I was younger and dated a lot.”

“Is he a better lover than me?”

“Please don’t ask me that.”

Tiffany shot me a worried look, and I realized I’d be redundant for most of the afternoon. I wanted to be involved and felt the cuckold dilemma had already been solved, so what was the harm in asking my question? The guy fucking my wife looked at me, nodding as if I should interrogate for the answers I wanted.

“I’m already a cuckold and growing surprisingly comfortable with that, Tiffany. I want to understand how Silvio fucking you feels.”

“It’s humiliating for you, and that’s part of your enjoyment, right?”

“Yes, it is.”

I answered her reluctantly, feeling ashamed, but Silvio clapped me on the back encouragingly while continuing to plow my wife’s pussy with a creamy, solid cock. He pressed down on her stomach as though feeling how deep he had reached.

“Hey man, cuckolding is fun when you are both into it, and you should enjoy sexualizing your humiliation, not feel bad about other people’s judgment. You are both beautiful people. She’s a fucking hotwife. You are a cuckold, so why not bathe in the enjoyment of watching someone with a much bigger cock than yours riding and satisfying her.”

Tiffany stared at me, worried. We were breaking dangerous taboos and with little consideration for outcomes. No prior discussion was had, although I trusted my wife with my love

“He’s right, James. If you aren’t enjoying this, I should stop.”

I moved closer to the action, and Tiffany reached out, firmly grasping the base of my cock in her fist wanking it with short, sharp strokes. I shuddered and trembled from head to foot, watching the most sleazy moment of my life, desperately hoping to remember everything accurately for my spank bank.

“I don’t want Silvio to stop fucking you, honey. Let’s do this. These guys can fuck you harder than I ever could, so make it a good one.”

Silvio fist-bumped me, then punched the air victoriously while fucking Tiffany with a beautifully hard, glistening cock. My wife continued enthusiastically wanking me off, sparing a moment of her deep love for me in her eyes.

Then she stared back at her lover because he was the main event.

“I am so happy, James. Silvio is a fabulous lover.”

“I can see that. Thank you, Silvio. I’ve never seen Tiffany so satisfied.”

“Yeah, James, let’s all fuck your wife.”

Silvio fucked Tiffany hard, sinking his gnarly, long shaft fully in and out of her fuck hole while his friends remained attached to her nipples like a couple of suction clamps. I watched her juices dribble from Silvio’s cock on his outward stroke as a thick cream built up when he plunged back inside her pussy.

Tiffany closed her eyes with an immense smile painted on, wriggling wildly across the hood while her fuck swain rode her cunt hard. I looked down at Silvio’s cock and saw my wife’s pink pussy seal clamped tightly around his shaft, twitching involuntarily under the strain. When he withdrew his cock, the pink flange extended, gripping, pulling along, and sealing their cream inside her fuck hole. 

Her juices had lathered on the friction of the railing Silvio gave my wife and were slathered thickly as a white, striated mess along his cock. Each time her lover bottomed out inside my wife, they forced another ring of cream into his pubic bush.

I felt desperately turned on but horribly conflicted and had to know what was going on in my wife’s head. I worried I’d just fucked up our marriage before it got started.

“I have to know, Tiffany. Is he better than me?”

“Come here and kiss me, please, James.”

Her right nipple sucker shifted sideways to allow me access to Tiffany’s mouth, and she pulled my head down, French kissing me deeply. Her lips seared love into mine, and my wife’s tongue flickered like a live cable electrifying my soul.

While kissing passionately, we swayed to the motion of the man fucking my wife’s cunt with all his might. Silvio gripped her from behind the knees, sliding Tiffany up and down the hood on her sticky cream while pounding his cock deep inside her.

I knew he wouldn’t last long, and I felt Tiffany shuddering to her first orgasm. She rifled her fingers deep into my hair, gripped tightly, and bit my lip while kissing, drawing blood.

I reeled backward in pain, but she hauled me in, locking her beautiful blue pools of truth serum with mine.

“I love you, James. Argh! Argh! Oh fuck, oh my! I like Silvio a lot, but he’ll never replace you j-j-j-just as y-you won’t ever, argh! Umm, err, argh! F-fuck me as deeply as this.”

I smiled at my wife, knowing that my place in Tiffany’s heart was secure forever while her fuck buddies could own my wife’s pussy for a few hours at most. Her sexual satisfaction gratified me in a way few men would understand.

Tiffany had a tight grip on my head, and she stared desperately into my eyes, enjoying Silvio’s cock deep inside her pussy while loving me.

“Do you understand what I mean, James?”

Tiffany smiled, desperately nodding at me, praying we were aligned. She bit her bottom lip and screwed up her face into a lewd mess amid a tumultuous orgasm, giving me, not Silvio, the cum face his cock was eliciting.

I nodded and smiled, releasing all of my hang-ups about being a cuckold because our happiness was all that mattered, and right now, on the end of her lover’s cock, my wife was ecstatic, and so was I.

“Yes, Tiffany, I understand perfectly, and I’m glad you’re happy.”

She trailed her arm around my neck, dragging my head onto her breast, right beside the guy who continued sucking and chewing her nipple while Silvio battered her ass cheeks against the hood. He was on the home straight, defiling my wife beautifully and about to fill her with his seed.

When my wife’s lover emptied his load deep inside her, I felt the guy next to me suck her nipple harder, and she grabbed his head, holding on while moaning her climax. With deep private, and taboo pleasure, I imagined my wife’s pussy, womb, and ovaries filling up with another man’s seed while counting my blessings that any egg inside Tiffany could not be impregnated.

I felt her entire body tense before Tiffany released a climactic scream that echoed around the quarry, declaring her deep satisfaction.

I stood up, and Tiffany held my hand, squeezing tightly while she descended from an orgasm peak, moaning and whimpering while smiling at me. I felt impressed at the way she handled Silvio’s much bigger cock and couldn’t wait for the next swain to slide deeper inside her pussy.

“That’s one fuck buddy down with two more to go, baby. How do you feel?”

“Silvio was so fucking good, but please clean my pussy now, James.”

My heart stopped because I hadn’t imagined she would present the choice to clean her creampie so soon. I imagined all three bulls would fill my wife, and then, in privacy, after they left, I would lick and clean the mess.

I pointed at the [recise spot where Silvio’s cock was buried inside my wife and grinned.

“You want me to clean up your pussy between each fuck buddy?”

“Yes. Please. Quickly now, James, get your tongue between my pussy lips and suck all Silvio’s semen out.”

I blinked, thumped my chest to restart a failing heart, and saw that Silvio’s cock was still buried deep inside my wife. The Italian bull smiled and stared at me, then glanced at Tiffany as if waiting for a decision and some instructions.

I moved closer and squinted at my wife’s lover.

“How shall we do this, Silvio?”

“I’ll slide my cock out of your wife when you’re on your knees, James, and you dive in with your mouth. Is that okay?”

“I guess so.”

When I knelt beside Silvio, with my lips inches away from his cock, I felt deliciously servile and driven insane by the aroma of the creamy lover’s mess I was about to feast on. My Italian tag team partner slid his giant cock out of my wife’s fuck hole slowly, and it mesmerized me when I saw her gaping wide, well fucked pink cathedral winking at me.

“Quickly, James, get your tongue inside me. I feel Silvio’s cum is running out.”

Silvio noticed that I was captivated and distracted by the sight of his semen pooling like a vast, glistening white teardrop at the entrance to my wife’s cunt. The creamy treat burgeoned as weight and mass gathered behind it, forcing it forward toward a precipice.

His cum was about to drain onto the gravel floor and be lost forever. Silvio looked down and smiled at me. I remember licking my lips just before he gripped the back of my head with one hand, forcing my face between Tiffany’s widely spread legs. He deftly slid his cream-coated cock out, stepping aside to let me in.

When Slivio’s salty seed burned my tongue, I knew life would never be the same. Something wild and tawdry had lit up inside me. Soft tissues inside my mouth and throat burned when I drained the delicious, sticky cum combo from Tiffany’s gaping wide, well fucked hole.

I swallowed Silvio’s hot seed as it drained out of my wife, enjoying it so much that I puckered my lips and inserted them into Tiffany’s pussy hole, sucking hard to draw as much creamy delight out as possible.

“Oh, wow, James, that feels so fucking good. I can feel Silvio’s cum dribbling out of me.”

“It tastes damn good too, honey.”

“I’m glad you want to be my cuckold husband, James. This is just the beginning of our fun.”

I held my silence, having ticked off more than one taboo already; my head might explode if Tiffany confessed to another fantasy. I kept licking her creamy hole, then sucking her sweet, swollen labia into my mouth while she tensed her muscles, raised herself onto her elbows, and pushed more glistening white creamy treat from her womb.

I noticed the guys had congregated and spoke excitedly in Italian, so I finished up cleaning my wife, stood up, and helped Tiffany to her feet. She walked towards Silvio to find out if something was awry while I licked the creamy mess her pussy left behind.

“What’s happening, guys?”

“The two fellas want to take you together. Sebastián has the biggest cock so we figured him to fuck your pussy. Giuseppe is smaller but still bigger than your husband and perfect for inside your back passage.”

“You want to double penetrate me?”

“Yes.”

“Umm… fuck, I don’t know.”

My wife stared at me, pursing her lips with a deeply furrowed brow. We had another dilemma, but I didn’t doubt Tiffany’s position because her eyes pleaded for my consent.

I didn’t need to think hard, so I just smiled, nodding my consent. Tiffany turned back to Silvio excitedly.

“Okay, you guys, but you’ll need to lube my asshole.”

“It’s no problem. We know how to do it. Follow us.”

Silvio led our Olympic fuck and cleanup team to a small olive grove where benches were arranged under the shade for employees to take lunch.

Sebastián lay down with his back stretched along a bench and an eight-inch cock standing to attention, ready to fuck Tiffany senseless. My wife mounted him by cocking one leg over his midriff, flattening his solid shaft underneath her while straddling her legs on either side of the bench.

Before she took Sebastián’s cock inside her pussy, Giuseppe straddled the bench behind my wife’s ass and slid his gorgeous veiny, stiff, throbbing cock into her pussy, bottoming out and staying there while she jerked and moaned from the shock of it.

“I’m not sure that monster will fit in my back passage.”

“It will.”

My wife’s eyes bulged, and she gasped, leaning in to kiss Sebastián passionately while his friend fucked her. I wasn’t sure why Guiseppe was fucking the wrong hole.

“Fuck!”

“What is it, Tiffany?”

“Guiseppe is lubricating his cock using Silvio’s seed from inside my cunt, James. That’s how he will fuck my back passage… oh my fucking god, this is too fucking sleazy.”

“To be accurate, baby, you’re the one lubricating his cock with another man’s seed. How does Guiseppe’s cock feel inside you?”

“He’s fucking enormous. His cock is at least an inch longer and much thicker than Silvio’s. His glans is crushing my cervix.”

“Sebastián’s cock is even bigger than Guiseppe’s, honey.”

“I know.”

She darted a look of panic at me, then bowed her head while Giuseppe fucked her pussy for a minute, collecting as much semen as he needed, before sliding his enormous cock out.

Tiffany raised her ass and gripped Sebastián’s cock with one hand, guiding his smooth, enormous glans into her gaping wide, creamy hole. When she sunk her pussy down his shaft, my wife smiled like the most satisfied woman on the planet and groaned lasciviously.

I watched incredulously while Tiffany orgasmed immediately, loudly, and with so much passion; her entire body quivered vigorously. In one slick and beautiful movement, my wife took her lover’s shaft balls deep inside her cunt, screaming.

“Ahh, Argh! Fuck, James, I need this cock so fucking badly. It feels f-fucking p-p-primal!”

Tiffany’s eyes bulged when Giuseppe gripped her ass cheeks, helping the copulating couple by raising, then lowering my slutty wife’s cunt up and down Sebastián’s glistening, veiny cock. I saw by the way her damp pink sphincter twitched and squeezed tightly against her lover’s cock that I was no match.

“I can feel every bump and ridge on his cock. I’m being completely shafted on an iron pole, honey.”

Sebastián looked ecstatic, gazing into my wife’s eyes with what almost seemed like a loving cum face.

“I feel your soft pussy walls squeezing my cock tightly, my sweet Bella.”

Tiffany’s cunt seeped juices down Sebastián’s shaft and balls, where they gathered before dripping slowly onto the wooden bench, drawing a tawdry, sticky tendril from its source. My wife looked around at her second lover, nodding at her ass cheeks.

“I’m ready for you to fuck my back passage, Giuseppe.”

Tiffany looked wanton. She caught my eye and held contact for ages, communicating powerful emotions of love to me while two Italian stallions serviced her fuck holes as she deserved. I moved closer and watched Giuseppe rub his pussy juice-laden glans around her spangled, quivering pink sphincter an inch from Sebastián’s enormous cock that was impaled fully inside her cunt.

Tiffany threw back her head, tossing her long hair in a tantalizing arc. When Giuseppe pressed his cock hard against her pink anal sphincter, it was elastic, like a trampoline, refusing to open wide, pushing his glans back.

Guisseppe leaned in and popped my wife’s anus wide open, sliding an inch of his cock inside. She squealed and wriggled, so he paused, allowing Tiffany’s body to grow accustomed to having a cock inside her back passage and being so filled by both men.

Guiseppe gripped my wife around her waist with both hands before pulling her anus onto his cock and forcing himself deep inside her rectum. She grimaced, squealed loudly, and wriggled vigorously, but both men grappled her tightly, so she was forced to take both of their cocks. I held her cheeks, lovingly kissing my wife’s sweating brow.

“You can do this, sweetheart.”

Tiffany’s bottom lip trembled, and she curled a nervous smile at me, gripping my hand, squeezing my fingers tightly, nodding for me to permit her swain to bottom out deep inside her back passage.

I looked back at her sturdy Italian anal fuck buddy, who waited patiently for my signal.

“Go ahead, Giuseppe, take my wife balls deep. You too, Sebastián.”

Tiffany refused to let go of my hand, almost crushing four fingers to dust while a seven-inch long cock with plenty of girth stretched her anal sphincter wide open, forcing the soft tissue walls of her rectum wide, bringing tears to my wife’s eyes.

She moaned and smiled because her lover had slid his cock across the tight nerve cluster inside her, but when I glanced at the damage, I saw anal tearing and some light bleeding that would demand my care for days. Guisseppe leaned in, filling my wife with his cock, before withdrawing and fucking her rhythmically.

“Does Guisseppe look happy, sweetheart?”

“These guys are in heaven right now, Tiffany.”

“Actually, both their massive cocks are inside me, and it feels amazing.”

The men looked overwhelmed, and I imagined it was partly because they felt how tight both Tiffany’s fuck holes were. I knew deep down, regardless of a respectful veneer in expressions and positive body language, both guys enjoyed defiling my wife while I watched.

“My cock is rubbing against yours, Sebastián. Tiffany feels fucking awesome inside.”

Giuseppe smiled down at his friend, nodding his approval. Tiffany gasped, and I watched her expression change from pain to intense pleasure.

“I feel both of their cocks filling me more than I ever have been. They are fucking enormous, and my insides feel bloated.”

I was responsible for Tiffany’s well-being since I was the only one not overwhelmed by sex.

“Can the guys fuck you properly now, babe? Your anus is bleeding.”

She looked at me, scared, squeezing my hand again.

“Yeah, please. I think so, but tell them to go carefully.”

“Okay, hey Giuseppe, you fuck Tiffany in her ass while Sebastián stays still to begin with.”

“Argh.. ow, oh fuck, that feels so fuck-k-king g-good.”

Her Italian swains were careful, bedding both holes in, fucking her extensively, rhythmically, stretching Tiffany wide to allow for a good reaming when she was slacker. I studied my wife’s anal sphincter closely, noticing that the delicate tissue around her hole had torn considerably, and she bled profusely.

Her tissue damage was to be expected with such an enormous cock buried deep inside her ass, and I let it go, but I imagined her injuries would sting later.

Tiffany was entirely impaled on Sebastián’s shaft to its hilt, and I saw her pussy quiver and clamp down on it, refusing his cock any respite.

“Is Sebastián’s the biggest cock that ever fucked you?”

“Y-yeah, fucking, yeah, b-babe, it is. W-why?”

“You’ll need it again. There’s no way my five and a half inches will satisfy you permanently.”

“W-we’ll work s-something out, argh! H-honey.”

“What do you mean, Tiffany?”

“You’ll get plenty of fun too, w-while I’m… oh fuck, being f-fucked once we’re back home.”

“Umm, okay.”

“Argh.. argh, argh! Oh, f-fucking wow, argh! oof.”

Giuseppe reamed Tiffany’s back passage hard. He’d widened my wife's hole enough to fuck her with vigor while gripping her waist and sliding her up and down Sebastián’s shaft. I stared into my wife’s eyes, seeing her deep love for me, and felt unafraid.

“You’re being well and truly fucked now, honey.”

She grabbed my head, dragging me to my knees, kissing me deeply and desperately. I pulled away and watched Sebastián thrust his cock deep inside Tiffany’s pussy from below while his friend did the same from behind, bottoming out deep inside my wife’s back passage.

She’d gone to a special meditative place that only the most pleasured can reach. Tiffany’s hand relaxed in mine, and she groaned in ecstasy, smiling, almost laughing when she hit wave after wave of tumultuous orgasm, bucking like a rodeo bronco.

I held Tiffany loosely to avoid interfering with the guys who expertly fucked my wife, and I felt her body tremble. When I slid a hand down to the base of her stomach and pushed slightly, she stared at me in surprise and then smiled with delight. I felt both cocks plowing her inside while her reproductive organs moved to accommodate two magnificent Italian stallions.

Sebastián’s eyes locked on mine when I felt Tiffany’s stomach twitching near where his cock reached deep inside her, and he nodded at me, confirming my silent question.

I knew he was filling my wife up with his cum, splattering her with potent seed.

While Tiffany moaned, barely aware of where she was, gripped in multiple waves of absolute ecstasy, I watched Giuseppe join his friend in a massive cum splattering orgasm inside my wife’s rectum. He strained up high on tiptoes, thrusting hard while leaning over her back, bottoming out somewhere deep inside.

While holding her hand, I shuffled backward to watch the two cocks buried deep inside her decant every drop of their seed.

“Go behind me, James. You’ll get a perfect view.”

I accepted Giuseppe’s invitation in the spirit that he’d offered it and kneeled to observe my wife’s expert fucking from between his legs. I pressed his thighs apart for a better view, and Tiffany’s lover lifted onto his tiptoes.

I saw both massive cocks buried fully inside her fuck holes and gasped in awe.

Both men’s steely, veiny shafts twitched every drop of seed they had while Tiffany’s pussy trembled, and her anus gripped Giuseppe’s cock as though she clung to a cliff ledge for dear life. I knew with each jerk of their cocks and twitch of her creamy slit that the guys were emptying the last drops of their seed inside my wife.

“Thank fuck you’re on the pill.”

Her head tilted lazily sideways, and her eyes were glazed over. She nodded, knowing that pregnancy was the only remaining sanctity between us.

“They’ve satisfied you good and proper, darling wife.”

“Will you clean my pussy, James? I want to reconnect and need you to reclaim me.”

The guys looked at me, waiting for their dismount instructions.

“I’ll lay on the grass right beside you. You must step off quickly when the guys slide their cocks out and then squat down onto my lips.”

The movement was a torrid blur, but we got there, spilling no precious nectar on the way. I watched my wife’s swollen, creamy cunt and gaping wide anus descend into my face, with cum dribbling from both in the final moments before my lips clamped tightly shut on hers. 

While my tongue lapped up a salty, creamy mess, more seeped slowly from her war-torn anus, slightly pink from the stretching Giuseppe gave her.

I swallowed awkwardly, choking back and coughing, such was the excessive cum streaming from her pussy. Once I controlled her flow, I focused on cleaning my wife’s red raw, well fucked labia, servicing each fold of skin, sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy hole when more cum drained from it.

Our Italian fuck team had zipped up and were strolling away, slapping each other on the back, chuckling merrily. My wife, still perched on my face, looked over at them and waved a fond farewell.

“I’ll see you guys. Thank you!”

Her three Italian bulls waved farewell, blowing kisses while my wife sat on her throne, sluicing cum onto my tongue. She looked backward and down at me, smiling lovingly.

“Don’t forget my asshole, babe. It feels very sticky.”

Tiffany leaned forward, gripping the base of my cock before sucking pre-cum from my glans after she peeled back my foreskin. A large teardrop of pink cum squeezed out of her widened anus, and I hunted it down hungrily.

While Tiffany sucked my cock, I bucked gently on the edge of an orgasm, shouting after our fuck team.

“We’ll return here tomorrow. Bring some friends.”


Books By This Author

Kate Granger Books

Hi reader,

I have a growing catalog of books available on Amazon for purchase or free for Kindle Unlimited users.  Please use the link above to view the catalog at your leisure.

There's quite a few in the pipeline, so please give my Amazon profile a follow to keep up-to-date on the newest books.

cover.jpeg





