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    Jenn and I were nearing the end of our vacation in Cancun, and it was time to take stock. We’d had a relaxing time, a lot of reading, swimming, sunbathing, getting high and general lazing around, punctuated by some love-making between us both and wilder, group fucking with young folk we’d picked up around the resort. 
 
    I’ve already written about two gangbangs and an FFM threesome, and this story is pretty much the end of our adventure down in Mexico, since the orgy we’d talked about never came off, this last session being more than enough to think about before we flew home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “OK, what next?” Jenn said as we had breakfast on the balcony, shared a joint, and planned the day. 
 
    “I’d like to watch,” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’d like to…well, be tied up and just watch you with another guy, and you can be nasty, if you’d like.” 
 
    My wife smiled. 
 
    We’d done something like this long ago, in the early days of our swinging. Once when she got banged by two guys in front of me, and second time when she and another woman had tied me up naked, teased me, and then fucked each other while a video of my wife in a gangbang was playing on the TV. 
 
    I’d enjoyed it. 
 
    Not enough to make it a main kink, but enough to make it something I wanted to revisit and nurse, with variations, just to see what happened next. 
 
    “OK,” she said, “then we can do that, sure. It actually goes quite well with what I had planned.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” 
 
    She picked up her phone. 
 
    “I was looking for some action online, and I found a guy who’s staying near here, who’s looking to hook up…” 
 
    Tap, tap, tap. 
 
    She showed me the screen. 
 
    A long, thick dick. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “Isn’t it? I can get in touch with him, see what he thinks. Is that cool?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, “you do that and I’ll head out and get supplies.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I left the hotel and went shopping, with the main item on my list being some rope, which, since we were at the beach, was fairly easy to get. So I got a coil of that, a pack of hand towels a bottle of rum, and some cans of Coke, then headed back to the hotel. 
 
    Jenn was waiting for me in the room, in a bikini and ready to go out. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, picking up the rope while I got some ice from the fridge and made two rum and Cokes to get the day started right. 
 
    “You get the man with the golden dick?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, taking a glass, the ice chinking. “I sent him some of those pictures, you know the ones.” 
 
    I did indeed, and they always worked when she was looking for a hook-up. 
 
    “Well, he’s coming over this evening, before dinner. That cool?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, taking the drink and enjoying the alcohol on top of the weed, getting a flash image of my wife being nailed by that massive cock and her saying nasty, bitchy things to me while I was helpless. 
 
    I got hard, fast, and soon we were kissing, then rolling on the bed, and I finger-fucked Jenn till she came and she started going down on me, like a full on sex scene, but then stopped, held my dick tight while I shook with frustration. 
 
    “Not now, little man,” she said to my cock, “I want you nasty for later.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    OK, this is erotica, so let’s just skim over the next few hours, more or less, and just say that we swam, sunbathed / read and repeated, pausing only for a light lunch, before heading back to the hotel about 3pm to chill with some more weed on the balcony, some more reading in the shade, and then it was time to get ready. 
 
    So we had showers and shaved where we needed, smoked some more, drank some more, and moved one of the chairs from the balcony into the bedroom because it had the best design for our purposes, namely tying my ankles and knees to the front legs, my wrists to the arms, my chest to the back. 
 
    The guy with the big dick, Matteo, aka Matt, was due at 19:00, and texted he’d be there on time at 18:45. 
 
    We went to the bedroom and I gave Jenn the rope, started getting undressed. 
 
    “Not too tight,” I said, putting a folded towel on the seat to make it more comfortable, “just firm.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, hon,” my wife said, dressed in heels, stockings and a tight red dress as she unspooled the rope and gave it a tug, “it’s not our first rodeo.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    So there I was, naked and tied to a chair with a good view of the bed, most of the floor, and an armchair if they decided to fuck on the furniture, porno style. 
 
    There was one more thing, something we’d meant to save for when the action was heating up, but decided to break out a little early on my account: triple-x fly. 
 
    This is a designer sex drug that makes things better, more intense, and we’d brought some with us in a little travel talcum powder container. Jenn shook some of the white powder out on the nightstand, then came over to me with it pinched between her fingers. She held those up to my nose and I snorted. 
 
    Bam! 
 
    White light and an electric charge that ran through my body and settled on my cock and balls while vibrating in my brain. 
 
    I shook my head and swallowed the drip and sipped from the water bottle that Jenn held up to my lips. 
 
    “Fuuuck,” I said, “this is going to be intense.” 
 
    The doorbell rang, and my wife kissed me. 
 
    “I hope so,” she said, then left the room to get the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Matt came in with Jenn, who was holding his hand. 
 
    He was tall, dark, handsome, some years younger than me and about to fuck my wife with a cock that looked like a truncheon 
 
    “Jenn told me what you wanted, and I’m cool with it,” he said, “but can I hear it from you, to be sure?”  
 
    Nice, I thought, respectful. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, “I want to be tied naked to this chair, just as I am, but with a gag in my mouth. And I want to watch you two fucking, and I want you two to be nasty to me, verbally, that’s all.” 
 
    “And with the gag, well, there’s no safe word. Am I right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, “no safe word. But it’s OK, I trust my wife.” 
 
    “Cool,” the guy said, and he turned to my wife “but you have one, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, “pina colada.” 
 
    Then she looked at me. 
 
    “Oh, I should tell you, so you don’t get upset.” 
 
    “Tell me what?” 
 
    She smiled, and stroked Matt’s chest. 
 
    “Well…it’s so big, and I’ve been very naughty, so I…” 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    “I want him to take me by force.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    It was time to begin, so Jenn came over to kiss me “goodbye” and I opened my mouth and she put a cotton scarf between my teeth and tied it around the back of my head. I started breathing slowly, trying to keep calm that way, even with the alcohol, weed and triple-x in my system, because I didn’t want to pass out and break the scene that was about to unfold. 
 
    It was going to be intense, and take me right up to my limits in terms of frustration, but that was the idea, that was the plan, and it was exactly what I wanted. 
 
    So bear this in mind as you keep reading, that my wife and I both wanted this, had been through similar things before, and knew, more or less, what we were in for. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    It started with a kiss. 
 
    Jenn and Matt sat on the bed in front of me and started making out, kissing with open mouths and touching each other. Gentle, at first, and then quickly getting stronger as Matt’s hand’s explored my wife’s body through the thin, red dress, squeezing her breasts and then going between her legs. 
 
    She had no bra on, or panties, so when he touched her she lit up and started moaning, put her hands on his groin and felt his big cock for the first time. 
 
    “Oh my god,” Jenn said, eyes wide in shock. 
 
    She turned to me, grinning. 
 
    “It’s huge,” she said. 
 
    Then she looked back at Matt. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, “take your clothes off, and I want to see your cock.” 
 
    The guy stood up and took his T-shirt off. 
 
    Nice body, better than mine. 
 
    Then he kicked off his sneakers, pulled off his socks, and just stood there in front of Jenn, who reached out and touched his abs with one hand, the bulge in his jeans with the other. 
 
    “Can I?” she said. 
 
    “Sure,” Matt said, “be my guest.” 
 
    My wife smiled, and put both her hands on the long mound in front of her, tracing its length and holding its thickness. 
 
    “My god,” she whispered, “it’s still growing.” 
 
    She grasped it and looked at me. 
 
    “Can you see that, hon?” 
 
    I nodded, and she kissed the guy’s jeans, going up and down the bulge that continued to swell under her loving care. 
 
    Indeed, it got so big that Matt started moaning, in discomfort. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, “these pants are too tight. Do you think you can take it out and give it some room?” 
 
    Jenn reached for the top button and popped it open, then the second and the third, when it became clear the guy wasn’t wearing any underwear. She smiled, and pulled the jeans down a little, just so we could all see the first two inches of so that massive rod. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” she said, quietly, and kissed it.  
 
    Then she pulled the jeans down further – three inches, four, five, six, seven, and still no end in sight. 
 
    My wife was giggling now as she kept pulling down and down and then – pop! – there was all of Matt’s cock, finally on view, half-erect, hanging down at an angle and trembling as it slowly continued to inflate. 
 
    “Fuck me,” Jenn said, looking at me, “can you believe that?” 
 
    I shook my head, amazed. 
 
    Yeah, we’d seen the picture, but real life was something else. 
 
    My wife reached out and held it at the base, too thick for her hand to close around, and made it swing. 
 
    “Wow…just, wow,” she said, looking up at Matt, “you’re quite a guy, you know that?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, “I know. Now why don’t you show your little husband here how big it gets?” 
 
    Jenn looked at me, a wide grin on her face. 
 
    “Little husband, you hear that dear? And look at him…look at this cock.” 
 
    She was holding it with two hands that barely covered half of the length. 
 
    She took her hands off and played with her tits through her dress as started kissing Matt’s dick in front of me. Gently at first, up and down the length as it kept on trembling and growing, getting fuller, stiffer, longer, until – after a minute or so – it was poking straight up, the head well above his belly button and the balls hanging way down low.  
 
    This guy’s cock was a monster, the kind of thing that would scare off any woman who wasn’t an experienced size queen or enthusiastic first timer, with my wife being… well, what was she in this context? She was a slut, that much was clear, and she loved dick as much as anything in life, but of all the one’s she’d been with, to my knowledge, this was the biggest of them all, by some distance. 
 
    Jenn put her hands on it and walked them up – one, two, three, four. 
 
    Then she put a forearm against it and made a fist. It was the exact same size, from the bottom of the elbow (base of the dick) to the end of the knuckle (top of the tip), and that’s how we knew Matt’s cock was 10.4 inches long, or 26.4 cm for all you non-Americans. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “Oh my god,” my wife said, talking to the dick, “it’s so hot and hard…it’s, it’s unreal.” 
 
    Matt looked me, all smug, as Jenn began to stroke his obscene pole, running her fingers up and down the thick and gnarled length, from the fat, bulbus head to the heavy, low hanging balls. 
 
    “Go on,” he said, “show him how to suck a big one.” 
 
    Jenn laughed, and I couldn’t tell if she was in character or not, and then started kissing it, her lips against the head and down the shaft, and then her tongue out, drooling, getting it wet for her fingers. 
 
    I watched the whole thing with my own, much small dick, hard as nails and trembling, a throbbing lust rising from my balls and washing over me, desperate for attention but ignored. 
 
    Well, that’s not really true, as my wife was looking at me all the time she worked her way down Matt’s long pole with her lips and tongue, and then, when she reached the balls and kissed those, the head of that monster dick poking way up over her forehead, she smiled. 
 
    “I’m so happy, hon,” she said, “so happy to be with this good-looking, young guy with a big dick, so happy that you’re tied up and can’t join in, can’t ruin it with that,” she pointed at my cock, a fair-sized one, but still… “With that, thing.” 
 
    She laughed, getting into it, and licked Matt’s balls a while before turning to me again. 
 
    “Yeah, take a good look, make some happy memories, because I don’t think you’re ever getting laid again.” 
 
    Matt stroked my wife’s head. 
 
    “That’s right,” he said to her, “you enjoy it, every inch. Show me how much you love my dick and I’ll fuck with it.” 
 
    Jenn looked up at him, mouth still level with his balls and his cock covering her face. 
 
    “Oh god,” she whispered, “you’re the biggest, I bet…I bet you’re the best.” 
 
    She looked at me and pushed herself up, reached down for the hem of her dress and then pulled it up, over her head, and tossed it on the floor. 
 
    There she was, in heels and stockings, nothing else, a vacation body with tan lines and sweet, freshly shaved pussy that looked so small, much too small, next to that thick log a cock. 
 
    She was going to be stretched wide and ruined for me, the memory of this burned into her body as to how things could really be, if only she dared to leave me and look for the big ones. 
 
    I ached inside, and loved it, the tension building as Jenn put her hands on Matt’s dick again, so small against the length and girth. 
 
    "I’ll tell you the truth, hon, no games. I wish your cock was as big as this, I really do, just like you, well,” she got on her knees, reached for a bottle of water, took a sip and looked at me intently, in a way that made it clear she really believed this, “ just like you wish I was younger, better looking, too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    "You want to see how wet you make me?" Jenn said to Matt, who nodded. 
 
    She took the water bottle and pushed it into her cunt, moved it around until it was halfway in, stretching her out. Then she squatted down so the bottom of the bottle was resting on the floor and she could bounce up and down on it. 
 
    “My, my,” the guy said, a big smile on this face, “aren’t you the perfect little fuck doll? Now see how much of this you can get in your mouth.” 
 
    The blow job of that big dick started slow, and escalated quickly. 
 
    First she just licked it all over, getting it wet so the shaft would slide passed her lips and as deep as she could take it. Then, when it was glistening and some drool was hanging from Matt’s balls, she opened her mouth and took the head inside, then pushed herself forward to take a good third inside before she gagged. 
 
    She pulled back, coughed, and wiped her lips. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, “I’ll do better.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Matt, “you’d better, or I’ll… Well, you’ll see.” 
 
    He put a hand on my wife’s head, and after she opened her mouth and took his dick back inside he pulled her onto it, right down to the gag and then a little further, a little too far, so she made a retching sound and he pushed her off the end of his cock, thick drool handing down from the tip to her lips. 
 
    “Now I’m going to try again,” he said, “and we’re both going to try a little harder. You cool with that?” 
 
    Jenn looked up at him and nodded, chastened and her eyes just starting to water. 
 
    Matt held his long dick and rubbed it over all my wife’s face, like a blind man trying to find her mouth. 
 
    It was obscene, and terribly degrading, like she was nothing to him but three holes waiting to be used. 
 
    Which, in point of fact, she was – on her knees, mouth open and having asked this guy, with a cock the size of her forearm, to treat her nasty, right up to the use of a safe word, and all with me watching, tied up, gagged, and naked. 
 
    What a way to end our vacation. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “That’s it,” Matt said, as the head of this dick went into my wife’s mouth. “This is your life now, bitch, get used to it. My cock in your mouth, your pussy, your ass. My cock in your everything.” 
 
    He gripped his dick and waggled it about, made it pop from Jenn’s lips a few times, pushed it over her face, and then slid it back into her mouth. 
 
    Each time he went in a little deeper and came out a little wetter, so pretty soon my wife’s face was a mess of drool. 
 
    After a few minutes of this he got hold of her head and made it turn, so she was looking at me with his fat dick stretching her lips and making her cheek bulge. 
 
    “Look at that,” he said to me, as Jenn stuck her tongue out under his shaft, “that’s what your wife is now, man, a cock hungry whore.” 
 
    He put a hand down and rubbed the bulge his cock was making in my wife’s face and moaned as drool ran down her chin. 
 
    “That’s it, babe,” he said, “good and wet.” 
 
    He took his dick out and rubbed it all over her face again. 
 
    “You’re good,” he said, stroking Jenn’s head, “I bet you’ve sucked a lot of dicks, right?” 
 
    She looked up at him and nodded, licked his balls, and he laughed. 
 
    “More than 20?” 
 
    She nodded, one of his balls now in her mouth as she stroked the shaft from top to bottom. 
 
    “More than 50?” 
 
    She nodded, and reached down and worked that water bottle in and out of her cunt, stretching herself and stroking her clit. 
 
    “More than 100?” 
 
    She nodded again, and I knew it was true. 
 
    Then Matt laughed, turned Jenn’s head so she was facing him again, and firmly pulled her forward. His dick hit the back of her mouth and made her gag, but she reached out and put her hands on his ass and forced him deeper, passed the throat barrier, and with a sickening sound and sudden movement nearly all of that massive cock disappeared between my wife’s lips. 
 
    “Come on,” Matt said, as my wife’s eyes began to water, “you can do it…you can do it…” 
 
    Jenn forced herself to take more of his cock into her throat, which, I swear, now looked swollen, and as she struggled with the last few inches she fucked her cunt harder with the water bottle and moved her head from side to side, until finally, unbelievably, she swallowed the whole 10 inches of Matt’s dick. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, “you’re a good girl, a real good girl.” 
 
    Then he looked at him, triumphant, as my Jenn stuck out her tongue and licked his balls. 
 
    “You see this? You see my dick down your wife’s throat? Well, that’s nothing, man, that’s just the start.” 
 
    Then he grabbed her by the hair and pushed her back off his dick, the full sickening length almost slipping from her mouth before he pulled and plunged it in again. 
 
    This time there was no gag, just a wet, fucking sound as Matt began to furiously work Jenn’s head on and off his long cock, face-fucking my wife with the whole thing as her eyes rolled back in her head and her soul seemed leave her body. 
 
    This was it, deep-throated fucking with a monster dick and full, heavy balls slapping on her chin as my wife surrendered to being used by this guy she’d found online the day before, and the only things she knew about him, the only things that mattered, were he was young, handsome and hung. 
 
    And now he was raging, an angry look on his face as throat-fucked my wife until she tapped out, slapping his ass three, four times before he pushed her away and she fell to the floor while his dick sprung out of her mouth. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, as Jenn coughed, spluttered and wiped her lips, slowly getting her breath back. 
 
    I watched it all, tied up and naked, dick hard and aching for release, wondering what the fuck would happen next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “What are you?” Matt said, stroking his pole and looking down at my wife. 
 
    "Trash,” she said, almost sobbing and still catching her breath from the face-fucking and with drool dripping down from her chin and onto her tits. “I'm total fucking trash." 
 
    “That’s right,” he said, resting his dick on top of her head and pushing his balls in her face, “you’re a big dick loving trash whore, all right. Now lick my balls and get my cum warm, like a good little whore, and then, right here, in front of your loser husband, I’m going to fuck you in the pussy, fuck you in the ass and cum of all over your stupid face.” 
 
    With that Jenn put out her tongue, soft and wet, and began to slobber over Matt’s big balls like she was eating ice cream. They were huge, but she worked them over good, tongue up, down and around. Then he reached down and popped one in her mouth and sucked on that, leaning back and stretching the sack, all while that long hard dick as still resting on top of her head. 
 
    Yeah, she looked like trash all right, with fucked-up make-up and a water bottle in her cunt, and my cock was rock hard but I couldn’t touch it, so it just swung and jerked while I wriggled on the chair, those ropes holding firm and the gag getting wetter in my mouth, my breathing fast and shallow through my nose. 
 
    This was intense, and I worried about passing out with excitement, about missing any of the action, about missing the big dick going deep into my wife. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    After a few minutes of ball in mouth action Matt pulled Jenn off her knees, turned her around, bent her over and then pushed her down over one side of the armchair, that water bottle still sticking out of her cunt. 
 
    She looked shocked at the sudden change in action, and then gave out a sharp yelp when, out of nowhere, he smacked her ass, and hard. 
 
    “What the fuuu-?” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    He did it again, and then pushed the water bottle deeper inside and twisted it around. 
 
    Jenn  looked back, fire in her eyes. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    "What your husband doesn't spank you?" Matt said. 
 
    My wife shook her head. 
 
    Smack! Smack! Smack! 
 
    She winced as a wave of something – pleasure, pain, humiliation or surrender – seemed to run through her body. 
 
    “You’re bad wife, you know that? Sucking another man’s dick, about to take it up the –“ 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Then he looked at me. 
 
    “Hey, I hate to break it to you, I hate the break the scene, and I hate to get all personal, but Jenn here’s nasty, and you… well…” 
 
    He shook his head, pulled the water bottle out of my wife’s pussy and tossed it on the bed, sighed 
 
    “Look, man, I don’t know about you and your kinks, and I don’t care, I’m just here to fuck your wife.” 
 
    Then he turned his attention back to Jenn. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Have you been a naughty wife?" 
 
    “Y-yes,” she said, all her usual confidence lost, like something was broken inside,. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you? My big dick in your tight, married cunt?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Then get on the bed, spread your legs and show me your pussy.” 
 
    She got off the armchair, crawled over to the bed, got up on it, lay on her back, opened her legs wide and started playing with herself. 
 
    “Tell me what you want,” Matt said, striding over with his big dick swinging 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” she said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because…because I need you, I need you to fuck me.” 
 
    Matt smiled, aimed the head of his cock down and rubbed it up against her asshole. 
 
    “I bet you need it here, too, don’t you?” 
 
    My wife nodded, looking up at Matt and biting her lip, like she was already on the verge of cumming. 
 
    “Say it,” he said. 
 
    “I need it,” she whispered, entranced, “I need it in my ass.” 
 
    “Good girl,” he said, moving the head of this dick back up to Jenn’s pussylips and poking it in, just a little. “Now tell your husband what I’m doing.” 
 
    My wife turned to look at me, playing with her tits, as Matt worked the end of his cock in and out of her cunt. 
 
    “He’s starting to fuck me,” she said, then closed her eyes and moaned as he went deeper, “and he’s big, so big…I…oh my god.” 
 
    She looked up at him, and put a hand on his chest. 
 
    “I want it all,” she said, “I want all of your big, beautiful cock inside me, and I want to fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck me like a nasty whore with your nasty fucking horse dick.” 
 
    With that Matt grabbed my wife’s legs and yanked them up, then pushed forward so the entire length of his long dick went inside her cunt, and I saw the end of it make her belly poke out as she gasped. 
 
    Jenn looked down and saw it too, stroked the bulge and then gazed up at Matt with eyes of wonder as he began to slide his long pole in and out. 
 
    “Oh it’s good,” she whispered, “so good.” 
 
    Then she looked at me. 
 
    “He’s so big, hon, I don’t know…,” she panted, like she was close to cumming, “I don’t know if I’ll be able to take,” she closed her eyes and groaned as Matt picked up speed, “I don’t know if I’ll be good enough, good enough to...oh my god…” 
 
    Then my wife grunted and her whole body shook, her legs in the air trembling and her feet and hands clenched tight as she came, hard and deep, and out her mouth came a string of garbled obscenities as she surrendered to that monster dick and babbled about a whore and a bitch and naughty, naughty girl. 
 
    Meanwhile, Matt was all cool, not even working up a sweat. 
 
    “You see this,” he said to me, as Jenn’s spasms continued, “I don’t even need to touch her clit and she’s cumming, like a bitch in heat.” 
 
    Then he pulled the whole length of his dick out and my wife opened her eyes in shock, still shaking. 
 
    “No,” she gasped, “no, please, please…” 
 
    “Please what?” the bastard said. 
 
    “Please fuck me, please…” 
 
     “OK,” he said, “but up your ass.” 
 
    “Well,” Jenn said, “in that case…” 
 
    She went to the bedside table, shook out some triple-xxx and cut it into two lines of the infamous sex drug. 
 
    “Come here,” she said to Matt, then snorted one line and pointed to the other, which the guy inhaled without asking any questions. 
 
    As the drug hit the two of them kissed, full of passion, like they were going to fuck standing up. 
 
    Then Matt broke away, slapped my wife on the ass. 
 
    Smack! Smack! Smack! 
 
    “Come on,” he said, “I want you to choke on your husband’s dick while I fuck you in the ass.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Jenn got down in front of me and smiled, eyes on fire with the drug. 
 
    “Oh hi, little fella,” she said to my hard cock, “you missed me?” 
 
    She got on all fours and teased the head of my dick with the tip of her tongue, then squeezed the base as a little precum leaked out and wagged a finger at me. 
 
    “Not yet,” she said, and I groaned behind the gag, balls aching and wanting to cum in her mouth. 
 
    Suddenly, while the both of us were distracted, Matt forced the head of his dick into my wife’s ass and her eyes popped wide in panic. 
 
    “No,” she gasped, “oh god, no, too much, too…ugh, pina… no, no, fuck…pina…no, no, no…fuck!” 
 
    The guy gripped Jenn’s hips and kept pushing forward, forcing his cock as far as he could inside her ass until she let out a scream and he reached forward and put a big hand over her mouth. 
 
    Then he looked at me, and winked. 
 
    “Don’t worry, man, it’s all part of the plan.” 
 
    And then he moved his hips and my wife shut her eyes and her nostrils flared as the whole length of his long thick dick was now up through her backdoor. 
 
    “You’re not going to scream, are you?” 
 
    She shook her head with his hand over her mouth, the pleasure/pain of being ass fucked by a monster written on her face. 
 
    “And you are going to suck your husband’s cock, aren’t you?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Matt took his hand from Jenn’s mouth, and looked up at me, eyes red and face dripping with sweat. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she hissed, “I love this.” 
 
    Then the guy pushed my wife’s forward, his dick still in her ass, so her face was up against my cock. 
 
    “Swallow it,” he said. 
 
    She opened her mouth and got all of my cock in with relative ease, just struggling, once again with the throat, but Matt put a hand on her head, pushed down, and that opened up with a sickening gag as she took me all the way down to the balls, her nose pressed against me. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, “a cock up your ass and one in your mouth. Now you’re a really good wife.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    So Matt fucked my wife in the ass with that thick, long monstrous dick going all the way in as he held her head firm with a bunch of hair and forced her up and down on my cock in time with his thrusts. She was gurgling, making strange sounds, but ones I knew were of her cumming, giving in to the abuse and giving in to pleasure, overwhelmed with cock and the center of attention. 
 
    I loved it, too, and as Jenn’s eyes went between screwed shut in pleasure/pain and wide open with the same. 
 
    I felt my balls stir and then erupt, emptying a full load in her mouth. 
 
    It was too much, and my wife coughed and spluttered, cum flying out. Matt pulled her head up just as the last shot or two of spunk flew from my cock, up into the air and down on Jenn’s head. Then he pulled his long dick all the way out of her ass, pulled her back, and stepped forward so he could jerk off in her face. 
 
    I watched, amazed, as Matt stroked the whole length, began to moan as his massive balls jumped up and down and then, I swear, they twitched and he gave out a strangled scream and all hell broke loose as about a dozen long, thick spurts of cum shot out and hit my wife in the face and tits, getting in her hair, hanging off her eyebrows and nose, in one ear and dripping from her chin. 
 
    “Oh god,” Matt panted, as Jenn sat back on her heels and wiped the jizz from her eyes, “look at you, look at you…you…you’re fucking…wow…” 
 
    He turned to me, out of breath and shocked at what he’d just done. 
 
    “Man, your wife…she’s nasty.” 
 
    And all I could do was nod. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A short time later Jenn took the gag from my mouth and untied me, and I drank some water while walking around the room to stretch my arms and legs. 
 
    Matt was still a little freaked out, so while Jenn got in the shower I took him outside on the balcony, both of us wearing towels, and we shared a joint, drank some rum and Coke, and pretty soon he was all chill about it. 
 
    Jenn came out in a bathrobe and joined us, and when things were all cool Matt got dressed, said goodbye and disappeared. 
 
    Then my wife and I went back inside, did two lines of triple-x each. 
 
    I tied her hands behind her back and teased her, on and off, for the next hour, while she told me everything she wanted to do next, and then I fucked her in the ass while she had a water bottle in her cunt 
 
    It was a wild, wild end to our vacation. 
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    You can see all of PB Rider’s books here, with the best deal currently the 30-story collection Stags, Vixens, Cougars & More, and keep up with new releases here. 
 
    While on the next page there’s the start of another story about Jenn… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Hannah’s Gaping Gang 
 
    By PB Rider 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I was doing Hannah from behind, and she was reaching back and rubbing herself, getting close to the edge. This always set me off too, and since we loved cumming together I gripped her ass cheeks and pumped a little harder, then a lot. 
 
    I felt her pussy grip me and fucked on through that, with the familiar twitches running from the tip of my dick to my balls and back again. 
 
    “I going to cum soon,” I panted, “that OK?” 
 
    “Sure,” she gasped, smacking her clit and taking herself a little higher, then a lot, before the fall, “just one thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do it in the wrong hole.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    My girlfriend, now wife, had been an “ethical slut” since college, although I only found out about that sometime after we’d started dating. She’d given up on that side of herself soon after graduating, so she thought, finding it incompatible with settling down with one guy to pay all the bills – me – while she sat around and got high, built castles in the air. 
 
    Indeed, I was about to dump her for general sloth when this whole kink came out. She had sex with two guys in front of me who we found online – BBC, is the term of art, in a story I told before in Hannah Works for the BBC. Then two guys she knew back in the day came to stay, and again she let her freak flag fly, an adventure that I eventually typed up and called Airtight Girlfriend. And if you read those then you’ll know that I was into it. It turned me on to see my girlfriend getting fucked and join in with the fun. Hannah liked it, too, and exploring our sexuality in this way made everything better – chilled me out and made her more active, alive. 
 
    Indeed, after a few months of this lifestyle we were in love like never before, optimistic about the future and even talking about marriage. 
 
    There was just one thing Hannah wanted to try, to make sure I was cool with the life she had planned. 
 
     She wanted a gangbang with at least four other guys. 
 
     “So five dicks, including mine?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said, “that should be enough, don’t you think? I mean, I want you all to have fun, and I’ve only got so many hands and holes. Plus, well… I mean ten guys, twenty, that can’t be good for a girl. Can it?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    There was one catch, even for a guy like me who liked to play stag to Hannah’s vixen. 
 
    “I know who I want in the gang,” she said, “Anton, Dean, Rick and Matt.” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Four guys I knew, we both knew, none of whom I really liked. 
 
    I was a quiet, bookish type, and they were outdoorsy and loud, playing up to what’s now termed “toxic masculinity”.  
 
    Which I guess, knowing my then girlfriend, now wife, is why she chose them. 
 
    Anyway, the deal was pretty easy to arrange, at least on Hannah’s side. She sent out the invitations and waited for them to come back, excited like a kid before Christmas, while I just swallowed my misgivings and rode on through the kink. 
 
    After all, this is what I wanted, right? An open relationship, of sorts, with myself being free to fuck around too, if I managed to find another woman who was into it. 
 
    Before I could think too much, that same evening, in fact, Hannah had replies from all four guys. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes and fuck yes,” she said. “We’d better get some drinks in, and some weed, and condoms, lube, baby wipes, kitchen towel, hand towels…” 
 
    She was beaming. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Jump cut to the evening in question, with the guys due to arrive at 8pm. 
 
    They all did, shaking my hand and then going into the living room to get high and drink, chat with Hannah who was wearing a tight summer dress with nothing underneath it, her nipples showing and the outline of her pussy and ass. 
 
    When we’d all had a drink or two I switched the TV from music videos to Japanese soft porn – busty women in the shower, that kind of thing. Then Hannah clapped her hands and got everyone’s attention. 
 
    “OK,” she said, “I think it’s time to begin the main event.” 
 
    I tapped my phone and the TV changed to the start of a European gangbang, a clothed woman being groped and kissed by half a dozen men. 
 
    Hannah reached down, held the hem of her dress, pulled it up over her head and dropped it on the floor. Naked but for a pair of red heels. 
 
    The guys looked at her, mouths open and shifting in their seats. 
 
    “Shall we…?” said Dean. 
 
    “I mean…” said Chris. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, trying to maintain some control of the situation. “Get undressed.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    It was a strange sight, all five of us guys sitting there naked, drinking, getting high and watching porn, while Hannah moved around on her hands and knees sucking dick, the room full of the sounds of fucking coming quietly from the TV and louder ones of sucking in real life. 
 
    After my girlfriend had all five dicks in her mouth once or twice the guys took it in turns to get behind her and fuck like that, so Hannah was see-sawing between a cock in her cunt, one in her mouth, and – whenever possible – another one or two in her hands. 
 
    All the while the guys were keeping up a running commentary on her whorishness. Encouraging her to take the cocks deeper in her mouth, give out titfucks and lick their balls. 
 
    Hannah did it all, reaching back to touch herself until Dean saw an opportunity and got on his knees behind my girlfriend and slipped his dick inside her. 
 
    “Nice,” he said, nodding, and slapping her ass. 
 
    Then he turned to me. 
 
    “Really nice girlfriend you got here, man, thanks.” 
 
    The guys laughed, then said thanks for inviting them over, and as Hannah moved around from dick to dick to dick they took turns to go behind and fuck her while I watched. 
 
    With the third or fourth rotation she wanted a break – her mouth dry and jaw a little sore, so she got off the floor, and drank a beer, smoked a joint. Then she sat in an armchair and two or three guys at a time would go over and touch her body, kiss her, fuck her in the mouth. 
 
    She looked at me, kind of drowsy, high, holding a beer and still stroking Rick’s balls while he jerked off just inches from her face. 
 
    “Pretty good, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, dick in hand and hard as nails 
 
    “Tell you what,” she said, to all of us, “you guys make me cum with your hands and mouths, and then you can start fucking me for real.” 
 
    Matt got down on his knees between my girlfriend’s legs and started eating her out. Dean got on her left side and began kissing her arm while groping one of her tits, while Rick got on her right and did the same. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    That’s the end of the sample, and if you’d like to read the rest then take a look on Amazon. 
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