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The Intern

It was the ‘End of Summer’ picnic for my wife’s company. I was hanging at the beer cooler, making small talk with some guys while I watched my wife chatting with a group of three young guys.

The tall dark-haired guy was hitting on her, but I don’t think she quite realized it. I watched as his body language betrayed his desire for her. He was handsome and very muscular, possibly an athlete, and I imagined his sweaty body pounding away at my pretty wife, her legs spread in infidelity. Little did I know that was a premonition, not a fantasy.

I had these thoughts a lot and told my wife about my fantasies. Rose always brushed them off, convinced that she was not the object of anyone’s desire because she was 42 and ‘old.’ Rose was quite pretty at her age, probably more beautiful than when she was younger - her body had become a bit more lean, her breasts were still perky and a respectable ‘C’ cup. Her smile and face were painfully attractive. She was hot.

She was also not very attentive to men’s advances. I’d seen her hit on and flirted with at company events, and even by some of my friends, but she never picked up on it. Even when I’d tell her after the fact, she was convinced that they were just being ‘friendly.’

Whenever I suggested she flirt back, or accept the advances of a certain co-worker or acquaintance, she promised me she was interested in some ‘side fun,’ but that I was wrong about their intentions. It was frustrating to know she had so many opportunities to hook up, but didn’t read them.

Rose finally slipped away, and I caught up with her. “I think that young stud there wanted to get into your pants, Missy.”

My wife looked at me and said, “I think so too. You know, he offered to drive me home if you leave early.”

“He wants to take you to Pound Town,” I laughed.

Rose looked intense. “I know he does. If he weren’t my intern, we’d already be at Pound Town. But he is so young, and the risk is too much.”

“You’d hook up with him? Really? Finally, yes! Do it, baby,” I encouraged her.

“I told you I’d hook up, if someone offered. It’s just too close. He’s my intern, for goodness’ sake. It’s an HR nightmare scenario. We have to leave now, before Doug tempts me again. Please?”

The idea of her finally fucking another guy excited me, so didn’t want to push. I figured there was a chance if I didn’t press her. We drove home, and she attacked me like she hasn’t had sex in a decade.

***

Over the next few weeks, I noticed Rose dressing in more revealing outfits, and she even bought tops that showed off more cleavage and hiked her dresses up to show more legs. I hoped that the sexy change was for Doug.

I asked her one day, if she was dressing up for him, and she gave me a guilty look as she said, “Yes. I like to tease him, and it makes me feel excited the way he drools over me.”

“Maybe you should let him drool inside  you,” I suggested.

“Oh, I want to. But the risk is too much. Besides, you’d really want me to fuck him?”

“Baby, if some 22-year-old hottie wanted me to bone her, would you say no?”

“No, I guess not,” she agreed.

***

Rose called one day to say that she and some co-workers were going out for a drink to celebrate her birthday, which was on the upcoming weekend. I wondered whether Doug would be there.

When she arrived home, she was a little tipsy and very flushed. I actually got excited, thinking she might have hooked up with Doug. I asked, “Were you a bad girl tonight?”

“Yes,” she said breathlessly. My heart jumped.

“Did you get a new penis for your birthday?”

“No. Yes. Well almost,” she blurted.

“Tell me!” I was so excited.

“Um well, we went for some drinks after work. After one round, everyone left except Diane and Doug. Diane was getting her drink on, so I don’t think she noticed Doug undressing me with his eyes.” She gave a guilty smile and said, “I may have undone a button or two to tease him.”

“Anyway, Diane headed to the ladies’ room, and that’s when Doug made his move. He slid close to me and told me he had a special birthday present that was just my size. When I asked what size that was, he said, ‘big,’ took my hand and placed it on his leg right near his crotch.”

Rose’s eyes got big as she relived the moment, “He put my hand right on his cock, which was hard and huge. Like a porn star huge. He asked me if I thought it was the right size.” Rose was panting, then said, “I told him it would be a perfect fit! Fuck! What was I thinking? I know what I was thinking. I was thinking of taking him to Pound Town! Thank God Diane returned. I got out of there as quickly as I could before I went home with him.”

That weekend we had sex, and I teased her about how she could have Doug’s big present between her legs instead of me. She said seriously that she kept thinking about it. I was almost certain that she would finally hook up with another guy!

***

When Rose got home on Monday, I asked how things were with Doug at work.

“Fine. He was fine and there was nothing strange, other than the usual glances down my shirt.” She paused, then said, “Um, it turns out I have to travel this week - we have a couple of clients that need face-to-face meetings.”

“OK, when?”

“I fly out Wednesday night, then meetings on Thursday with each, one early, one late, then I fly home on Friday,” she said. I could tell there was something she wasn’t telling me.

“And?”

“And Jenkins wants me to bring Doug to experience client meetings.”

There was silence for a bit, then I said, “This is your chance.”

My wife looked at me and said, “I’ve been thinking that. I know it’s a bad idea, so I think nothing will happen. But I’ve been thinking about it non-stop since Jenkins suggested it.”

“You know Doug is gonna put the moves on you.”

“Probably, but I’ll explain the HR complications, and that it would make working together weird. I don’t think anything will happen.” She didn’t sound too convincing, but I wasn’t going to press things.

Wednesday, I helped her put her bag in the car before she headed to the airport right after work. I kissed her and said, “If you decide to go for it, go all the way, OK? It will be exciting for me to hear about it.”

Rose said, “I’m not gonna complicate things like that. I’ll find someone else, I promise.”

I spent the next two days thinking about that could be happening on the trip. I slept little, and masturbated quite a few times, imagining Rose with her legs spread for the muscular young man as he pounded her through the mattress.

The Trip

On Friday, I couldn’t wait to get home and see Rose. I wondered how flirtatious Doug had gotten and had a bit of hope that Rose fooled around with him.

When I got home, Rose was sitting on the couch with a glass of wine, staring at her phone, as usual. I gave her a kiss, then took a seat in my regular chair, taking a moment of silence to let the day’s stress fall away.

She put down the phone and just sat watching me, as she took a sip of her wine.

I finally said, “I missed you. How was the trip?” I was grinning, because she knew what I wanted to hear.

She said, “Well, I hope you were serious about me hooking up, because it happened.”

I was shocked. Both because she actually did it, and also by her blunt announcement. “Whoa! Holy shit! That’s great! Tell me, how did it happen? Was it last night? I want to hear!”

“OK, I’ll tell you, but no 100 questions. I’m still thinking this through.”

I nodded, afraid to interrupt her.

“We flew out Wednesday, of course, and I told him to wear traveling clothes, which I also did. That sort of started it.”

She paused for a moment, “I wore a loose top and yoga pants with sneakers.” She gave me a look and said, “I know, but I told you how much it excites me to have him stare and drool over me. He was wearing tight sweatpants that showed off his firm ass and package. I was surprised that he wasn’t embarrassed with that big bulge just hanging out there.”

“Anyway, it was a little funny knowing that we were both trying to check each other out while we were in the line at the ticket counter and waiting to board. We got early boarding, and it was Southwest, so I had him lead the way and select seats. He wanted to sit up front, and there were two seats facing one another. I thought little about it, but after we put our stuff up and belted in, I realized that my kitty was a full-on cameltoe for him to see, and his package was just as visible. For the entire flight.”

Rose took a sip of her wine, “By the end of the 2 hour flight, we weren’t even pretending not to look. He just grinned as he stared at my kitty, and I don’t know how I looked as I considered his cock inside his pants. I was insanely horny by the time we debarked.”

“We were staying at the airport hotel, and we didn’t have the rental car until the morning, so we went right to check in.”

My wife looked at me and said, “I dunno what happened. Doug and I got in the elevator, and he just followed me to my room. I remember looking at him as I used my key, then the next thing I know, he was in my room and was kissing me and our hands were all over one another.”

Her nostrils flared in excitement as she said, “I remember seeing him naked, wondering if his enormous cock would fit, then he was on top of me, pounding away as I came again and again.”

She took another slurp of her wine. “And then we ordered room service and screwed again until they delivered the food.”

She just stared, apparently reliving the experience.

After a few moments of silence, I asked, “Did he stay the night, or go to his room? And were the meetings weird after that?”

Rose looked at me, snapping out of her reverie, “He never left. I canceled our meetings ‘because of illness’ and we fucked the entire time. We ate meals in the room and fucked all day and night. We didn't leave until our return flight, and we almost missed that one.”

She ended in a tone of wonderment, “He was hard the entire time, always ready to go, and had a cock like a porn star.”

I waited for her to say more, then ventured, “How was the return flight? Did you talk?”

My wife laughed, “We were so late getting to the gate that we had to sit in different rows.”

She added, “When we debarked, I waited for him, and he just said, ‘See you at the office on Monday.’ I watched his firm ass as we walked away, though.”

“That’s it? Wham, Bam, Thank You Ma’am?”

Rose nodded, then said, “It was kind of awesome, though. Just dirty sex, then on with life. No strings.”

I grinned and said, “And now it’s my turn.”

Rose gave me a sympathetic look and said, “I need a break, honey. A horse dick has fucked me for 48 hours straight. My insides are jelly and my pussy is sore.”

She could see my disappointment. “How about a blowjob? I couldn’t fit him in my mouth, so I’m ready to relieve your stress on my knees, baby!”

I imagined how big he must be, and how he must have stretched my wife, as she sucked me to an orgasm and swallowed me down. I was so excited; I came in record time, which I suspect she noticed.

After that, she returned to her seat on the couch.

I grinned and said, “I guess you have to reschedule the trip? Going next week?”

“Yes, I rescheduled. It has to be two separate trips now, though because of the clients’ schedules. And not next week, two and three weeks out.”

“I assume you’re taking Doug again, but why the delay?”

She gave me a guilty smile as she said, “My period is due next week.”

I laughed and said, “Promise me you’ll keep taking him bare? That’s so fucking dirty, I love it!”

My wife said, “I wasn’t sure about that. We didn’t plan this, so we didn't have any protection.”

Rose stopped and looked at me, then blurted, “Sorry, no lies. He had  protection. I told him not to use it! I wanted him to come inside me. I needed  him to come inside me, to make my cheating complete.”

Cheating. She was excited by the cheating. I wanted to encourage her, so I replied, “I understand. Now you have to go bare every time you cheat. I want to know that his sperm are still swimming inside you for days after. Do you realize that? Doug’s sperm are still inside you, hunting for your egg.”

Rose moaned loudly and started rubbing herself, as she said, “Fuck, that’s right…”

I moved next to her, placing my hand on her stomach “His sperm are alive trying to impregnate you, but your husband’s are dead in your stomach. How’s that for infidelity?”

“Oh, my God!” she moaned as her fingers rubbed frantically, bringing herself to orgasm.

When she calmed down, she looked at me and said, “You really do  like this, huh?”

I rubbed her belly and said, “You are so hot, with another man’s little swimmers inside you.” I kissed her neck and said, “So sexy.”

***

We made dinner and headed to bed, talking about house and personal stuff. I was mindful of her request not to pester her with questions.

As we climbed into bed, I asked, “Do you think this will be a regular thing, or only on trips?”

Rose turned off the light as she said, “Just trips. He has a regular girlfriend.” After a second, she said, “Ha! He’s a cheater, too.”

“Do you think it’ll be weird at work? Think he knows to be cool?” I asked.

“Hmm, I assume so. But I better talk to him to make sure he knows. I’ll text him tomorrow or Sunday,” my wife said as she rolled over to sleep.

I had a hard time going to sleep, as I imagined my wife spreading her legs for the intern’s big dick.

Booty Call

On Saturday, I noticed Rose was more attached to her phone than usual. I asked if she was expecting a call, and she gave me a serious look as she replied, “Trying to talk to Doug before work and make sure he doesn’t blow it.”

I laughed and said, “That’s your job, anyway.”

She just snorted, “He’s too big to blow.”

Early in the afternoon, while I was sweeping out the garage, Rose came out to talk to me.

“I’m going to Doug’s apartment to talk to him. His girlfriend is working until 7:00. She works at a restaurant and has weekend shifts, I guess. I’ll be back soon.”

“OK. Remember to go bare,” I said, with a laugh.

Rose gave me a stern look as she said, “This is not a booty call. I’m protecting my job.”

As I watched her get in her car, I realized she was wearing her tightest jeans and a top that showed cleavage way down between her boobs.

***

She didn’t return for nearly five hours. I checked her location on the phone, and she was at some apartment complex near the university. I doubted they were “talking” for that long and was excited that I might get sloppy seconds.

When she returned a bit after 7:00pm, I greeted her at the door with a grin.

She looked guilty, “I guess it WAS a booty call.”

“Wow, so?”

“Yeah, we talked. Then we fucked our brains out. You’ll be happy to know I got a full refill of his baby makers, which are swimming inside me.”

“Yeah! How about sloppy seconds?” I asked as I kissed her.

My wife went to her knees as she said, “How about I send yours to a watery death while Doug's are happily inside me?”

She didn’t wait for an answer as she unfastened my pants and gave me head right in the entrance hall. Her comments and unexpected behavior had me so excited that I ended up grabbing her head and fucking her face, eager to send my babies into her stomach.

After I stopped spurting down her throat, and calmed down, I withdrew my cock from her mouth and said, “Sorry. I got carried away.”

Rose looked up at me with a smile and said, “No, that was great. It was a great feeling - having you use me for your pleasure.”

She stood, and kissed my cheek as she said, “And now, all your babies are dead, but his are still inside me, happily playing in my uterus.”

***

As we lay down to bed, asked, “Oh, so how did the talk  with Doug go? You know, about being cool at work?”

Rose said, “Yeah. He agreed it would be trouble if anyone found out.” She turned to me and said, “He actually said, ‘It would be trouble if anyone found out while we still had sex .’”

I read the hidden warning in his words, and said, “So I guess you’ll be his booty call until the end of his internship?”

“Yeah, six more months of that big dick. It’ll be terrible,” she giggled. After a pause she said, “If that’s OK with you?”

“It’s not cheating if you get permission. But it would be exciting if you felt all loose because of your extramarital activity. Because another man stretched you out.”

“Hmm, a challenge,” she said as she turned to sleep.

I had a hard time falling asleep, knowing that my wife was going to be cheating with the young man for months. My fantasy had become real.

***

Sunday morning I awoke to the sound of Rose getting dressed. She was pulling a long sweater over her silk babydoll and slipping on shoes.

“Hey. What’s going on?” I asked, rubbing sleep from my eyes.

She held up her phone and said, “Booty call. His girlfriend will be away for a bit and he wants me.”

“You’re going like that?” I asked, my penis was also waking up.

She smiled and said, “The clothes don’t stay on, so why bother?” As she reached the bedroom door, she said, “Plus, it’ll feel so dirty, knowing I left your bed for his!”

And like that, she was gone. I lay there, thinking about what she was doing, and getting hornier by the minute. I finally got some coffee and a shower.

Rose arrived home about 11:00, looking a little tired. I met her at the door and noticed how her panties were drenched. She saw me looking and said, “Yeah, leakage. I guess all his babies aren’t inside me today.”

I shut the door and asked, “How was it?”

She laughed and said, “How do you think?”

Without asking, she got on her knees and started unfastening my pants. She looked up at me and said, “His girlfriend was at church with her family.” She bit her lip, showing her excitement as she said, “She was on her knees for the Lord, and I was on my hands and knees for her boyfriend. While she was being filled with the holy spirit, I was being filled with holy cock!”

I was rock hard at her description, and moaned while she swallowed me, working hard to get me off. Once again, I grabbed her head when I came, releasing my grip after I finished.

Rose got up and said, “Thanks for the dead baby makers, Mister. That’s the only thing I’ve had to eat all day. Let’s make some food.”

As we made something in the kitchen, she said, “Oh, and I met one of his roommates.”

“Roommates?” I asked. I never imagined he lived with others.

“Yeah. It’s a big apartment and his buddies share it with him. There are three of them there. Anyway, his friend Tim is very cute, and very tattooed. I guess if you’re an artist, you wear the art.”

“An artist?” I asked.

“Yes, he’s a tattoo artist and piercer, taking some time away from college.” My wife turned from her dinner prep and said, “It felt exciting the way he was looking at me. When I was leaving Doug’s room, he was standing in the kitchen with coffee, watching me. I am pretty sure he heard us having sex, and it felt he was undressing me with his eyes. It was exciting and made me horny again.”

She cocked her head a little and said, “What’s ‘Bro Code’?”

“How do you mean?”

“Well, when we were leaving, Tim asked Doug what happened to Linda, Doug’s girlfriend. Doug said, ‘she’s at church man, Bro Code.’ and Tim just smiled and echoed, ‘Bro Code’.”

I laughed and said, “It meant that Tim shouldn’t tell Linda about you. Bros keep secrets, especially from women.”

Weeknights

On Monday morning, as we were getting ready to head off to work, I said “Good luck. I guess you’ll see if Doug can be cool at work.”

Rose laughed and said, “Yeah. And we’ll see if I  can keep my cool too. At least we have a reason to be near one another, so that won’t be unusual. The company is big on spending quality time with our interns.”

I laughed and said, “I don’t imagine they expected the kind of quality time  you’re giving him.”

“He’s giving it to me, too, Honey,” my wife said as she left for work.

***

I tried to concentrate on my work and not think about what was happening at Rose’s. I hurried home to hear about her day and eagerly awaited her arrival. Tiem crawled by, and she didn’t get home until after 7:00. I was actually worried that she was in a meeting with HR and was getting fired.

When she finally got home, I gave her a hug and kiss, and asked, “Where were you?”

“I went home with Doug. His girlfriend gets off at 7:00.” She chuckled and said, “But we got off way earlier than that!” She made a face and said, “He kicked me out of bed at 6:30, so he could shower. He said he didn’t want to smell like pussy for her.”

She casually got on her knees in front of me and started unbuckling my pants, as she said, “And I got to talk to Tim a little.” My wife grinned at me and said, “He intercepted me after Doug went in to shower. He was staring at my chest as he said, ‘if you ever want some ink, I bet you have a beautiful canvas.’”

Rose looked up at me and said, “I was still leaking Doug’s cum, but it made me excited. I told him that maybe I’d show him some time.”

She started sucking on me, which felt wonderful, but I knew she was still full of Doug’s sperm. I asked, “Am I ever gonna get that sweet pussy back?”

My wife pulled her head back and said, “Um, OK. But I thought you liked  that I only let Doug’s swimmers inside me.”

I just looked down at her, unable to voice how I really felt, because I couldn’t.

She stood and stripped her clothes off as she walked to the couch, and said, “OK, if you want…”

I pushed my pants off, and took a position between her spread legs, imagining that the glistening was from another man’s cum. I pushed easily into her warm and wet pussy, and started fucking her as I imagined her with Doug.

“Oh, God. You feel looser, baby,” I commented.

“Well, yeah. I’ve had a horse cock inside me for the past couple of hours.”

“Oh fuck, that’s so hot! Do it more, baby, please!” I could feel my urge building as I thought about my wife opening her legs for another man.

“Mmm, I will,” she moaned. “He feels SO good, filling me up. He fits me perfectly, and I can feel my insides move to take him all. His young hot body and hard cock drive me wild. He can have me whenever he wants, baby!”

“Let him come inside you!” I was close to that, too.

“Oh yes! I want his babies inside me!” She gave me a weird look as she said more softly, “Just his babies.”

It hit me like a bolt what she meant, and I realized I did  like the idea that she would only let another man’s sperm inside her, so when I was ready to orgasm, I pulled out, and stroked until I quickly shot big sticky ropes of cum all over her chest and belly.

She looked up at me in surprise, as the last of my orgasm dribbled into her belly button.

I said, “OK. Doug’s babies will be the only ones allowed in your pussy. Mine will die here on your tits. I’m sure your eggs are all excited. ”

She smiled radiantly, “Thank you.”

I grinned and said, “Although they’d be happier to die on a nipple piercing or tattoo. Maybe the tattoo guy could make that happen?”

“Oh, no. No nipple piercings or tattoos. Nice try, though.” She stood and headed to the bedroom as she said, “I’m gonna wash your little wasted babies down the drain now. They’re not even going to see the inside of a woman, baby.”

She patted her mound and said, “But Doug’s are happily inside me.”

I had to admit; it was exciting to hear her and play this game.

***

The next night, I expected her to be home late again after going home with Doug. I was surprised when I saw her car in the driveway.

“Hi there. No Doug tonight?”

“No,” she said. “Doug’s girlfriend is off tonight. Besides, I got my period today.” She sounded a little sad.

On Wednesday, when I got home, she seemed to be a little mopey.

“I was thinking, why don’t you blow him? I wish I could see you with another guy's cock down your throat, you do such a great job.”

Rose looked at me and said, “I told you, he’s too big to take into my mouth. I just have to wait for the old snapper to stop bleeding.”

The next morning, Rose wasn’t getting ready for work like usual, just taking her time sipping coffee and watching the news.

“Uh, is everything OK? Aren’t you going to work?” I asked.

“Everything’s fine. I just have a doctor visit.”

“You OK?” I was worrying a bit.

“Oh, everything’s fine. I’ve just got a girlie doctor appointment.”

“I thought you can’t go when you’re on your period,” I was wondering if she had an infection or some other problem she didn’t share.

“No, during your period is the best time to put in an IUD. I’m getting one of those hormonal ones. It will stop me from having periods.” She looked at me and said firmly, “So I’m always ready for Doug, and he can’t knock me up.”

“Oh,” I said, thinking about the measures she was going to keep him happy.

She watched for my reaction as she added, “It’s not like you’re going to impregnate me. I mean your sperm aren’t ever seeing the inside of my pussy anymore, huh?”

“No, I guess not.” Something about her wording concerned me, but I hadn’t really processed it yet.

She said, “Don’t worry, I’ll be back to work as soon as I do this for Doug.” She cocked her head slightly and asked, “Do you like that I’m doing this for him?”

My stomach was churning softly, “Yes.”

She smiled and said, “I thought so.”

Flight to Infidelity

Rose was out of action the rest of that week, because of her period, but she seemed to have a new craving for sucking me off. Not a day went by without her taking care of me.

She finished her period late Sunday, so I assumed that she’d see Doug on Monday. When she came home right after work, I was surprised, “Home so soon? I thought you’d be with your boy toy.”

She made a face, “No, his girlfriend is off today, so hanging all over him. Besides, I have to pack for the ‘business trip’” she used air quotes.

“When are you leaving?”

“Our flight is tomorrow afternoon, and we get back on Friday.”

“Three nights? You have that many meetings?” I asked. I wondered how a two-night trip got replaced with two trips.

“Oh, a grueling schedule,” she laughed. “Three entire nights with that handsome man and his giant magical cock! Oh, and a 45 minute coffee meeting on Thursday.”

I felt jealousy and excitement when my wife spoke about sex with Doug. I was afraid that she’d get attached to him, but excited that she’d be spreading her legs for him to pound her with his big meat.

I grinned and said, “I hope you have a successful trip. I can’t wait to feel your pussy after three days of pummeling.”

“I’ll try, honey. If history is any gauge, I’ll be full of his enormous cock the entire time. After a week apart, I’m sure he’ll destroy me,” she laughed.

We had great sex that night, and I was sure to pull out and come all over her, which was exciting because I knew she’d only have Doug’s sperm inside her.

As we lay there, I asked, “Are you jealous of his girlfriend? It sounded a little like it earlier.”

Rose said, “Not really. I mean, she’s a super hot skinny little 20-year-old, but she makes him wear a condom. I, on the other hand, am a full access raw-dogging slut. Plus, I am someone else’s wife, which makes me even more  attractive.”

“He likes that?”

“Oh, absolutely. He tells me he’s gonna send me home full of his sperm and asks me if I like his cock better than yours.”

We were silent for a moment, then she said, “And I tell him yes. I really like his cock better than yours. And he has unlimited fucking energy, ready to fuck all the time.”

“He’s 20,” I said. “And has an enormous dick. I understand.”

***

The rest of the week was rough. I missed Rose, but whenever I felt a little down, I remembered she traveled for the sole purpose of fucking another man, and that she was probably on her back while he pounded away at her while I was thinking about her.

I sent a few texts to check on her, and they were always returned hours later with responses like:

OMG can barely walk 2 more days!

Freshly filled

Ass ruined

And an emoji set: peach-horse-eggplant

When I got home on Friday, she was home and unpacking. She was dressed in just her bathrobe, so probably took a shower first.

I gave her a big kiss, “Flight delayed?”

“No, we got in on time, just before noon,” she answered.

“And you’re just now unpacking?”

She froze a bit, then turned and looked at me, giving a guilty grin. “Well… Um, Doug wanted to see the house, and um…”

“You gave him a tour of your insides, too?” I chuckled.

“Yeah. He wanted to fuck me in our bed. So we did. We fucked for hours!” She nodded to the messed-up bed and said, “Right here. He said he wanted me to think about his big cock every time I was in bed with you.”

She said sheepishly, “He left about 20 minutes ago.”

I was surprised, but mostly excited - and super horny for her. “I want sloppy seconds!” I said as I stripped.

“Let me shower,” Rose said as she turned towards the bathroom.

“No!” I barked. “Get in bed. Sloppy means sloppy.”

My wife looked surprised, but dropped the robe and got on the bed. Got back  in the bed - where she had just been fucking another guy.

As I crawled between her spread legs, and aimed my erection, I could see that her pussy was pink and slightly swollen from her earlier infidelity. “Mmm, your pussy looks used.”

Rose could tell that this turned me on, so responded, “Oh, SO used. Used for hours.”

As I slid inside her, I could feel that she was slick, and quite looser than usual. “Mmm, wet.”

“Oh! That’s it. Push his cum deeper!” She kissed me fiercely, then added, “Feel his little baby makers squirming inside me? Help push them into my cervix, baby. But don’t dare add yours!”

“Oh!” Her words drove me wild, and I started fucking her deep, imagining that I was pushing his sperm into her, helping them find her eggs. It didn’t take me long before I was ready to pop.

I pulled out and squirted on her belly and chest, as she smiled and said, “Yeah, that’s it. None of your squigglers inside me - Doug’s are the only ones inside me. Let’s watch yours die out here after they saw Doug’s inside me.”

Damn, she was as into it as I was. It was good that she was protected.

Teasing the Roommates

On Saturday morning, Rose informed me she was going over to Doug’s place. Even though they had just spent two days and nights together, she was going for more!

“He wants to hang out for a while, OK?” she said.

“You mean you want to ride his big cock until you can’t walk, don’t you?” I said with a slight smile.

“Yeah, that too.” I watched her leave, wearing her yoga pants with nothing underneath, and a tight top, braless.

It was tough on my emotions whenever she went over to see Doug. On one hand, I was excited and horny, imagining his big cock sliding inside her. On the other hand, I was jealous about the time she would spend with him.

She arrived home just after 7:00, in high spirits and horny. Without a word, she fell to her knees and went wild on my dick and balls, moaning and saying “I need this cock!”

After she got me off, and stood, I said, “Wow. Good day today?”

“Yeah,” my wife said as she went into the kitsch and poured some wine. “I met the roommates, and we ‘hung out.’”

“Uh, Does ‘hung out’ mean ‘fucked’?” I asked, hoping that maybe she did  go wild.

She laughed, “No, I really mean hung out. Although I am certain they wanted to fuck me. When I got there, Doug was watching some show with them in the living room. He brought me in and introduced me, then we sat and watched the rest of the show.”

She giggled, and said, “Although I could see them sneaking looks at my camel-toe and nipples, which made me excited.” She gave me an evil grin and said, “I gave them a real good show!”

“Then, just like that, Doug drags me to his room and we fuck like crazy. I know his roommates can hear us, so I get really loud. I think that’s what Doug wanted, because he was rough with me, slamming me into the headboard and mattress.”

“Wow,” I commented, not wanting to interrupt her story.

“He wanted to take a break to eat something, so he pulled on sweats and I put on one of his t-shirts.” My wife laughed as she said, “I dug around in his drawer until I found the one with the thinnest material. You could see my areolas through the material, and it only barely covered my pussy. I looked in the mirror and the bottom of my butt cheeks were exposed.”

“What did Doug say?” I asked.

“Funny you ask. Before we left the room, I saw him looking at me and I said, ‘You want them to be jealous, and show me off, right?’. He smiled and said only, ‘Perfect.’”

“When we went into the kitchen, Tim and Steve were eating cereal, so that’s what Doug got, and he gave me some. Cereal for lunch? They’re still kids.” Rose poured more wine before she continued with a laugh, “The shirt had the desired effect. Tim stopped eating mid-spoonful, and Steve dropped his spoon. Their obvious lust made me SO horny! I had to tease them, so as Doug was focused on eating his cereal, I carefully took a spoonful of milk and carefully poured it on the t-shirt over my right nipple as his roommates watched. Doug didn’t see me, but they did. I thought they were going to drool on the table. As they continued watching, I reached up and brushed the wet spot against my breast, making my nipple hard and the shirt nearly see through ‘Ooops, spilled some.’”

“Doug looked over, and I think he knew what I had done, but he said simply, ‘Don’t worry, it'll wash out.’ I think he intentionally ignored his drooling friends so that I could tease them.”

My wife took another slurp of her wine and said, “While they were watching my nipples, I was watching the bulges in their sweatpants. Tim definitely has the bigger one, but Steve’s is pretty good, too.”

“So, did you fuck them?” I asked, imagining where this was going.

“No, I think things would be weird with Doug. But I definitely thought about it.” She laughed and said, “And when Doug got up and told me to get back to the room, I hiked up the t-shirt so that they got a full-on view of my pussy and ass as I went back to meet Doug. We fucked just as loud after that!”

“Damn, now I know why you were so worked up. It sounds like you enjoyed teasing them.”

“Oh, baby. You have no idea. If I wasn’t worried about Doug, I think we would all still be over there fucking. I can’t believe twenty-something’s want me!”

I nuked us some dinner, and Rose was out like a light shortly after. Between the excitement, hours of sex, and wine, she was spent.

***

Sunday I woke to Rose pulling a jacket over her nighty. “Again?” I asked.

“Of course. While his girlfriend is praying for heaven, I will give him heaven.” She flashed open her jacket and added, “Plus, I can tease the roommates some more.”

I knew she wouldn’t be gone all day, so I cleaned up and got ready to take her to lunch. I knew she went there for one thing, and it wasn’t food.

When she returned home, I told her to get dressed so we could go to lunch. I asked her not to get a shower, so that she’d be covered in his sweat and filled with his cum.

“Oooh, this is new,” my wife said as she pulled on jeans and a shirt.

While we drove, and then had lunch, she told me about the latest visit.

“So, did you tease the roommates?” I asked.

“Oh yeah. When I got there, they were already up, eating cereal and drinking coffee. It was obvious that they were waiting for me.” She laughed, “And Doug wanted to show me off again. He took my jacket, which he never does, so that I walked in wearing just my nightie.”

“The looks did not disappoint me, but Doug led me to his room for a hard fucking. After the first round, I told him I wanted coffee, and he told me to get it.”

Rose leaned forward and said, “I went to his door, stark naked, and he just smiled. When I walked into the kitchen that way, his roommates nearly fell out of their chairs!”

She chuckled and said, “It was great. While the coffee pod brewed, I faced them, full frontal, and ask how they were doing. I think their brains were shorted out. Tim finally said, ‘Fuck you’re hot. I’d love to tattoo or pierce you.’” My wife laughed and said, “I quickly asked, ‘pierce me with what?’ It was perfect. Steve snorted milk out of his nose and Tim just made a strangling noise. I grabbed my coffee and left without waiting for more.”

She shook her head and said, “It was perfect timing.”

I said, “It sounds like you had as much fun teasing as fucking. If you tease more, you’ll probably be fucking more.”

Rose looked at me and said, “Maybe. But I think Doug just enjoys showing off his prize.”

We left it at that. I wondered when she would start having sex with one or the other of the roommates. It sounded like Tim was the most likely one.

Transformation

That next week, Rose went home with Doug on Monday and Wednesday, and it almost seemed routine to see her at just after 7:00, freshly fucked by him.

Thursday she was also late, so I expected her at 7:00, and when she didn’t arrive home, I checked her location. She was at his apartment. I imagined all kinds of scenarios, most involving his girlfriend catching them and things turning ugly. I checked my phone regularly for texts, and checked her location, until I saw her moving home around 11:30.

I waited for her car, but then heard the front door open, and she stumbled in. I noticed her car wasn’t in the drive, and she was clearly drunk. “Hey, are you OK?” I asked.

She laughed loudly and said, “Yeah! Fucking great! A little drunk I think. Took an Uber.” Her voice was slurred.

“Drunk?” I asked.

She dropped her purse, which spilled on the floor, then she stumbled upstairs, “Gotta pee.”

I put the things back in her purse and went upstairs to find her laying passed out on the bed. I put a glass of water and Advil on the side table and pulled off her shoes. Her dress would have to wait until the morning.

I fell asleep, wondering what had happened. When I woke up the next morning, I realized that we’d have to retrieve her car, so I called work and told them I’d be late.

I then made coffee for us both, and roused Rose, getting her to drink the water and take a couple of Advil. Then I propped her up and gave her the coffee.

I asked, “Have a little too much fun last night?”

She looked over at me with bloodshot eyes and said, “Sorry, I need some time.” After a couple of sips of coffee, she said, “Teeth. Feel like moss.”

She then climbed out of bed and gingerly made her way to the bathroom, unfastening her rumpled dress as she went. She disappeared through the doorway, and I heard the sink running and sounds of brushing, then “Shit!”

I checked on her, and she was standing in just her panties, looking at her back in the mirror. Examining the tattoo on her shoulder!

“What the?” I asked.

“Shit! Fucking Tequila!” She looked at me with bloodshot eyes, “Sorry.”

“No. It’s great!” I looked closer, and it still had the clear covering on it. While it was blurry, I could make out the picture of a flower with the word “Wild” under it. It was about an inch and a half high.

She hobbled back to bed and looked for her phone, which she couldn’t find. She looked at me and said, “Did I bring my purse home?”

“Yeah, I’ll get it.”

I gave her the purse, and she called work to tell them she wasn’t well, and might be in later if things cleared up.

As she put down the phone, she turned to me and said, “Well, shit.”

My wife took a breath and said, “I went to Doug’s after work, as usual. While we were fucking, his phone rang, and he answered it!”

I raised my eyebrows, and she continued, “Yeah. But then I realized it was his girlfriend, so I started riding him while they talked. It was amazing, taking his dick while his girlfriend was on the line. It felt so dirty! As soon as he hung up, he started coming. Then he said it was the best thing to fuck me while he talked to her.”

“Anyway, she called to say she’d be late, so we had time. When we needed a break, he suggested we have a drink with his roommates, and pointed to his t-shirt.” My wife looked excited as she said, “He had washed the thin one, and hung it on a special hanger in his closet so that I could find it again. He definitely  likes me to show off.”

“We went out, and the roommates were playing video games. They stopped when they saw me, and when Doug went to the pantry for liquor, I took a seat that showed off my naked pussy to them. Fuck that’s so exciting!”

“Well, we started tequila shots. I swore just one, but then we got to talking. They asked about my wedding ring, and whether my husband knew I was ‘fucking my employees.’ Ha! I didn’t bother correcting them.”

“What did you say?” I asked.

“I said it doesn’t matter, because it’s my pussy and I share it with whomever I want.” She smiled and said, “They definitely liked that one. They think I’m hot and want to fuck me.”

I interjected, “They think you’re a slut, and will fuck anyone, them included.”

My wife raised her eyebrows, and said deliberately, “I guess I AM a slut.”

“Anyway, we kept drinking, and Steve lit a joint. He was the only one smoking, though, and passed out before us. At some point Tim repeated his offer that he’d love to be the first to put ink on my pretty skin. We were a few tequilas in, and I was feeling frisky and knew Doug liked to show me off, so I stripped off the t-shirt and asked him where he’d ink me.”

“Whoa,” I commented. “So you were nude?”

“Fucking naked as a baby, and they loved it. Tim just stared, but Doug pushed, saying, ‘show us where, Tim.’ I gotta hand it to Tim, he was bold. He pointed and said that I'd look good with nipple tats, from the nipple to the edge of the areola.”

“Doug said that it would be hot and told Tim to get his pen and sketch something. I expected a pen and paper, but Tim returned from his room with a pen for sketching on skin, and reached forward to draw on me, but seemed shy as he looked at Doug. Doug said, ‘Just do what you do, man,’ then left to pee.”

My wife excitedly continued, “Tim looked at me and I knew what Doug wanted. I said, ‘Come on Tim, I want you to maul my tits and mark me.”

“Holy shit!”

“Yeah, I thought I was gonna come while he played with my tits and drew on them. Much of the fondling was unnecessary, but everyone was into it. I saw Doug smiling.”

“Anyway, I loved the drawing, but chickened out when he was ready to use the needle. I wanted something smaller and more traditional for my first one, so after a couple more shots, I found myself bent over Tim’s bed. He was running the needle on my shoulder. It looks pretty good for us all being drunk.”

I just stared, taking in the story. My wife turned and pointed out faint lines on her areolas and said, “See? Tim’s art didn’t all wash away.”

As I examined the spiderweb tattoo, I said softly, “I’m surprised he didn’t fuck you.”

Rose winced and said, “He stuck his needle into me. That’s way more serious than sticking a dick into me. Besides, I think Doug just wants to show me off, not share me.”

I ended up going into work, and Rose stayed home to recover. Apparently Doug was out sick, too. I expected to come home and find that my wife had gone to his apartment, but she was at home and we spent a pleasant night together, ending in some great sex. She seemed excited when I pulled out and shot all over her belly and tits again.

As we lay together afterward, Rose said, “I’m feeling conflicted.”

“You mean hung over.” I chuckled.

“Maybe. But I’m serious. I think I’m losing control and going wild. I should be more sensible at this age.”

I assured her, “It’s OK to go a little wild sometime. You’ve never really had a wild phase in your life. Maybe this is it.”

“I feel like I’m hurting our marriage, cavorting with those 20-year-old guys, getting drunk, getting tattooed, flaunting my body and screwing someone who’s not my husband!”

“Baby,” I soothed her, “You’re not hurting our marriage. I told you I enjoy that you’re sleeping with Doug. Would you be mad at me if some 20-year-old hottie spread her legs for me and I went for it?”

“No.”

“Well, it’s the same here. I love you like this. I think you should go as wild as you want, no limits. I promise I’ll say something if you’re going over the line. Stop worrying and focus on the fun.” I really didn’t want her to hold back, and was trying to remove those inhibitions.

I continued, “I tell you what. You just have fun and let yourself go and I’ll let you know if you’re at risk of anything. Have as much fun as you like, balls to the wall. Do those things you never did but wanted to. How often do you suppose you’ll have a chance to score a 20-year-old? That tattoo is awesome, so keep going. What other things have you wanted to do? Do them!”

“You’ll really let me know if I go too far?” She seemed to be on the verge of committing.

“I swear. I’d never let you go too far, babe.”

“OK. I’ll stop worrying and just go for fun.”

I hoped that she really would go further. I was betting Tim was next.

***

I thought Rose might stay home Saturday, but I was wrong. She got dressed and left while I was working in the yard. She didn’t even say goodbye, which made me a little sad and angry.

She arrived home at 7:00, bright and cheerful. “Hi baby! How was your day?”

I responded, “Fine. But how was your  day? Did you have fun?”

“Oh yeah,” she laughed. Rose patted her belly and said, “Full up with a fresh supply of Doug’s baby makers, just like we like it.” She put her purse down, and said, “AND, another surprise…” She pulled off her top, revealing her naked breasts. She had stopped wearing a bra altogether.

She turned and said excitedly, “I got another!” I immediately saw the tattoo on her other shoulder, matching the size of the first. As I looked closer, it was a picture of a cat with the work “hot” above it.

“Hot cat?” I said.

“Hot Pussy,” she laughed loudly. As she turned back to me, she said, “Definitely no spaghetti straps to Mom’s house.”

“Oh! AND!” She pulled her hair back from her ear, and I immediately noticed a silver bar running through the edges of her ear. Rose said, “It’s called an ‘industrial,’ isn’t it cool?”

I stared at my wife, amazed by her transformation from tattoo and piercing shy to an inked pincushion. “Tim did it?” I asked.

She nodded, “Um hm. I might get the other done this week.”

“Any other piercings by Tim? Like say, by his cock?”

“Ha!” she laughed. Pretty certain Doug isn’t gonna share, but boy does he like to show me off. When I wasn’t in bed with him, I was topless in the apartment. Steve stared at my tits the entire time Tim was tattooing me. I noticed him secretly rubbing himself, which made me horny. It helped keep the pain off my mind.”

She walked towards the kitchen and said, “It hurt a hell of a lot more this time. I guess the tequila was good for something other than poor decisions.”

She poured some wine but didn’t get more than a sip before I pinned her to the counter and took her. This time when I was ready to come, I pushed her down and shot all over her face and hair. She looked surprised, but smiled.

When I had finished, she stood and said, “God, I love it when you take me rough. Why did we never do this before?” I noticed she wiped her face with her fingers, then licked them clean before she picked up her wine.

Sunday dawned, and my wife was off to the apartment to sneak in some more dirty cheating while her boyfriend’s girl was at church.

Her boyfriend, hmm. That was the first time I thought of him like that. It felt weird, but exciting. The permanence of it was exciting, but it implied that I might be replaced, which kicked in the jealousy. Then I realized that his internship would be over in a couple more months.

Shared 

On Monday, Rose was gone late, as usual. I expected her home around 7:00, but she didn’t arrive. I wondered if this would be another drunken tattoo night, and hoped that she’d agree to the nipple tattoo this time, or maybe piercings!

About 11:30, Rose rolled in. She drove herself, so must not have had too much to drink. When she came home, she said a quick “Hi” and headed to the kitchen where she poured a large glass of wine and took a gulp.

“So, did you have a good time?” I asked.

She looked at me in silence as she gulped down half her wine. “Yes,” she blurted before she drank the rest, and poured another.

“Anything wrong?” I asked, wondering why she needed a drink so late.

“So wrong,” she said, then put her glass down. “OK, so I go to Doug’s because his girlfriend works until 7:00 and we have time to hook up. When I get there, Doug answers the door and lets me in, and before I kiss him, I spot this skinny little hot-ass blonde sitting on the couch. She’s sitting where I  usually sit.”

“Doug quickly introduces her as his girlfriend and introduces me as Tim’s ‘friend’.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“Yeah,” Rose said. “Then Tim gets up from the other couch and takes my hand and leads me over to sit next to him. We’re watching some movie or the other, but all I can do is keep staring at the little bimbo hugging up on Doug.”

“I feel Tim put his arm around me, then he takes my hand and moves it into his lap, directly on his dick. I can feel his penis squirming at my touch, getting harder.”

“The little tart is nuzzling Doug’s neck, whispering to him, not paying attention to us. But Doug sees us, and I want him to be jealous. He watches as I massage Tim’s penis until he’s so hard a blind man could see his tent pole. He is super long!”

“It’s not long before the blonde bimbo gets up and excuses herself to go pee. Her eyes grew wide as she saw what I was doing to Tim. She told Doug that she wanted some time with him in the bedroom, using her kitten-laugh. That little skank was gonna fuck him right then!”

“To be fair, she’s his girlfriend ,” I commented.

“Yeah, whatever. Listen to my story!” she snapped.

I made a ‘zip my lips’ motion, and she continued.

“After blondie leaves, Doug gets up and looks at Tim and I. Tim seems a little uncomfortable, knowing he’s been caught with his friend’s girl. Then Doug says, ‘Go for it, babe. Tim hasn’t had his pipes cleaned in a couple of months.’”

My wife looked at me with a wild expression, “What the fuck!”

“So what did you do?” I wondered where this was going. I wondered if this was the breakup day.

“I was mad, and horny from watching Doug and the tart, and feeling Tim’s long dick. I said, ‘OK, babe . I’ll clean his pipes. He’ll be completely drained.’ I stood and added, ‘Maybe I’ll put him on a regular service contract.’”

“I didn’t bother to wait for an answer, just looked at Tim and said, ‘Let’s fuck,’ then headed to his room.”

“And?” I prompted. She couldn’t really have hooked up.

“And we fucked. For hours. And every time I knew Doug and Blondie were out of the room and could hear us, I was loud. ‘Right there! Oh god! Breed me! Fuck my ass!’ I hope Doug was jealous and puking.

“Breed me? Fuck my ass?” I echoed.

Rose laughed and said, “Yeah. It was wild. And Tim was great. His dick is about as thick as a hotdog, but must be 11 inches long. It kind of hurt my pussy because he kept bottoming out, but he felt awesome up my ass. When he was all the way in, I couldn’t stop coming, and neither could he.”

My wife patted her stomach, and said, “I’m full of baby makers, just not Doug’s.”

She sipped her wine and said, “Oh! And I got another piercing.” She showed her other ear, and there were a couple of new rings, with a little chain running between them.

“So how did you leave things with Doug?”

“I dunno. Tim and I fucked until we couldn’t anymore, then I came home. It turns out that he was more fun than Doug. Although I missed getting stretched by Doug’s monster.”

Rose said, “In between sessions, Tim confessed Doug knew Rachel was off tonight. Doug told Tim he wanted him to get laid.”

“And you were the slut to do it?” I asked.

“Yes,” my wife said thoughtfully. “I am that slut. That 42-year-old slut fucking 20-year-old guys.”

My wife looked at me and said, “I don’t care. I’m having fun. And you  promised to tell me when I go too far. Am I too far?”

“I don’t think so,” I lied.

“So what if he passed me on? Tim is my new cock now.”

***

The next night, Rose didn’t come home from work again. I didn't need the phone tracking to know where she was; I wondered what kind of scene was happening at the apartment. I was sure I didn’t want to be there.

Rose got home at around 9:00, looking a little drained.

“Everything OK?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said as she went to the kitchen for wine.

“Everything cool with Doug or what?” I pressed.

“Didn’t go there. Went to Tim’s shop.”

“Oh?”

My wife put down her wine and carefully opened her shirt, showing off her breasts. The nipples were tattooed with black spiderwebs, just like the drawing from tequila night, and she had two shiny gold barbells pierced through the tips.

“Holy shit! That’s awesome!”

“Yeah. Sorry, I had to charge the gold jewelry to the card. Tim has to pay for hardware,” she explained.

“That’s fine by me. He can load you up with hardware - put it all on the card,” I said excitedly.

Rose took a big slurp of wine and laughed weakly, “Oh, he loaded me up all right. Fresh loads of swimmers in my pussy and bowels.”

“At the shop?”

“Yeah, with other artists there! They have a ‘privacy room’ for genital tattoos and piercing. He brought me in there and put me in the stirrups, then fucked my ass and pussy full. He asked me to be loud. I assume he was showing off for his coworkers.”

“Wow,” was all I could say.

“Yeah, it wasn’t really a ‘walk of shame’ there. It was more like a ‘I’m a celebrity’ walk. It felt awesome and empowering,” she said as she finished her wine.

“You gonna go back for more?” I asked.

“Definitely. Whether for piercing, or tattoos or fucking, I’ll definitely be back,” she said confidently. She smiled proudly and said, “I love being a slut! I can take a 20-year-old dick all day long!”

“Those look awesome,” I said as I continued to stare at her new ink and hardware. “What made you change your mind?”

“Well, it is  kind of addicting once you start, but mostly I wanted this so Doug could see that Tim marked me permanently as his.”

“So you’re done with Doug?”

“I don’t want to be. He’s cute and his cock is unbelievable. It just felt a little insulting to be given to his friend,” she said. “Plus there’s the work thing, remember. I don’t think  he’d report me, but…”

“But you had better let him fuck you, just to be safe?” I grinned.

She looked at me strangely, and asked, “What do you get from this? I mean, I go over to the apartment most nights and most of the weekend, and I give another man what should be yours. What do you get?”

“Sloppy seconds,” I grinned.

“No, really. I don’t even let you come inside me anymore.”

“I get you tattooed, pierced and fucked by other men.” I leered and said, “And what makes you think I don’t love jerking my load onto your whore face? Especially after I’ve pushed the other man’s cum deeper into you, and feel your stretched-out cheating cunt?”

Rose slurped the rest of her wine down, and said, “Wow. When you say it that  way.” She stepped unsteadily towards me, then tilted her head and kissed me. “I want you to fuck me and come inside me, right now.”

“Really?” I asked. It sounded SO good at the moment. Her newly inked breasts and nipple bars had me turned up to 11.

“Yesh,” she slurred a little. “Fuck me and send me to my boyfriend full of your little baby makers. I want your swimmers and Tim’s swimmers inside me when I fuck Doug!”

I reached for her breasts, and she winced, “Oooh, careful. They’ll be healed soon, and you can play then. Does it make you horny to know that Tim’s marked me permanently?” She held up her hand, showing off her wedding band, and said, “More permanent than your ring!”

Fuck, I couldn’t take anymore. I lifted her onto the counter, and she automatically spread her legs as I dropped my pants.

As I stepped between her legs, I said, “That’s your normal state now, huh? Legs spread and ready for cock?”

“It is,” she said throatily. As I pushed into her, she moaned, “Oh God, yes. I was made for cock, baby. Fuck me like a slut!”

She yelled as I slammed into her. I took her rough, ready to release inside of her for the first time in weeks. As I got close to my orgasm, she asked, “Are you going to pull out?”

I gripped her tighter, and said, “Fuck no. I’m sending you to Doug so he knows what a cheating slut you are!” With that, we both came. The release felt SO good, much better than jerking off onto her face.

She kissed me before she slid off the counter. “That was so fun, I might let you do it again before I see my boyfriend,” she teased.

***

I woke the next morning before she did and carefully slid the sheets and covers off of her so that I could examine her. I was still amazed that she let Tim tattoo her nipples - that must have hurt.

The little golden barbells looked nice, but her nipples were long, so I thought they could be bigger. Maybe I’d suggest that after she healed. I carefully touched the edge of her tattoo covering, still marveling at how sexy she looked.

I heard a noise and looked up to find her watching me. She asked, “You planning on stealing my gold? They are only plated, silly.”

I moved up and kissed her, morning breath or not. “I was marveling at how sexy you look with the ink and barbells. You are breathtaking.” I added, “Well, more than usual.”

“Flatterer. You just want to get in my pants,” she laughed.

“I most certainly do, you hottie. As do an apartment full of twenty-year-olds.”

As she sat up, she said, “Well, if that many guys want into my pants, I might as well not wear any.” She swung her legs off the bed and said, “But I gotta wear pants to work today.”

We got ready together, and I watched her put on a blouse with no bra, then frown at her piercings, which were slightly visible through the fabric. She switched to a cream cami, which really  showed them off, but she slipped on a loose jacket which hid them well.

“I guess a bra will hurt?” I asked.

“Maybe, but I just hate bras now. I love the way my nipples make the men stare. These might push the limits of HR, though.” She pulled her jacket open just slightly, and her barbells showed clearly through her shirt. My wife smiled and said, “But this way, I can still tease.”

“See you tonight!” I said as we parted.

My wife smiled and said, “Maybe.”

***

When I arrived home, Rose wasn’t there. I checked her location, and she was at the apartment. Wednesday is a night that Doug’s girlfriend usually works, so it wasn’t unexpected, but I wondered if she was with Doug or Tim. That thought itself was exciting - that my pretty wife had scored two  twenty-somethings and might have her choice!

When 7:00 came and went, I realized she was probably with Tim. I was disappointed, because I liked how she felt looser after Doug’s thick cock. I was actually hoping that after the months of internship, that she’d be permanently loosened from being a slut. Damn, ‘slut.’ Just thinking of her like that turned me on.

I settled in and waited for her. I did not know how long she would spend with Tim, but set a limit of 11:00 to go to bed in case she stayed overnight there. I wanted to see her, but I liked it when she went on the trips with Doug and slept in his bed.

I heard her car pull up just before 11:00, and I met her at the door. She was smiling, so Tim must have done a good job.

I kissed her, and she held the embrace. I asked, “How was Tim?”

She chuckled, “Good as always.”

“And how are things with Doug?”

“Just fine,” she said as she released me. “Let’s go upstairs.”

I was surprised, as she usually had some wine after her time with them. As we entered the bedroom, I pressed, “When you say things are fine , what do you mean?”

She started undressing, and said, “Strip,” to me before she continued. “ Fine  means I went over after work like usual, while Doug’s girlfriend was at work, and we fucked like rabbits. God, I love how he stretches me.”

“I like it too,” I agreed.

She looked at me and said, “Really?”

“Yeah. I enjoy feeling you looser, knowing it was from his big dick. I’m kinda hoping it’ll be permanent,” I revealed.

“The stretching, or the fucking?” she laughed.

“Both.”

She looked at me and saw my erection, then said, “Noted. Anyway, it was the same as usual. We fucked until around 6:30, then he kicked me out of his room so he could wash off the smell of sex.”

She took a breath, then continued, “When I went to leave, Tim was waiting in the living room. He just walked up and kissed me, then took my hand. I was a little confused, so I stood there. Tim smiled and said, ‘We’ve decided to share you,’ and he led me to his room.”

“What?” I asked. I was excited, but also a bit in disbelief.

“Yeah, well, I followed him and we also fucked like rabbits. It was unbelievable - one bed to another like that!”

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Full,” she smiled. “And horny. I want you to add your swimmers to theirs. I want to be full of sperm from three men!”

I pushed her onto the bed and was in her like a flash. I could definitely feel her looser, and soaked and sloppy.

***

The rest of the week, Rose was late coming home. I mentioned that Doug’s girlfriend was working a lot, she laughed and said, “No, not more than usual, but I  am. When she’s there, I fuck Tim. When she’s at work, I fuck them both - one after the other.”

She gave me a sympathetic look, and said, “Should I come home some nights?”

I smiled, “No. I told you to go crazy, and you are. Go get laid every night and come home sloppy.”

She gave me a sly look and said, “What if I don’t come home some night?”

I patted her ass and said, “Then you better be getting dicked all night long!”

***

When she was leaving for the apartment on Saturday, I asked if she was going to let them tag team her, or if she’d even do them both at the same time.

“Not today. Tim is always busy at the shop.” She tilted her head and said, “But now you’ve given me ideas.”

She arrived home at the usual time and greeted me with a kiss. “OK, my slut-loving husband, I talked to Doug, and he said that the tag team was a good idea, to thank you.”

“What?!” I blurted. “He knows I know?”

“Yeah,” she said sheepishly. I sorta had to tell him when he asked what you said after I came home with the nipple tattoos and piercings.

“He must think I’m a weak loser,” I said. I imagined how a 20-year-old would think about this.

“No, he doesn’t. I explained you liked me to be a slut.” She grinned and said, “I think that may be why he passed me to Tim, so that you’d have a bigger slut wife.”

I pondered that for a while.

***

On Sunday, she was off to Doug’s again, dressed only in a nightie as usual.

She returned around 11:00 and greeted me with a kiss. “You promised to tell me if I went too far. Is a tag-team too far?”

“Did you do it?” I asked, incredulous.

“Yes. It was wild!”

“Tell me,” I insisted.

“Well, I got there, and both Doug and Tim were waiting in the living room. It was a little unusual. When I entered, they both stood and high-fived each other, saying ‘Tag team bros,’ then Doug said, ‘Tim first.’ Tim just took my hand and led me into his room, and he pushed down his pants and we went to it until he came.”

“Oh?”

“Then he yelled, ‘next!’ and walked out, and Doug came in and jumped me, pushing into my sloppy pussy until he nutted. Then Doug got up and yelled ‘next!’ and Tim was back.”

“Wow.” I tried to imagine her doing that.

“Yeah. It was like they ran a two-man train on me. But they wouldn’t watch each other. It was amazing, the feelings of two different dicks alternating, just laying there and taking them on, again and again. I must have come like 15 times.”

“And did they come that much?”

“Nah. Maybe 6 total. Well, Tim came in my ass once, so five times pussy, once ass.”

She looked at me and said, “That’s too far now, isn’t it?”

“You said it was ‘amazing,’ so I wouldn’t say it was too far,” I answered. It was more than amazing, to me. “Am I ‘next’ Or are you worn out?” I grinned with anticipation.

My wife started stripping as she said, “Oh no. I could have taken five more guys.”

As I pushed into her, I said, “Maybe someday you will.

Three’s the Charm

Over the next week, Rose was at the apartment every night, either with Doug, or Tim, or both. She also started accumulating more tattoos. They were small, on her shoulder or side. She got one tribal band around her right biceps, and commented that she thought it was the best, and may get more.

Over the weekend, she spent Saturday with Doug, and on Sunday she came home late - nearly dinner time.

“So, did the guys keep you for an extended tag team?” I joked.

“No. We did  tag team this morning, but when Doug’s tart came home, I went to the shop with Tim.” She pulled back her hair to reveal a new set of multiple rings in each ear, running up the edges.

“Wow, that’s a lot,” I commented.

“Yeah, five up each side. Does it make me look like a freak?” She didn’t wait for my response before she looked in the mirror, and said, “I hope so.” She continued, “They only show when I pull my hair back, so I can be Rose Worker during the day, and Rose Freak when I’m out.”

I chuckled, “It seems you have a fetish for sticking things in your body.”

Yeah, she laughed. “Metal, ink and cock.”

With her transforming looks, she became more and more sexy to me. It was odd; she felt less like my wife and more like some hot sex freak that lived both with me and her boyfriends at an apartment.

***

I had grown accustomed to her new hours. She went to the apartment after work every day now, and was home at either 7:00 or 9:30, depending upon whether if was a Tim only or Doug and Tim night.

Thursday night I expected Rose back home around 9:30 or so which was typical on the nights that Doug’s girlfriend worked. My wife would leave work and stay in bed with him until 6:30, then move to Tim’s bed. It still excited me she was being a slut for these guys less than half her age.

This night however I heard a car pull up a little after 8: 15 and heard Rose working the front door. When I met her, she leaned shakily against the wall and I helped her into the living room to the couch.

I asked, “Another tequila night babe? What have you got into tonight?” It was still very exciting to think that she was letting herself act on any impulse that hit her.

“Not tequila. Steve,” she said.

What? I was surprised. The third roommate was supposedly shy. What had happened?

“Did Steve hurt you? Was Doug there?” I asked, concerned.

“No no. Nothing like that. He didn’t really hurt me. Get me a glass of wine, OK?”

“Don’t tell me he has a legendary cock, too?” I added. I was excited that she might have sex with yet another man.

“Go! I’ll tell you soon. Just shut up.”

I hurried back, and she took a deep drink as she tried to find a comfortable sitting position on the couch

“Well, tonight was new. I went over expecting another double header with Doug and Tim.” She gave a weak smile, knowing how it excited me to hear she was fucking both of them in the same visit.

She continued, “When I got there, Tim and Doug met me at the door and were obviously on their way out. Which, of course, confused me. When I asked where they were going, they told me they were picking up a pizza and would be right back.”

She shook her head, “Doug said, ‘You know, Steve hasn’t had a girlfriend in a while.’ and he left it hanging. I knew what he meant, and I couldn’t believe he was passing me on. But then, I remembered I got Tim because of the same reason. And I was horny.”

“I said, ‘And you want me to clean his pipes, I suppose,’ of course Doug smiled and said yes. Then, Tim piped up and laughed, ‘You might find out why he keeps losing girlfriends.’ I was a little peeved by their actions and assumption that I’d screw Steve, so I pushed them out the door.”

“Steve was in the living room, watching some documentary. He looked up and said, ‘H-hello, b-beautiful.’ He was so shy, I was surprised he even talked to girls to get a girlfriend. Right then I knew I was gonna bag a new penis before Tim and Doug got back.”

“I teased him, so said, ‘I’m surprised you recognize me with clothes on. Let me fix that,’ and I stripped naked right there. I felt so powerful and energized as I watched him stare, and could see the bulge forming in his pants.”

My wife smiled and said, “So I closed in on the victim. Or at least I thought  he was the victim. I took his hand and said, ‘Let’s go take care of that boner,’ and led him to his room.”

“We got in his room and I figured that we’d knock one off and I’d be ready for Doug. I helped him out of his pants, and was happy to see that he had a regular sized penis, maybe 6-7 inches. I was worried that he had a micro dick, and that was why he couldn’t keep any girls.”

“We climbed into bed, and I assumed I’d get him going. But no, he started kissing my neck and using his fingers to get me wet. He really knew what he was doing. It wasn’t long before he was inside me, and it felt so dirty fucking him in the apartment where I screw Tim and Doug.”

“Then, I was surprised by his energy. He fucked like a machine - hard and fast. I was coming in no time, and he did just the right things to get me started again. He never slowed down, just kept at it. By the time I was at my third orgasm, he grunted and stiffened as he came, then started right at it again! He never took a rest, was still rock hard and fucking like we just started.”

Rose looked at me and said, “He never slowed down. For almost three hours! Not like when Tim and I do it - hit an orgasm, then rest for a while, touching and playing, then when he gets hard go again. No, Steve NEVER got soft! For three fucking hours!”

“After god knows how long, I told him my pussy needed a break, so he pulled out the lube and started on my ass! God, he was good, but it was exhausting. When I told him my ass needed a break, he took my pussy again. After a while, I asked him to slow it with the cock, and he was happy to go down on me.”

“I was in overload. He had me coming so much, I lost count. I can’t remember talking, or breathing, or thinking. It was one extended sex session. I stopped thinking for a long while, paralyzed by the stimulation and orgasms. When I stopped responding to one thing, he switched to another. Eating my pussy, eating my ass, fingering me, and fucking me front and back, mostly. I don’t know when or how often he came, but he never got soft and never took a break.”

“Finally, he got up to pee, and I had to escape. I did not know what time it was, but couldn’t really think either. I stumbled out of his room, and stepped into the living room where Tim, Doug and Doug’s tart were sitting.”

“I had left my clothes on the floor there, so I was stark naked. Doug’s girlfriend looked at me, then at Tim, then said, ‘What a slut!’ I think then she realized what might be going on, and she yelled at me, ‘you better keep that cunt off my man!’”

“It was hard to process, my brain was still recovering from the stimulation. Doug and Tim were laughing, and Tim said, ‘you lived!.’ Doug said, ‘Now you know why he doesn’t keep girlfriends.’”

“It took me a while to get dressed. My legs were like rubber, and I couldn’t keep my balance. I think Steve nearly fucked me to death! I took an Uber, because I couldn’t drive, sorry.”

It was an exciting story, and I couldn’t wait for her next visit to the apartment to see if she took them all in a row.

I smiled and moved next to Rose, saying, “My turn!”

My wife held up her hand and said, “Not tonight. Probably not tomorrow. I feel like a jackhammer has fucked me in both holes! I may have PTSD, I’m not sure I want to see another penis again.”

I was severely disappointed, but understood. I helped her upstairs, and put her in a bath, then afterwards put her to bed.

***

The next morning, she asked me to drive her to work. She said that Doug would take her home, and she could get her car then.

“Home?” I asked.

She looked at me guiltily and said, “Sorry, it just slipped.”

“Well, you spend more time in bed there than in mine. And that’s where you go after work every day.” It looked like she was going to say something, so I added, “No, that’s what I asked for. I want you to keep doing it. If you want.”

“I want,” she said simply. I could feel my erection raging.

***

That night, I expected her home late, so I was surprised when she arrived home right after work. “No Doug’s?” I asked, then quickly added with a grin, “or Tim’s? Or Steve’s?”

Rose grimaced and said, “Not tonight. I’m telling you, Steve did a job to me. I never thought sex was dangerous, but with him, it might be fatal. He is a machine. No, better than a machine, because he knows what he’s doing, just never stops.”

We had a nice evening and cuddled in bed. No amount of foreplay or kissing could get her interested.

***

Saturday morning, I awoke to the feeling of her mouth on my cock. It was a hell of a way to wake up, and she took her time getting me off, swallowing it all down.

“Wow!” I said. “Feeling horny again?”

“Yes. For some reason, I’m suddenly super horny. I’m going to the apartment shortly. I’m not sure when I’ll be back, OK?”

“You sure? You could stay here and I could take care of your urges.”

My wife kissed me on the forehead and said, “Thanks, but there are three cocks there and only one here. Besides, you said you wanted me to be a slut and do what I want. I want to be fucked by other men today.”

That got me more excited than disappointed.

I tried to keep myself busy, but all day I kept wondering what and who my wife was doing. I would sometimes get a little jealous, then I would imagine her kissing one or the other of them while their balls pumped semen into her. Imagining the raw act buried the jealousy under excitement.

I went to the sports bar for dinner and a beer, knowing she wouldn’t be home that early. I watched all the groups of young men drinking and acting all “bro”and wondered which group was most like the guys dicking my wife.

I got home and tried to kill time, wondering when she’s return. I made sure not to masturbate - I wanted to have sloppy fourths. I then wondered if it would still be sloppy fourths if they came inside her multiple times… Would it be sloppy tenths? Twelfths?

Around 11:00 I received a text from Rose:

Have to stay over. Sorry.

I was frustrated, but also excited. Something added to my excitement when she spent the night in another man’s bed. This was the first time besides her work trips that it happened.

Sleeping in someone’s bed with them?

Yes

Sleep tight. Lol

Very loose. Kiss.

Very loose, indeed. I imagined she had fucked them all multiple times. I wondered why she ‘had to’ stay over. I guessed either drunk or Steve fucked her senseless again.

I had a hard time sleeping that night. I imagine she did too, for different reasons.

I imagined she was sleeping with Tim, because Doug’s girlfriend was there. I also knew that as soon as the girlfriend left, my wife would crawl into bed with Doug.

I wondered if the guys got jealous, or if it was no big deal. She was probably just three willing holes to them. That would explain how Doug could pass her to Tim and then to Steve.

I didn’t have to worry about emotional entanglements. She was just a cum dump for them - a human fleshlight.

***

It was well after dinner time on Sunday when Rose came hobbling in. I met her at the door and followed her as she walked slowly to the couch. She looked at me and said, “Wine, please?” She seemed exhausted.

I retrieved a glass for her, and she took a big gulp, then took some time for smaller sips.

As she carefully worked on the glass of wine, I asked, “Hung over?”

She took a moment, then said, “Fucked over.”

“Wow! I want to hear this!”

She told her story in between sips of wine, ”Remember how horny I was when I left yesterday?” I nodded. “Well, I went over to the apartment expecting to take turns with the three of them. On the drive over, I kept thinking about waiting for each one to join me in the room, and thought that maybe I could do two at a time.”

“Whoa,” I said.

“Yeah, well, when I got to the apartment, they were waiting for me. Same as the last time, they high-fived and said ‘Tag Team.’ Before I let them start that, I firmly said, ‘Stop!’” She laughed weakly and said, “They stopped all right, and I had their full attention. I said, ‘How about Gangbang?’ It was funny how they looked at one another and at me, and didn’t know what to say. I explained, ‘All three of you. Inside me. On the table here.”

She explained to me, “They have a heavy duty coffee table in the living room.” She gave me a wink.

My wife said, “They tried to push the tag team thing, but I told them it was all or nothing. Then I stripped to remind them what they would be missing, and we were putting pillows and a blanket on the table in no time.”

Rose leaned forward a bit, excited to tell me, “It didn’t take long to get Doug on his back and sit on his fat cock. Good thing there is porn, because they knew just what to do, even if the arrangement was a little awkward at first.”

She paused, staring wildly at me, “Yeah, baby. I had all three cocks inside me at once, fucking away. It was insanely good! I want that again and again!”

“After a while, they changed places. Each time Tim or Doug would come, they’d take a break, and the two others would fuck me. Steve, the fuck-machine, never took a break. I came repeatedly, and lost track of who was in what hole.”

“There were a few times where Steve was the only one fucking me. They were shy at first, but eventually were cheering each other on as we all fucked.”

“Unfortunately, Doug’s girl came home early to surprise him, but she was the one that was surprised. She timed it perfectly, all three were in me: pussy, ass and mouth. Doug was in my ass, facing away from the door when it opened, so she could see what was happening. I guess she watched for a minute to be sure it was real, then she yelled, ‘keep that skank, you bastard’ at him and yelled, ‘you ruined my life you fucking whore!’ and like that, she was gone.”

“We all expected Doug to freak out, but he only paused while she was yelling, then continued fucking my ass as he laughed and said ‘I’ll take this skank any day!’”

My wife smiled and said, “It felt so good to be his main skank! Yes, I loved being called a skank - and a whore!”

“Anyway, we fucked all day! Eventually, we ran out of lube and needed to eat. I had to push Steve away, or he’d still be fucking me. I literally couldn’t walk - they carried me to the bathroom to pee, then back to the table. They ordered pizza and fed me. “

“Then, of course, Steve was sticking his cock into me, so the others joined along. I was worn out, and literally three holes for their use. I still had orgasms, but just lay there and let them do whatever they wanted.”

“At some point, Doug said I should stay over, and they handed me the phone to text you. I remember them carrying me to Doug’s bed, then I was out cold.”

“Holy shit. No wonder you can’t walk.”

“Yeah. I woke up and Doug was gone. I could barely walk to the living room, and they were all there drinking beer. On Sunday morning. I asked for coffee.”

“They were all very excited - they had decided I should get a back tattoo, and were talking about the various designs in Tim’s book. When they said that I should get a back tattoo, I knew what they meant. I said, ‘You mean tramp stamp, right’”

“They looked a little embarrassed, and Tim said, ‘Yeah, some people call it that.’ I was hooked as soon as they mentioned it, but wanted to tease a bit. I said I wasn’t gonna have him put a tramp stamp on me. When they looked deflated, I said, ‘But I’d love a Skank Stamp.’ They went wild.”

“So this morning, I lay across the gang-bang table and Tim inked me. I think it looks really slutty - I love it.”

My wife said, “After Tim finished tattooing me, I couldn’t lay on my back, so I stayed bent over the table while the guys ran a train on my ass. I’ll be farting semen for days.”

I was in shock. My wife went way beyond anything that I had imagined. Well, I had imagined, but didn’t think she’d ever do that.

“Can I see it?”

“What, me farting semen? Or the tattoo?” she laughed.

I grinned, “How about I give you some more to fart out while I admire your skank stamp?”

She carefully rose, and I got up to help her to the room, but she stripped off her shirt and dropped her pants in a quick action. She then bent over the arm of the chair and said, “Fuck my skank ass, baby!” as she pulled her ass cheeks apart, showing her pucker, wet with leaking liquid. At least I wouldn’t need lube.

As I got behind her, lining my erection up to her anus, I saw her new ink up close. Holy shit, her tattoo was much larger than I expected, most of the width of her back. It was a pretty tribal design, but my eyes froze on the word in the center of the design: “SKANK” Her back tattoo actually said Skank!

She was probably past the point where I should have stopped her.

I just pushed in and took advantage of the offered asshole of my newly minted skank wife. She was not nearly as tight as usual, and actually felt as good as her pussy did. When I realized that it was because three other men had pulled a train on her ass, I became more excited. As fucked away, I imagined her bent over just like this, letting each one use her until they shot into her bowels, then she waited for the next. I wondered how many rounds they enjoyed before me. I clung tightly to her as my orgasm hit and I unloaded my balls into her, adding to the others.

After I finished, Rose gently got up and said, “OK, I need to rest. My tattoo is sore, my pussy is sore, and my asshole is sore.” I was again surprised at how she had transformed in the past several weeks - she never spoke as raunchy as that before, despite my encouragement.

I got her upstairs to our room, then stripped her and put her to bed. She seemed amused at how I examined her tattoos and piercings, and gushed over how sexy it made her look. She asked for more wine, but by the time I returned, she was out cold.

Change of Status

By the next morning, she seemed to have recovered, but was still walking carefully. She saw me watching and asked, “What are you  looking at? Try getting fucked by three horny twenty-year-olds for two days and see if you  can walk.”

“I just think you’re sexy. It’s so amazing that you’re doing them.”

She gave me a little kiss, “What a sweet husband. You support your slut, how nice.” I couldn’t tell if her response was kind or cruel, so we headed off to work with no more conversation.

When I got home, I expected to have to wait for her, but Rose surprised me by coming home around 5:30.

“Wow, you’re home. I thought you’d be over at the Gang’s place for a while.”

“The ‘Gang’ ?” my wife asked, confused.

I chuckled, “The Gang that banged you. Gang-bang girl.”

“Oh,” she nodded. “Yeah, I can see that.”

She put down her bag and said, “Honestly, I just needed a break. Plus, my back tattoo is still a little sore.” She gave me a sweet smile and said, “But I am  horny, so if you were so inclined to go down on me, I wouldn’t say no.”

It was one of my favorite things, so of course I didn’t say no. I led her to the couch, and said, “I’ll get you some wine, and you get naked.”

She giggled as I left to pour her a drink. When I returned, she was naked on the couch, her feet up on the coffee table, leaving herself spread and ready. I still loved the look of her tattooed and pierced nipples.

As I got down on my knees and approached her for the first lick, her pussy looked a little more used - her labia seemed to be a little looser and I thought I detected a faint gap that wasn’t there before.

I dove in, with that thought in mind, and attached her with an intensity that I lacked for the past couple of years. Her gasps and moans rewarded me. I licked and sucked at her, knowing the Gang had fucked her dozens of times, and would probably continue to do so.

Before I knew it, she was gripping my head and wailing through an orgasm. When she finally finished and calmed down, she looked at me and said, “Wow, that was great.”

I looked up and said, “It’s my favorite.”

She wrinkled her nose and asked, “Even after other men have been there?”

I laughed and said, “ESPECIALLY after other men have been there. I enjoy seeing your pussy lips, imagining them stretching you open. Licking the folds that their cocks rubbed against as you made them come inside you, letting them plant their baby makers inside your married vagina.”

She looked at me, slowly developing a smile, as she said, “Oooh.” She then bit her lip thoughtfully, and asked, “Remember when you pulled out so that I’d only have Doug’s sperm inside me?”

“Oh, yeah,” I smiled.

“Well, I was thinking, maybe…” she started.

“You don’t want me to come inside you anymore?” I asked. She didn’t know it, but it was exciting to me.

She seemed a little concerned about hurting my feelings, and said, “It’s not to deny you, it’s because it feels so dirty to only let other men do it…”

I crawled up to be next to her, then kissed her. “OK, Baby. From now on, the only semen inside you will be from other men. But you’ve got to promise that you’ll never use protection, and never say ‘no,’ to anyone that wants to fuck you.”

She looked at me with wild eyes, and asked, “Anyone?”

“You want to be a slut, be a total slut,” I said.

She kissed me and said, “I’ll be a total fucking whore, I promise!”

I wonder what the future path held as we made dinner and headed to bed. I insisted she sleep naked so that I could see her tattoos and piercings. As we lay there, she felt my erection, and said, “Oh. Sorry, we haven’t taken care of you. ”

She crawled down between my legs and started giving me head. Her mouth felt so good - and I knew for certain it was because of all her practice on the young men. When I felt close to orgasm, I rolled us over so that I was on top, her arms pinned under my legs as I gently thrust into her mouth. I was on the verge of release, and I pulled out. She gasped, “Fuck my throat!”

I stroked myself as she watched, unable to take part, until I came hard - shooting ropes of semen across her face. Some went up her nose, others across her lips and over her eyes, coating her eyebrows.

When I finished, I examined my handiwork, and realized that the simple act of deciding that I’d no longer be allowed to come inside her turned her into something else. She was still mine, but just a sex object.

I got up, releasing her arms, and she snorted as she wiped the cum off her face, saying, “What was that?”

“If I can’t come inside you, I’ll paint your face like a porn star.”

She smiled and said, “Wow. OK. I kind of liked it.”

***

Over the next week, she was at the Gang’s apartment every night after work, and I never knew when she’d be home. She got a couple of new tattoos on her shoulders, butterflies and a flower.

I kidded her, “Seems you like Tim to stick you with his needle as much as his cock.”

My wife laughed and said, “No, I definitely like his cock a LOT better.”

Friday night she didn’t come home. I was both irritated and excited, knowing that she was sleeping over with them. I wondered if she even got any sleep, or just spent the night going from bed to bed.

I spent Saturday trying to keep busy, expecting her home after some more fun. I was surprised when Rose rolled up around 3:00, looking a little wrinkled and used.

“Hi!” I said, truly happy to see her.

“Hey. Sorry about the overnight, we just got carried away.”

“So much cock, so little time,” I said, jokingly.

“That is exactly  it,” my wife confirmed, missing the humor. My stomach churned at the reality of her being the sex toy for the Gang.

I decided I’d make a nice dinner for us, so I told her I was going to the store while she cleaned up.

“Oh, good! Let me make a list of things that I need.” She went into the bathroom and returned with a list of about 10 items, from specific shampoos to lotions to a toothbrush and toothpaste.

“You’re out of all these things?” I asked.

“No, silly. If I’m going to stay over at the apartment, I need some things. I don’t want to shuttle them back and forth.”

I headed off to the store, wondering how often she might stay over. This was a bit more than I had counted on, although it was very exciting, knowing that she was all-in on the slut game. I knew the internship only had a few more months remaining, so wanted the most out of it.

***

When I returned, Rose was waiting for me, but she was still in the same clothing as when she arrived. I put the bags on the counter, and we unpacked. I put the groceries away, and she grabbed the toiletries, put them in a bag, and walked them to her car.

When she returned, I said, “You didn’t clean up?”

“Oh, no. I’ll do that at the apartment. I’ve got to get over there, they’re probably done cleaning the room,” she said, clearly ready to leave.

“Wait. You’re going back? Cleaning what room?” I asked, trying to figure this out. I worried she wouldn’t be staying.

“Oh. OK, Sorry.” My wife took a breath and said, “I just came to get a few things, you know, so I have something for work. And the toiletries, so thank you for that.” She paused and said, “The apartment is actually four bedrooms, they just keep junk in the fourth. They are cleaning it out for me.”

“You’re moving in?” I asked, clearly distressed.

“No, no,” she said, trying to soothe me. “It’s just that it’s tough to keep changing bedrooms all night, and know who’s ready next.” She gave me a wink. “So now, I have my own room, and whoever wants me just comes in and we get to it.”

“Just like that?” I asked.

“Yes,” Rose agreed. She chuckled, “Open door policy.”

“More like an open legs policy,” I said, making her laugh. I stared at my wife, with her over-pierced ears and prominent pierced nipples. “You’re the house whore.”

She cocked her head and said, “Yeah. I guess I’m the house whore.” My wife looked at me seriously and said, “That’s what we want, right?” She patted her belly and said, “I’m always full of some other man’s babies.”

I groaned in excitement.

“OK, gotta run!” she said as she turned and headed out the door. I didn’t have time to tell her I had stuff for dinner. I went to the door, and watched her drive away, and could see several of her business jackets and tops hanging in the back seat.

I went in and nuked some dinner - I didn’t have the heart to make the steak and shrimp that I had planned. I tried to watch some TV and had a few drinks, then headed to bed.

When I got up Monday morning, it felt strange to not have Rose there. I showered, shaved and cleaned up. When I went into the closet to grab slacks and a shirt, I stopped short. Rose’s side was missing over half her outfits!

I checked her drawers, and found that her lingerie drawer was empty, as were most of the rest of her drawers. Nearly all her shoes were gone. It looked like she hadn’t taken a single bra, though. Our wedding picture was gone from her vanity, and all her cosmetics were missing.

She must have had her trunk stuffed full. It looked like she had moved out! I texted her frantically:

Your closet is empty! 
        Did you move out?

I finished dressing, a sickness in my stomach. I checked my phone over and over. I spotted the little message bubble and waited anxiously for her response. It seemed to take forever.

Did not move out. Just a lot of stuff. 
Spending more time here. 
Three cocks here. One cock there. Fair balance. 
Don’t be sad. Took all three at once last night. 
Your Wife. 
Their House Whore

Holy shit. No wonder she scooted so fast yesterday. She didn’t want an argument. I don’t remember the drive to work, just thinking through her words and the math. Three to one - did she plan on spending three nights there for every night with me? It actually didn’t seem too bad - she was over there all the time. Plus, I considered that the internship will be over in a few months.

That night I got home, and no Rose. I sort of knew that she wouldn’t be home but decided to text before bedtime.

Night. Thinking about you.

She responded:

New room is great. Being a sperm sponge.

Well, that certainly got me excited, so I jerked off thinking about that.

Tuesday dragged, and I arrived at an empty house once again. I decided to make the steak and shrimp, and put half away for tomorrow. As I ate, I wondered if Rose was also eating dinner, or was being railed by one of the Gang.

That night, I texted her goodnight. Her response:

I’m a cum container

Fuck, she was getting nasty.

***

Wednesday afternoon, I was shocked that Rose was there when I arrived home! When I got inside, I found her digging through the closet, pulling out a suitcase.

“Going somewhere?” I asked, then kissed her.

“Yeah, another trip to drag the interns to a big boy meeting.”

She was wearing her yoga pants and a top that clearly showed off her piercings. Her hair was pulled back, exposing all her ear piercings. I also noticed a line of little sparkly gems running straight from her collarbone down her cleavage.

“Those new? Glue ons?” I asked.

“Nope. Dermals. They are permanent. Hurt like a bitch to put in, but they look hot, don’t they? Still won’t be completely healed for a month or two, so I have to be careful.”

“Is the Gang gonna be jealous that you’re taking Doug and not them?” I joked.

“Not taking Doug,” she said as she transferred some clothes from a plastic bag into the suitcase. “Taking two other interns.”

“Oh. Will you survive without sex?”

She looked at me and said, “Who said no sex? We fly tonight, return Friday, and have a 45 minute coffee meeting tomorrow morning. I plan on having their cocks inside me all the rest of the time.”

“Oh, I’m surprised no Doug.” Rose zipped the bag closed and looked at me, “Doug knows. He suggested it. All the interns want to fuck me, and I plan on letting them. These two have suspicious clingy girlfriends, so an overnight trip is the best way to drain their balls.”

“Doug wants you to fuck them?”

“Yeah. He likes to watch, so he passes me around to friends. This time, I’ll try to take video for him,” Rose explained as she took her bag towards the door.

She paused for a moment, then got on her knees in front of me, “How about head?”

I didn't object, as I felt her mouth on me. I forgot how great it felt - much better than jerking off. While she was working on me, I said, “I’d like to see the videos, too.”

She pulled off, and said, “Really?”

“Yeah. I’d really like to see you taking 3 cocks at once. See three men using you to get off. My lovely bride, stuffed with man meat in every hole.”

“Wow, the way you say it, I want to see the video. Come on, I have a flight to catch,” she said as she swallowed my erection again.

Thinking about her taking three guys at once got me ready to pop in no time. Just as I was ready, I pushed her forehead back, and gave myself a couple of strokes, spewing my semen all over her face as she looked surprised.

She got up and said, “What was that?”

“Remember, none of my swimmers are allowed inside you, right?”

She gave me a sour look and headed into the powder room, where she wiped my spunk from her face with the hand towel, then tossed it to me, saying, “Now I’m a mess. You and your dead babies have a nice time.”

“You look great!” I said, as she grabbed her bag.

“I’ve got cum in my hair and eyebrows,” she huffed as she opened the door.

“Exactly!” I laughed.

***

I didn’t hear from Rose until Friday, when she thoughtfully sent a note:

Landed.

I replied:

Thanks. Good trip?

Her reply:

Awesome fuckfest

I wanted to see her, so sent:

Coming home?

It took a little for her response:

Three cocks to one. What do you think?

Well, shit.

***

On Sunday, Rose’s arrival surprised me. She looked great, wearing her yoga pants, her wet camel toe highlighted. Her shirt was a very light t-shirt that showed off her pierced nipples and her tattoos. She wore her hair up, displaying the assortment of jewelry stuck in her ears. It looked like she might have accumulated a few more, if there was even room.

She kissed me, and I stepped back to admire her. As I saw her leaky wet spot, she quickly said, “Sorry. Leakage.”

I knew she had come straight from someone’s bed, “Doug?”

She said simply, “All three, I think.”

“Fuck that’s hot,” I couldn’t help saying. She smiled at my comment. “You staying?”

“Can I?” my wife said.

“It’s your house,” I laughed.

Rose looked around and said, “It doesn’t feel like it. It’s like I’m living this life of non-stop sex, tattoos, tequila and body piercing. And coming here feels like a calm place - where a nice stranger lives.”

That hurt. I said, “Well, the stranger still loves you.”

My wife looked at me and said, “How can you? I’m violated in every hole every day by men you haven’t met. I have more sperm pumped into me than a porn star. I sleep in different beds every night, and never say no to any sex act, no matter how wild. My body belongs to a house full of men - none of whom I married. I’m a slut. A whore.” She stared, waiting for a response.

“I love you. I love you because  you’re a slut. If you want to be a cum dumpster, that’s fine by me.”

“Really?” she whispered. I nodded. She added, “Because I think I’m hooked.”

We looked at each other for a few breaths, then she said, “Oh!” and got on her knees. “Someone hasn’t been serviced in a while!”

I grabbed her hands as they reached for my pants, and said, “How about we take a shower together?” She looked up at me with curiosity, and I added, “You just said this place is calm and quiet.”

She said softly, “OK, that would be nice. But don’t you need?”

I pulled her up to her feet and chucked, “Don’t worry. I plan on giving you a brutal fucking later.”

Rose laughed, then I led her to our room.

I started the shower, then we undressed each other. I noticed a few more flower tattoos on her arm, and some bumble bees on her thigh. I bent to examine them, and said, “This is new.”

“Oh, yeah. It’s pretty cool. Each one of those bees is someone who’s pollinated my flower,” she giggled. “If you’re on here, you’re always welcome into my flower.”

She pointed, “Here’s you, it has your initials. And here’s Doug, Tim, and Steve. And these are my two boyfriends from college.”

“And the other five?” I asked, getting a funny feeling.

“Well, those two are the interns,” she giggled. “And the other three are Doug’s friends. I honestly don’t remember their names.”

I stood and asked, “His friends? Like recently?”

My wife said, “One a couple of weeks ago, and the other two on Saturday.”

“More guys?” I asked, incredibly.

“Yeah. I told you I have my own room, and an ‘open legs policy’ as you say. Doug just sent his buddies in on Saturday, and we fucked while he watched.”

“And Tim tattooed those last night?” I asked.

“Wait.” Rose looked at me curiously, then said, “No, not yet. Two more coming. Those other ones were a gang-bang last week, I think.” I could feel my cock growing, so I had to get into the shower.

We spent some time in the shower, as I gently soaped and washed her. As I touched her all over, I hoped the caresses would make her remember us as a couple. The tattoos and piercings were amazingly erotic, knowing that so many had used and penetrated her.

As I more closely examined her ear adornments, I noticed a small tattoo behind her left ear. She stiffened a little as she felt me hold her ear out to examine more closely. It was a set of male and female symbols. One female symbol, pierced by three male symbols.

They were very tiny, and hard to see, so I turned Rose so that I could see more clearly. The male symbols each had a letter inside the circle: D, T and S.

“This is interesting,” I said. I knew it was a swinger or hot wife symbol of some sort. “What is this for?”

Rose seemed nervous. “Um, it’s my House Whore marking.”

“Does it mean something?” I was sure she could tell I knew the symbols.

“It means they own me.”

I felt sick and excited. I didn’t know what to say, besides, “Do they?”

“Yes,” she said softly.

I turned her to face me, and she looked up at me with a pleading look. She said, “I let them do anything to me. I fuck who they want. Dress how they want. Service their friends. I even live with them so they can use me whenever they want.” A tear formed in her eye as she added, “They know I don’t even let my husband come inside me because only they are allowed to.”

She kissed me quickly and said, “I love you, honey. But I need  to be owned, to be used.” Her eyes locked mine as she touched the tattoo and said, “They own me.”

We hugged for a long while as the water washed over us, eventually turning cold. I wondered when exactly the internship ended.

***

When we finished drying off, we went out and got a bite to eat. Rose wore her hair pulled back over a thin tank top, showing off her piercings and tattoos. I was excited to see everyone staring at her angry impaled nipples and metal laced ears.

When we returned home, Rose, and I sat on the couch. She had a glass of wine while I held her close as we watched some movie that we’d seen a dozen times. I had persuaded her to be naked, so that I could admire her ink and metal.

I didn’t know when we’d have time together again, so I said, “Maybe we can do this every Sunday?”

“Yeah, that sounds good,” my wife replied.

“Any other nights?” I pressed.

She looked up at me and said, “They keep me kind of busy.”

“OK. How about holidays? Christmas, Thanksgiving, our birthdays?”

“That’s fair, I’m sure that’s fine,” she replied. I wasn’t sure if she was actually paying attention, or half listening while we watched the movie.

“Our anniversary, of course,” she added. She was  listening.

“Actually, I was hoping to watch you getting gang-fucked on our anniversary. As many men as you can take,” I said. I could feel my cock getting hard.

Rose turned to look at me, and said, “Oh. Two and three at a time, I assume.” I grinned. “OK, but I don’t know about watching. Would a video be good enough?”

I made a sour face, “I’d prefer to see you stretched in person, but I guess a video would be good, if your owners won’t let me watch.”

She stared at me, thinking. It was clear she hadn’t really embraced what ‘being owned’ meant beyond servicing their friends. “My owners,” she whispered.

When the movie ended, we headed upstairs. As we entered, I remembered the missing picture, so asked, “Hey, did you take the big wedding picture from your vanity?”

She glanced to the vanity, then said, “Yes. It’s in my room at the apartment, so the guys can see our wedding photo while they fuck me like a slut.” She smiled and said, “I like to see it, too, while other men fuck me.”

I pulled off my clothes, and she could see my erection. I said, “Get on the bed, spread your legs.”

She quickly complied, unlike in the past when there was some hesitation or debate about what she wanted.

As I took position over her, eager to feel her, I said, “I bet you’re looser now. I hope so.”

Rose seemed to sense what I wanted, so said, “Dozens of cocks will do that. Especially when so many big, thick ones have used me.”

I slid into her and found that she was wet and ready. She really felt looser, which amplified my excitement. As we began having sex, I noticed she was more responsive, moving her hands over my ass and moaning. Her weeks of infidelity had definitely changed her.

As we got into a rhythm, I could feel my urge rising as I got closer to orgasm.

My wife said, “Don’t…”

I cut her off, “Don’t worry. I won’t come inside you - I know your owners won’t allow it.” Her face transformed when I used the phrase ‘your owners.’

I continued, “But I’m gonna use your skanky cunt until the last minute! Fuck it feels so good after all those hard cocks tenderized you.” It only took another minute or two before I pulled out and shot multiple streams over her stomach and breasts.

I collapsed onto her, then we rolled to our sides, as she clung to me, the stickiness cooling and congealing. I kissed her face gently, and said, “I love you.”

She smiled back, kissing my cheek. I thought she had sweet words back, but said, “Use my ass in the morning.”

We fell asleep together.

***

The next morning, I buried my morning wood in my wife’s ass before she was even awake. To my surprise, she hardly stirred, mumbling, “Oooh, that’s nice, more.” It was only then that I realized she really was a house whore, ready for use whenever anyone wanted.

It didn’t take me long before I was ready to come. I pulled out, and shot all over the side of Rose’s face and hair, leaving her covered in dripping ooze. I was surprised she didn’t wake up.

I left her like that, sexy and slutty looking, and got in the shower. When I was almost finished, Rose joined me. My wife kissed me, then said, “Nice wake-up present. It’s much less messy when they finish inside me.”

“But your owners wouldn’t like that,” I said. She looked a little irritated, so I touched her behind her ear, where the tattoo was. I said, “You’re owned  now, you gave yourself to them, so we have to abide by the rules you agreed to.”

She looked at me strangely, so I added, “It’s tough that I can’t come inside my wife, but it’s awesome that you’re available for anyone’s use now, huh? You like being owned, you just don’t enjoy thinking about owners.”

I had to leave before her, so I gave her one last kiss, and said, “I’ll see you…”

“Next Sunday,” she confirmed.

“Maybe before? In case there’s a slow night?” I said hopefully.

“Three twenty-year-old cocks? And their friends? There’s never a slow night,” she said calmly.

I drove off, wondering what it was like to get laid multiple times a night.

***

Over the next several weeks, I only saw Rose on Sundays. Usually she’d be home by noon, but sometimes she’d be late, explaining “Friends stopped by and I had to entertain.”

Each time, she had new bee tattoos, confirming her increased body count. The first week, I tried to catch up about her work, and she told me she was driving in with Doug each day. When I asked if she was worried about appearances, she said, “Well, it’s pretty well known that Doug’s fucking me. All the interns know, because I was fucking them too. Some of them aren’t so good at keeping secrets.”

We’d go out for something to eat, and she always wore a tank, showing off her pierced nipples and growing collection of tattoos. As the weather grew colder, she stopped wearing shorts, but always wore the tanks. I never grew tired of watching the men stare at her tits.

One week, she seemed a little distracted while we were out. I asked her what was wrong, and she said, “Maybe nothing. I just get the vibe at work that some bitches don’t like my piercings and tattoos. I keep them covered, but sometimes my hair falls back, or my jacket slips back to show the nipple bars. It’s not technically against the dress code, but management doesn’t like any fuss.”

I assured her she was overthinking things, that she was fine.

The following week, when I asked about work, she beamed and said, “Problem solved. Everything is peachy!”

“Oh?” I asked. “You found out that there wasn’t a problem?”

“No, actually, I got called into old man Jenkins’ office. I dunno why they call him ‘old man,’ he’s probably late 50s. Anyway, I was nervous as anything being escorted into that big office, and having the massive door shut behind me.

He told me that Rhonda was complaining about me flaunting my inappropriate piercings around the office. He told me he was a fan of tattoos and piercings, but we have to keep the office professional.”

“I told him I kept my hair down, but that my ear piercings sometimes showed. He asked to see them, and I could tell by the way he drooled over them, that he was more than a fan. He asked to touch, and I felt him pull my ear back to examine the ‘house whore’ tattoo. I could tell he knew what that  meant. I also noticed that he tried to steal glances at my nipples.”

“Jenkins asked if there were any others that I thought might be offensive. I knew it was a risk, but could feel the way he was staring at me, so I slid off my jacket. He stared at the bulges under my shirt, so I pulled off my blouse to show off my bare tits. He gasped like he was going to have a stroke, but grinned as he examined me.”

“I knew then that he was mine. I asked simply, ‘more?’ and he nodded. I stripped naked and stood next to him, saying, ‘you can touch anything.’”

Rose saw my look and said, “I am  a slut, remember? And I wanted to keep my job and maybe add another dick to my bee collection. Anyway, he took his time examining my nipple tats and barbells, as well as some of the other tattoos.”

“I told him he could examine me anytime he wanted, but that I thought Rhonda was trying to intimidate me. He seemed dubious about my promise and asked if he really could look again. I smiled and said that anytime he asked, I’d be back in his office, naked so he could examine anything  he wanted.”

“He thanked me and told me to get dressed and back to work. Rhonda was gone the next day and I’m getting a big fat raise. And I didn’t even have to fuck him, yet.” she winked.

We had sex every Sunday evening, and again before she left Monday mornings. Most Mondays I took advantage of her while she was still asleep. There was something kinky but fun about that. And she always woke up with a face full of jizz, happy that I had used her.

Christmas Surprise

I was looking forward to Thanksgiving week, because the Gang would go home to see their families. Well, at least Doug and Steve were, Tim planned on staying to get the holiday tattoo business. That meant I’d get to see more of Rose and actually spend some nights in bed with her.

Thanksgiving day was nice, we had a little turkey dinner at lunchtime and watched some football as we sat together on the sofa. I loved to play with her nipple bars and see the spider web nipple tattoos, as well as marvel at the massive collection of ear jewelry.

By this time, her shoulders were covered in flower and insect tattoos, and she enjoyed going topless around the house to show them off.

Just before dinnertime, she turned to me and said, “I’m going out for a while to see Tim at the shop.”

“Oh?” I was surprised and a little sad to lose her on our first holiday in a while. “Are you getting more  done?”

She laughed as she slipped on a shirt and shoes, “I’ve got an idea for a Christmas present.” As she grabbed her purse, she added, “And I’m gonna let him stuff my turkey. Deeeeep and haaaard, just how I like it. He’ll get my giblets stirred, but I’ll save the neck for you.”

I shook my head. She had turned into a sex maniac over the past few months, and I still could not come inside her.

She didn’t return until the next day, later in the afternoon. She had sent me a brief text late at night that said, “Staying over.”

When she got home, like a ritual, she fell to her knees without a word, and gave me head while I sat in the chair watching TV. After she finished, she said, “I need a shower, be back soon.”

While I waited for her return, I pondered how quickly we had adjusted to this life. My wife was basically living with the Gang, and was regularly having sex with three different men, plus the frequent bonus friend cock.

I still liked it, but some of the edge and excitement had dulled.

Rose returned, wearing just pajama shorts, remaining topless as usual. She took a position in front of me and said, “Ta Da! You like?”

I quickly scanned for a new tattoo, but nothing jumped out. Then I saw her breasts! The nipple covering spider webs had been extended another 4-5 inches out, so that they covered nearly her entire breast, both sides.

“Holy Fuck!” I exclaimed. “That is fucking awesome! Wait! Turn a little.” I realized that wasn’t the only thing. Her silver barbells had been replaced with black ones, and as I looked closer, she had black cages attached so that the barbells pulled the tip of her nipples up into them, causing her nipples to stretch about a half inch.

I reached out to touch them to be sure, and she shuddered as I brushed the bit of exposed nipple. “Very sensitive,” she gasped. “But fuck I feel so dirty!”

As I reached to grasp her breasts, she swatted my hand and said, “The tats need a couple of days to heal before you go mauling them.”

I noticed they still had the post-tattoo coverings, so would be even darker when they healed. I was marveling at how her nipples stuck out so far, pulled by the bars. “How are you going to wear a shirt over that? Will your jacket hide them?”

She laughed, “Absolutely not. The cages are just for the Gang.” She paused just a beat and added, “And for you.” She giggled and said, “And maybe  for parties.”

I asked, “Is this my Christmas present?”

Rose laughed as she took a seat next to me. “Oh no, that’s even better. But it’ll take a while to finish and heal. It should be ready for Christmas, though.”

Even better?  I thought. “Any hints?” I pressed.

She gave me a stern look and said, “No. None. And don’t go snooping or spying. Don’t you dare fucking ruin it!”

“OK, OK,” I yielded.

Over the next few weeks, she resumed staying at the apartment, a willing receptacle for the Gang and their friends. She told me they had taken to leaving the apartment unlocked, and she had four or five visitors a week that stopped in late at night, fucked her and left. She often did not know who it was, but they all got a bee.

Her pussy was off-limits because of the healing Christmas present, so I was limited to blowjobs or anal during her weekly visits. I also found out that she was being given as a Christmas present to the Gang’s many friends, sometimes at the apartment, but often she drove herself to some stranger’s house or apartment, fucked them, then headed to the next one. She told me that her favorites were their black friends because they always seemed to have ‘friends’ over, and she let them all take turns.

“You had black guys?” I asked, excited and surprised.

“Yes, of course.” Rose could sense my excitement, so added, “I’ve had three big black cocks inside me at the same time, blowing their black baby makers into me. In fact, I probably have some swimming inside me right now!”

***

Her Sunday visit was a couple of days before Christmas. Rose said, “Hey, I know Thanksgiving didn’t go as planned, so I’ll be better about Christmas.”

“Yeah, I was hoping it could be our  day. That would be a great present.”

“Oh Baby, you know that wouldn’t be fair to Doug. He and the guys are going to family for Christmas Eve and morning, but will be back by dinner. I want to make sure they have a present to open.” She giggled at her joke.

“But, Baby,” I protested.

She snapped at me and said, “Do you want me to be fucked and filled by three guys on Christmas, or don’t you? I promise - a dick in every hole.”

“Uh, Yeah,” I stammered, surprised by her ferocity.

“OK, Sorry. I thought you liked other guys to own my pussy.” My wife looked at me and kissed me saying, “Besides, I have the BEST present for you.”

I remembered again, the long-promised present. I could only assume it was some elaborate pussy tattoo and couldn’t wait to see it. Or maybe it was even longer nipple stretchers.

***

We had a sweet Christmas Eve, watching old movies and drinking as we cuddled on the couch. Rose snuck under the covers and throated me gently and edged me until I finally orgasmed. I saw stars; the intensity was so great.

She continued to tease me for the rest of the night, but wouldn’t let me come. She said I should save it for the morning. Maybe the present was to come inside her, finally!

We woke up, and she told me to make some coffee and wait by the tree so we could open presents.

When she entered the room, she was wearing her pajama pants, but I immediately spotted the new nipple adornments. Rose stepped close to me to show them off. She had new golden barbells with a golden cage, adorned with tiny dangling balls. She laughed and said, “Christmas balls.”

“Is that longer than the black one?” I asked.

“Yep,” she answered as she waved her tits left and right. “It has a spring inside, so it is always pulling. My nipples are just over an inch long already, but might stretch to three!”

She looked down proudly at her tits and said, “I plan to wear this through the holidays, so let’s see how far I can go!”

I said, “Holy shit! That’s awesome! I assume you won’t be out in public like that.”

She gave me a grin and said, “Maybe, I dunno.”

“Thanks baby, that’s a great gift.”

She laughed and said, “That’s not your gift. Well it is, but it's a gift for you AND the guys.”

She pulled a small gift box that was hanging on the tree as an ornament. I hadn’t noticed it, and wondered how long it had been there. She handed it to me and said, “This is part of your present. Open it, but don’t play with it yet.”

“Um, OK.” I wondered what could be in such a small box, but opened it carefully. It was the size of a ring box. As I pulled aside the red tissue paper, I saw a small silver lock, with a slightly extended shackle, laying in the box.

I looked up at her and said, “Oh, thank you.”

She was beaming as she said, “Wait! Here’s the rest!” She quickly pushed her pajama shorts off and stepped out of them, taking a step to be right in front of me. Her pussy was at eye level, about 2 feet away, and as she separated her legs, I saw glistening silver rings.

“Whoa! Are those…”

“Yes! Labia rings. I had them pierced at Thanksgiving and now they are healed, so are ready for play.” She reached down and parted herself a little, showing off the shiny hoops, two sets of three that ran up each side of her inner pussy lips. She also had a new tattoo just above her pussy that said “Owned.” Owned by who, I wondered - she was sharing it with four men.

“The lock is for the rings. Run the shackle up one side, and down the other. When you push it closed, my pussy will be locked shut.”

I stared at her beautiful pussy, now permanently threaded with steel rings. It was exciting and shocking, and definitely a surprise.

She said, “Go on, lock me up!” As I reached for her, she said, “Put it on upside down, so the lock presses against my clit. And you won’t hurt me - the rings stimulate me and feel good when they are moved or pulled.”

I carefully threaded the shackle through the rings, and clicked the lock shut, then gave a few tugs and adjustments as she moaned.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “I bet you can’t get a finger in me, let alone a cock, can you?”

I tried, and she really was clamped shut. “Wow, yes, you are truly locked up” I confirmed.

Rose was looking at me, panting in excitement, and said softly, “I feel so dirty!”

I needed her now, and figured Christmas was the time to finally fuck and cream her, giving our hot wife life a break for the day.

“Give me the key so we can fuck, Baby.”

My wife stared at me with a grin, and said, “ This  is the actual gift.” She took a half step back and said, “There is only one  key. It is under the tree at the Gang’s apartment. I don’t even have one for myself.”

“What?” I asked, frustrated and surprised.

“Yeah, baby. Your gift is that those three men truly own my cunt and you will never be inside it again. Now you not only don’t get to come inside me, you never get access to my pussy again.”

She saw my face and said, “Yeah, but it hurts me too - I  can’t even fuck myself with a dildo.”

“No sex?” I croaked. This was out of hand.

“Oh, no Baby. I’ll still blow you, and my ass is open for you whenever you want.” She kissed my cheek and said, “There are a couple of bottles of lube in your stocking, if you want to take me now.”

“Oh!” she said, as she turned to show off her bees. There was an enormous swarm of them by now, covering her thigh and part way down her leg. “Remember that this is everyone who’s ever pollinated me? And being on here is a lifelong pollination pass?”

I nodded.

She pointed and said, “There’s your bee.” It was blacked out. “She looked at me and said, “No more pass.”

I stared at her, still processing what she said, not sure if this was real or part of a game.

“Isn’t that exciting? Dozens of guys can, and do, fuck me. But not you.”

My wife turned her head slightly and said, “And you, my sweet husband, are the one that locked my vagina shut. You looped the shackle through the rings, watched my lips pulled closed, then clicked the lock shut.”

She looked at me intensely as she said, “That’s the last time you  ever hear that lock click again. Doug and Steve and Tim will hear it all the time. Every time they lock you out after we’re finished fucking - after they put their babies inside me.”

I was excited and angry and hornier than I could remember. I pushed her away and said sternly, “Bend over the chair,” before I headed for the Christmas stockings. I could feel my cock raging inside my boxers as I walked over and dumped the contents, grabbing the first bottle I found.

When I turned back, Rose was already bent over the sofa, holding her ass cheeks open for me, displaying a bulls-eye tattoo around her pucker. As I approached her, I realized just how much she had changed in four months. Maybe it was a matter of “Be careful what you wish for.”

I lubed my cock, then jammed the top of the lube container into her pucker and gave a squeeze, causing her to yelp, and a stream of the slick liquid to run down her leg.

With no ceremony, I shoved myself as hard and fast as I could into her, pleased by her wail and surprised by how easily I rammed my entire length into her. I realized Doug had probably been fucking her ass while the pussy rings healed, and she was stretched because of him.

I fucked away at her as rough as I could, listening to her grunts and yelps, then surprised when she started orgasming! I bet it was the lock battering her clit, so I redoubled my efforts, bringing her to another orgasm, then a third before I finally unloaded my balls into her bowels.

I was still angry and horny, but needed a bit of time to recharge. As I pulled away, she started to rise. I quickly pushed her down again, and said, “Stay there. I’m not done.”

She craned her head back to look at me and asked in a timid voice, “Are you excited, or mad? It looks like you’re mad.”

“Yes, I’m fucking mad.”

She pushed herself up and rolled onto her knees. I let her change her position because the horniness was wearing off.

“But why? I thought this would be a perfect Christmas present. The guys said that you’d love it - that cuckolds loved to be tortured and denied. I don’t understand? I got my pussy lips pierced and locked for nothing?” She looked like she was going to cry.

I kneeled in front of her and kissed her. “Those piercings are the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” I nodded to her nipples and said, “Except maybe those nipple stretchers.”

“But what’s wrong?” she asked.

“I’m not a cuckold, honey. I don’t want to be tortured or denied,” I explained.

“But you let other men have sex with me?” she persisted.

“Yes, because you’re a hot wife. I like you slutty and marked. You are even more attractive to me because you are a wild nympho, letting men fuck you like you are meat. I love that you’re a cum dump - that you eagerly climb into bed just to feel a stiff dick blow loads into you.”

“I love you and want you, but I’ll also turn you out to any man that wants to fuck you.”

“You love me?” she asked.

“Yes, of course.” I thought for a second, then shared my worries. “Are you falling in love with Doug? Or Tim? You spend all that time over there…”

Rose laughed out loud, “Love! No! I love their cocks . I love getting fucked by two or three 20-year-olds a day, and sometimes taking on a half dozen raging dicks during a gang-bang.”

My wife paused, then said, “But, no, I don’t love them. I don’t think I could go without all the sex, though. I mean, living with those guys means there’s always a hard cock.”

I kissed her and said, “That’s perfect. Keep being their house whore, but you’re still my wife. Just don’t lock me out, OK?”

“Sorry,” she said, looking down.

“That is awesome, by the way. You know, you could also lock a vibrator inside you for the day, too,” I said with a grin. “I assume the Gang has already seen the rings?”

“Yes. I’ve been healed enough for sex for about a week. Tim took me first - they are his work, then Doug and Steve. The rings stimulate me when they are fucking. Jenkins thinks I should double them, and get my clit pierced.”

“Jenkins?”

“Yeah,” my wife laughed. “He has me naked in his office at least once a week. When I showed him these, I sat on his desk and put my feet on the arms of his chair. My pussy was probably 18 inches from his face. I was so excited that I was dripping wet!”

“Does he think you did that for me?” I asked.

Rose laughed, “Ha! No, he knows that I’m a slut. One of the first times he asked to see my tats again, he asked if my husband helped me decide. I told him my boyfriends did. He became very  interested then. Now we chat about how many guys I’ve fucked, whether I’ve been back home yet, and about my new ink or metal. I’m his live action porn addiction, I think.”

“And his sex doll?” I asked.

“Sort of. He enjoys going down on me while I tell him about whoever fucked me last.”

“So, what do you  think?” Rose asked.

“You should fuck him.”

“No, dummy. About the rings and clit?”

I grinned, “You know what I think. More piercings and tattoos is never a bad idea. Except maybe for airport security.”

Rose looked nervous, and said, “Um, let’s open the presents and get some breakfast before I have to go.”

“To the apartment,” I finished.

“Yes,” she said, watching me.

“To give the guys their Christmas cunt.”

“And their friends,” my wife added.

I smiled and kissed her, saying, “I hope they fuck your brains out and leave you leaking Christmas cum.”

“Me too!” Rose said brightly.

“I wish I could watch,” I added.

Rose gave me a sad look and said, “Well, that’s not happening, sorry.”

We had a nice breakfast and cuddle before she kissed me and left. I wondered how long it would be before she returned. I suggested it would be nice to ring in the New Year together.

Late Christmas night, I received a couple of texts from Rose. The first said, “Lock gone.”

The next was a picture of her pierced pussy, gaping and leaking cum. Someone else obviously took the picture.

The last message said, “Those are black babies, BTW. sweet dreams”

Holy shit! I jerked off to those messages nearly every day for the next week.

New Year Gang

On the 30th, I sent Rose a text to find out if I’d see her on New Year's Eve.

She sent a note back, “Yes. We have a party. Dust off your suit.”

Rose showed up at around 5:00, carrying a bag from a boutique, and gave me a big kiss.

“How was your week?” I asked.

She laughed, “Busy. Lots of friends in town for the holidays, and well, I’m the entertainment.” My wife looked directly into my eyes as she said excitedly, “I’ve had more dick this week than I usually get in a month! Gonna have a lot of tattoo work for Tim.”

I was immediately hard, thinking about all those men fucking my bride. Something was so exciting about it, and she became even more attractive to me, knowing that she had all those men inside of her.

“Where’s the party? I hope we can get out early so I can get some of that busy beaver!” I chuckled.

“It’s at Jenkins’ house. I’ve heard it is quite a cool mansion! Now let me get ready. You better be dressed and ready by 6:00.”

I put on my suit, then sat and had a short scotch while I waited for Rose to get ready. When she came downstairs, I nearly stopped breathing. She was wearing a bright red open back dress that plunged nearly to her navel, exposing her breast tattoos, as well as the ones covering her shoulders and back. She was braless, and wearing her nipple stretchers which were plainly visible through the material.

The skirt was slit up both sides to above her hip, so that when she walked, her bee tattoos were visible and it was apparent that she was wearing no underwear. She was wearing strappy red high heels that wound up around her legs past her calves.

Her hair was pulled up and back, showing off all her piercings, as well as the tattoos behind her ears. Her makeup was perfect, including bright red lipstick. Overall, her look screamed “fuck me.”

“Holy shit!” was my reaction.

She smiled at that and said, “Ready to go?”

“Do we have to? Maybe we can skip it?” I said, not sure whether I wanted to strip her.

“Yeah, we have to go. Jenkins paid for all this, he’ll certainly want me there.”

“He bought the dress?” I asked, a little confused.

“He bought the shoes, the dress, and me,” my wife said, watching for my reaction.

“He bought you?” I asked, still processing.

“Yes, the gang sold me to him for the night.” She took my hand and said, “We can’t be late, I’ll explain on the drive over.”

I was still in a bit of a daze as we got into the car and watched as Rose put the address into our GPS. As I pulled out of the driveway, I asked, “They sold you?”

Rose smiled and said, “It’s OK. This should be fun, just remember that Jenkins owns me for the night, so go with the flow, OK?”

“How did this happen?” I asked, still not sure I understood.

“Well, it turns out that when I was fucking Doug and Tim’s friends, that they were charging them. And when they sent me to their ‘friends’ houses, it was to strangers that paid for me online. I’ve been a prostitute for the past couple of months, only I didn't know it.”

“Holy shit. How did you find out?” I was mad, but also excited because Rose didn’t seem to mind.

“This past week, the morning after Christmas, after a ‘friend’ was done with me, I overheard him asking Doug how much for a gangbang - that he was having friends over that evening. Doug told him I was only for solo dates.”

“Well, I was pissed at first, then got super horny when I realized I was fucking strangers for money. When I went out to the kitchen, I told them they could book me for a gang-bang. You should have seen their faces!”

I could feel my erection straining at my pants, so I already knew how I felt about it. “So are you going to do one?”

“Already have. Two, in fact. I went to that guy’s party, then fucked everyone at a holiday party the other night.” She looked me in the eye as she said, “And tonight.”

“Gang-bang tonight?” I asked, surprised.

“Well, not sure. Either gang-bang or a train. Jenkins said he was giving me to some friends. Either way, multiple men will be fucking your wife tonight.” She smiled, knowing that it made me excited.

“Aren’t you worn out?” I asked. I couldn't believe that my wife was having this much sex with so many men.

“Worn out? Hell, no. I can’t get enough. It’s like the more I get, the more I want. If I wasn’t living with three horny 20-year-old’s, I’d probably be walking the street.”

“Don’t do that. Come home, and I guarantee there will be a stiff dick for that slutty pussy of yours,” I grinned.

“Oh, yeah.” It was like she hadn’t even considered me for sex. That felt strange and cold.

***

We arrived at Jenkins’ house, which probably could be described as a mansion. It was decked out for the holidays, and there were a couple of catering trucks in the circular driveway, as people moved food and serving trays inside.

We parked on the street outside the entrance and walked down the driveway to the front door. I was amused as the workers would stop and gawk at Rose before remembering their job. Just as we got to the front door, a handsome older man, maybe late 50s greeted us. I assumed it was Jenkins.

He beamed as he saw Rose, and said, “I knew you would stun in that dress.” He turned to me and said, “And you’re her husband? I think we have a lot in common.”

I looked around the house for a moment, and said, “We do?”

“Yes,” he chuckled as he took Rose’s hand and led us into the house. “We both love Rose’s tattoos and piercings. And we both love to hear about Rose’s adventures, especially the ones where other men pierce her.”

We had stopped by a temporary bar that was being set up by the bartender. There were already three drinks waiting. Jenkins handed me one, a scotch on the rocks, he handed a glass of wine to Rose, and took the third glass for himself.

It felt strange to have this stranger talk about my wife’s infidelities, but also I realized I might enjoy speaking with someone who understood my desire for a slutty woman.

As we walked out of earshot of the bartender, Jenkins paused and said directly to me, “Just to be clear, I own your wife tonight. I will share her with my friends.” He paused for a response.

“Lots of friends, I hope.” I watched Rose bite her lip in excitement.

Jenkins chuckled as we turned to continue walking. “Many. I think you’ve had as many as eight in an evening, my dear?”

“Yes,” my wife responded.

Jenkins said, “Well, I think tonight will be a record. I’m expecting at least twice as many to use you this evening.” He turned to look at Rose, as he said, “You know they’re just using you, right?”

“Oh, God. Yes!” Rose answered enthusiastically.

My stomach churned with excitement at the exchange. Rose could tell me about all the men, but to see her interact with Jenkins made it so real. Jenkins led us to a wooden door off the back of the main hall. He said, “The cigar room,” as he opened the door for us.

The room was covered in shelves of cigars, liquor bottles, glassware and cigar related paraphernalia. There were several leather sitting chairs and side tables, for enjoying drinks and smoke. As the door shut behind us, he said, “The women never come in here, so there will be no risk of interruption.”

He stepped to the back of the room and opened another door, leading us to another room, about 15 by 20 feet, clearly a storage area. Electronics and controls were on one wall, and storage shelves on another. In the center of the room was a padded bench with stirrups, a table next to it. On the table were an assortment of dildos, a few bottles of lube, and a pile of roses.

Jenkins smiled and said, “And here is your office for entertaining. We’ll adjust the stirrups so your legs don’t get tired and my friends have easy access to your holes.” He gestured towards the door and said, “My friends know not to enter when the door is closed, either because you’re busy or if you need a break.”

Rose looked at the stirrups and door, and said, “I won’t need a break. Send them in one after another.” Her directness surprised me, and knew then that it would be a long while before I had my wife back to normal, if ever.

“Thanks for the flowers,” she added as she sniffed one.

Jenkins chuckled, “Those are actually for your husband. Make sure each of the men takes a flower for his lapel when he leaves.” He smiled as he looked at me and said, “Depending upon how long you stay for the party, you’ll know exactly who’s fucked your wife, because they’ll smell like Rose.” He laughed.

He got a more serious face as he said, “Rose says you’re always asking about her infidelities. This way you’ll see them face to face, and know for sure they’ve been inside your bride. As the evening progresses, more and more men should have roses.”

Rose said, “Wow, that’s devious.”

Jenkins turned to her and said, “I’ll check on you regularly to make sure you get some food and drink and maybe use you myself. If you want, slip your dress on and mingle. When someone wants you, they’ll suggest a trip to get a cigar.”

Jenkins turned to me and said, “I’ll drop her at your house tomorrow. I don’t know how long the party will run, but she’ll be staying with me afterwards. I’m sure she’ll be worn out afterwards.”

“What about your wife?” Rose asked.

Jenkins said, “We have an arrangement. She knows I hired a prostitute for the party.”

Rose moaned, “Umm. I’m a prostitute.” She looked at me and said, “I like that.” My stomach roiled with excitement.

Jenkins had Rose get up on the table and adjusted the stirrups for her. She wanted her legs spread wide, and Jenkins adjusted the angle so that her hips were tilted up. He said, “I want you to be as sloppy as possible. This way, not much should leak out of you.”

Of course, while adjusting the table, Rose’s pierced pussy was on display, and Jenkins commented how beautiful she looked with all the rings. Rose told him she was going to get more soon.

Jenkins finally excused himself to go greet guests, and Rose asked him to tell his friends to just line up, that she wasn’t planning on “mingling.”

After he left, I closed the door and asked, “Are you sure about this?”

Rose stripped off her dress and got back on the table as she said, “I can’t wait! I’ve wanted to pull a train - much dirtier than a gang-bang. Man after man just getting off inside me!”

My wife said, “Now get going, and leave the door ajar for the first man. I’ll be home in the morning and you can see the aftermath.”

I grinned, “I bet we’ll be able to park the car in your pussy.”

“God, I hope so!”

***

I left the storage closet and passed through the cigar room, marveling at the opulence. As I left to find another drink, I ran into a man entering. He said tentatively, “Is this where?”

I felt a thrill “The whore is in the back room.” It felt like I was prostituting my wife as I watched the man make his way back.

I wandered the party, trying some hors d'oeuvres that were circulating, and enjoying the expensive scotch from the bar. I had a tough time keeping my erection at bay, knowing that my wife was being fucked by multiple men, less than 100 feet away.

Every time I saw a guy with a rose in his lapel, I’d check out his wife, and wonder whether he’d be fucking her later that night, mixing my wife’s pussy juices into his wife’s. Some women were quite beautiful, and I knew Rose was just sport fucking for their husbands. Many of the wives were old and overdone, or just plain ugly, and I knew Rose was the hottest pussy these guys were gonna score.

I noticed the growing number of men with roses, at about the same time that Jenkins slid next to me and said, “Body count is up to 15. She’s a machine.”

I smiled back at him and said, “She’s a receptacle.”

He nodded, “True. I’ll be keeping her until tomorrow. No need to wait for her.” He wandered off to talk to one of his friends, not waiting for a response.

I knew that was the plan since I left her in the storage room, but hearing him say it made me excited. I was feeling a little drunk, so I stopped drinking for a bit before I drove home.

I went to the bar and got some ice water. It was one of the rare times that the bar was deserted, so I stayed there to hydrate, figuring it was a safe harbor. As I tried to make my erection go down, by trying to avoid thoughts of Rose getting gang fucked, a woman joined me.

I looked over, and she was smiling at me, as she said, “Hi. I’m Cindy Jenkins.” She could tell that I didn’t register, so she nodded towards the room, and added, “This is my house.”

“Oh! Hello. I’m Ed,” I responded. She was beautiful, probably late 40s but well maintained, her big breasts and cleavage were on full display, and her tight dress showed that she still had a slim figure, not a sign of belly or flab.

“Yes,” she smiled. “Your wife is the entertainment tonight, isn’t she?”

“Uh,” I froze. How did she know? What do you say to that?

“It’s OK, dear. I’m the only one here without a penis who knows.” She seemed a bit drunk. She giggled and said, “But everyone with  a penis knows.” Cindy cocked her head a bit to the side and said, “And I expect they will all be inside your wife at some point.”

She seemed rather matter-of-fact about it, with a hint of humor. “But you knew that, right?”

“I didn’t imagine all  of them would be, but I knew she’d be busy.”

A couple joined us at the bar, and the barman took their orders. The man had a rose in his lapel. Cindy looked over and whispered to me, “Smells like Rose, brilliant.” She then took my arm and said, “Walk with me.”

She led me outside to the pool and lawn area, which was absent of revelers. It was a bit chilly, and she said, “Ooh, I guess my nipples will get a workout.”

I was liking her. I was already attracted to her based upon her looks, but her words betrayed the dirty girl under the refined finish. “Well, they say exercise is good, I guess even for nipples.”

Cindy looked over at me curiously, then said, “Sorry to surprise you, I’m a little drunk, and I guess jealous.” I waited for her to continue, “I used to be the entertainment.”

“Wow,” was all I could say.

“Hard to believe, huh?”

“Not at all,” I chuckled. “Hard to believe someone as pretty as you would do, uh, ‘entertaining.’ Why aren’t you tonight?”

She examined me, and I did actually notice slight bulges where her nipples strained at her dress. “Well, for one, I’m an old hag. For two, I could never pull a train like that - the wives would notice that I was gone all night. When I used to ‘entertain,’ I’d sneak off with a husband and blow him in the bathroom, or he’d fuck me in the bedroom while Jenkins kept the wife engaged. Most of the time, he’d have one friend or the other over for a ‘meeting,’ and I’d fuck them while Jenkins watched.”

She faced me, took a long drink from her glass, and added, “I’ve fucked most of the men here. I was a real slut. Now I’m old, and your wife is the new slut.”

She caught herself, and said, “Oh, sorry. Do you two use ‘slut’ or ‘whore’ or what’s the other, um, ‘hot wife?’” she laughed a little. She looked at me seriously and said, “She’s not doing it for money, is she?”

I laughed, “Nope. She does it for the dick.”

“Me, too. Well I used to, not anymore. Got too old. I have had none in nearly a year.”

I wondered if she was drunk and pitiful, or if she really thought that. “You’re not too old. You are perfectly fuckable,” I said.

She looked at me seriously, “You think so? You’d fuck me?”

“Until you couldn’t walk.”

Cindy kept staring at me, then took my hand and led me around the house to the drive.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

She turned and looked at me as she said, “You’re gonna take me home and I’m going to rock your world.”

“Really?”

“Did you valet?” she asked.

“No. We got here early, we’re parked right, there,” I pointed to our car.

She led me to the car, then waited for me to open her door. I was numb as I went through the motions. I started the car and asked, “Do you have to tell your husband?”

She wrinkled her nose, “No. He’s busy with your whore. He won’t care where I am.”

My mind was abuzz as I realized I was really taking this chick home! As I pulled away from the house, I felt her hands on my zipper and looked over. She said, “Sorry, but I need to taste your dick right now! I won’t make you come until we get to your house.” She smiled as she leaned over my erection, and said, “And then you won’t stop coming.”

We made it home, and I was on the edge of insanity because she kept getting me close to orgasm, then stopping. We got in the house, and I immediately grabbed Cindy and kissed her. After a long couple of minutes, she pushed back and said breathlessly, “Let’s go to your bedroom. I want to fuck there!”

As soon as we entered the bedroom, Cindy was stripping off her dress, so I pulled off my jacket and shirt. She wasn’t wearing anything under her dress, so was naked in a flash.

I stopped undressing as I saw her. Her breasts were huge, and surprisingly perky, likely artificial. I was shocked and excited to see her nipple rings! Her belly button was also pierced, and she had a tattoo above her shaven pussy.

“What?” she asked, as I stared at her.

“You’re fucking hot!” I blurted.

She smiled and approached me, saying, “You just earned a lifetime supply of Cindy, baby. I do everything , so ask for anything you want.” She reached for my pants and said, “But we have to get these off if you want to stick your cock inside me.” As my erection sprang free, she said, “Oh thank God! A real cock.”

The night was a blur. Cindy was a one-woman porno machine. She did things with me I never imagined were so good. She ate my ass while she jerked me, gave the best head I could dream of, rode me in more positions than I could count. Cindy showed me all the little places that turned her on and came dozens of times for me, while she kept me hard for hours, teasing and edging me. The few times she let me orgasm, it was so intense that I saw stars, and the first time I think I was briefly paralyzed.

Besides her piercings, she had a tattoo over her pussy that said “Slut” and one over her anus that said, “Always Open.”

When I needed a break, I went down on her, excited by her stretched and hanging labia, which I licked and sucked along with her clit.

“Sorry I’m not as tight and tidy as I used to be,” she said as I was eating her.

I looked up with a grin and said, ”You are perfect! I love this. It’s exciting to think about the dozens of cocks you’ve had inside you.”

She giggled and said, “Hundreds, actually.” I went down on her even harder.

We finally passed out in the middle of the night.

***

I awoke the next morning to the feeling of Cindy’s mouth on my cock. I looked down and smiled at her. She released me and said, “God, I love this! A cock that gets hard so fast!” She immediately went back to blowing me.

I chuckled, thinking how exciting this was. I also started thinking about Rose, and wondering if there was still a line of guys to fuck her. I knew she stayed at Jenkins’ house, and figured she would call or text.

Cindy didn’t tease me this morning, and I came quickly, watching as she swallowed it all. When she released me, I asked if she wanted coffee, and she laughed, “Sure, to go with the cream.”

She looked at her dress laying rumpled on the floor, and I could tell she was assessing whether to put it on. I handed her Rose’s only remaining robe and said, “I guess you’re my wife for the time being.”

Cindy smiled and said, “Dirtier than your wife, I hope.”

We made coffee and sat together, while I admired her. She left the robe open, so her breasts and pierced nipples were on full display, and I could catch glimpses of her pussy tattoo now and then.

The doorbell surprised me and I answered it. Cindy followed, lagging a bit and pulling the robe mostly closed.

Jenkins and my wife were standing on the doorstep. Rose’s dress was rumpled and stained, and she looked tired. Her makeup was worn off and her hair was a mess, with some dried sticky spots - most likely cum.

Jenkins saw his wife standing behind me and smiled, as he said, “Want to trade sluts? You can have yours back, she was awesome, by the way; and I’ll take mine off your hands.” Neither of the women seemed affected by being called sluts.

I saw the look on Cindy’s face, and knew that she felt slighted by the ‘take her off your hands’ wording.

I answered, “Do I have to give yours back, or can I keep her a little longer?”

Jenkins blinked in surprise, then said, “Sure, keep mine as long as you want. Yours has ‘house whore’ duties for the guys, so now you have someone to do. I’ll send some clothes over.”

With that, he turned and walked back to his car then drove away. I was left with two sluts.

I said to Rose, “Why don’t you come in?” Rose looked at Cindy warily.

Cindy said brightly, “Honey, just because your husband is fucking me, doesn’t mean this isn’t your house. I’m just his whore for the day. Let me make you some coffee.”

New Ownership

Rose  seemed suspicious as she took the coffee from Cindy. She asked, “You’re Jenkins' wife?”

“Yes.”

“But he called you his slut,” my wife said.

“And your husband called you  ‘slut,’” Cindy reminded her.

Rose looked at me, and smiled faintly as she said, “But I am a slut. Your husband’s friends pulled a train on me last night.”

Cindy said, “That sounds awesome. Many of my husband’s friends have fucked me over the years. Over a hundred of them. I’m just a cum dumpster for Jenkins to loan out.”

“How many guys last night, babe?” I asked. I was dying to know.

“Twenty two, he says; although all two dozen roses were gone. More than that, I think. The last one finished with me around 2am.”

“Wow! Was Jenkins the last one?” I asked. I knew he wanted to be.

Rose looked at Cindy before she answered, “Well, yes and no. He stopped in to check on me regularly, like he promised, bringing me drinks and food and water. He also wanted to ‘check out my used pussy’ then licked me clean, trying to get every drop of cum out of me. It was gross but exciting.”

“After that, I tried to keep it all inside me, tilting my hips between men. I told Jenkins to get a straw the second time, and from then on, he licked me clean and slurped his friends’ goop out of me each time.”

“I was way past messy and overflowing by the time the last guy left. I didn’t know it was the last one, so I continued to wait, getting chilly as the semen congealed. When Jenkins entered the last time, he told me the party was over, and had me sit on his face so all the goo ran out of me into his mouth. He licked my pussy and ass clean. He must have swallowed a quart of semen over the course of the party. It was kinda gross, but he loved it.”

We looked over at Cindy, who also seemed surprised. “He likes to go down on me after his friends have me, but he said he liked to see my used slutty pussy. I never realized he was doing it for the cum.”

“Did he take you to bed and fuck you?” I asked.

“I told him I was still horny, so he took my hand and led me out through the cigar bar, stark naked. It seemed like an eternity since I had been there. I guess everyone left because the place was empty. We went through the main party room, and four of the black guys were still cleaning up. They noticed us, and it made me excited the way they looked at me.”

“He led me upstairs to his room.” Rose glanced at Cindy and said, “Uh, your  room, where we had sex. He wanted me to talk dirty and tell him how much I enjoyed cheating, and how I wanted to spend the night with his sperm inside me. After he filled me, we fell asleep.”

My wife looked at Cindy and defiantly asked, “What?”

Cindy smiled sweetly and said, “I’m jealous. I’ve always wanted a gang-bang like that.” As she reached to refill her coffee, the robe slipped open, exposing her huge breast and piercing.

My wife said, “Wow.”

Cindy saw her looking and said, “Yes, I’m pierced.”

Rose grinned and said, “Those melons. Just wow.”

Things had thawed between them now, so I said, “Rose is pierced, too. Show her, babe.”

My wife paused, looking between Cindy and me, then shrugged and slipped her dress off, letting it hit the floor. She, of course, had nothing underneath. I was again amazed at how sexy her spider web breast tattoos were. She was wearing her black nipple stretchers as well.

I heard Cindy gasp, then say, “Oh my God. You are breathtaking. No wonder Jenkins covets you.” She stepped closer and asked, “Can I look closer?”

Rose said, “I feel kinda gross. Let me shower first.” As I watched her leave, I found myself aroused by her tramp stamp and the bee tattoos on her leg. I assumed Tim would add a couple dozen more this week.

As soon as Rose exited the room, Cindy gave me a mischievous smile and said softly, “You wait.” She then followed Rose towards the bedroom and master bath.

I couldn’t imagine what she had planned. Maybe she was going to spy on her in the shower? Take pictures? I even imagined her in the shower with Rose, the two of them soaping each other's bodies.

I cleaned up the kitchen, to keep my mind off of them and kill time. Finally, after about 15 minutes, I couldn’t wait anymore, and spied.

I crept to the bedroom, and peeked through the partially open door, and couldn’t see Rose nor Cindy, so I nuzzled the door open enough to enter. I could hear the shower running, so I tiptoed to the doorway and looked in.

I nearly blacked out when I saw Rose and Cindy together in the shower, their mouths locked against each other as they tongue kissed. As I stood there, trying to catch my breath, I watched them passionately kissing, then realized that my wife was twisting Cindy’s nipples, as Cindy’s hand was a blur, fingering Rose.

I heard Rose gasp, as her hands moved to Cindy’s ass, and her body squirmed from the other woman’s fingering. I watched as my wife began orgasming, pulling tight to Cindy, their breasts pushed together by Rose’s fierce embrace as she moaned and cried out into Cindy’s mouth.

Cindy had switched to gently rubbing and fingering Rose, pushing her over the edge again and again, and finally moving her hands to my wife’s ass, pulling her close.

Rose broke the kiss as she panted, and laughed, “Oh! Oh! Ha. Oh my god. A girl!” She then planted her mouth on Cindy’s and the two passionately kissed, tongues in each other’s mouths for a long time.

I watched Cindy reach over and shut off the water, then push the glass door open, all while still kissing. They stepped out and Cindy grabbed a towel from the rack, as she gently dried my wife. Their mouths never separated.

Eventually, Rose reached for a towel and they stopped kissing, as they dried each other. Rose laughed softly and leaned forward to suck Cindy’s nipples as Cindy toweled Rose’s hair. I don’t think they noticed me at all.

When they were dry, Cindy took my wife’s hand and turned to lead her to the bed. Cindy smiled when she spotted me and said softly, “Watch, but don’t join, OK?” I nodded slightly as I looked at my wife, who stared at me with wild eyes and said simply, “Oh God,” as the other woman led her to bed.

Cindy kissed my wife again, and gently pushed her back onto the bed, then kneeled down and started kissing Rose’s pussy! She said, “Such a pretty girl,” before she resumed kissing, and gave a few licks. “I love these rings, honey.”

My wife giggled as she squirmed under Cindy’s mouth. Cindy continued licking and playing, “I love how you taste!” I watched as Cindy inserted a finger, then two as she licked and sucked at Rose. It didn’t take long before my wife was screaming out in orgasm.

Cindy climbed into bed with my wife as she recovered, and they resumed kissing. Rose said, “I can taste me.”

Cindy cooed, “You taste wonderful, don’t you?”

Rose just moaned as Cindy’s kisses moved down her neck, to her chest and her breasts. Cindy examined her nipples and tattoos for a moment, and asked, “Who did this? It is unbelievably sexy.”

My wife answered, “My boyfriend did. He did all my piercings and tattoos.”

My stomach jumped as she referred to Tim as “her boyfriend.”

Cindy kissed one cage stretched nipple and said, “I bet he did more than your tats.”

Rose moaned, “Oh God, he fucks so good. He’s 20 and one of the guys I live with. Can you believe it? He’s half my age and loves my pussy and ass.”

Cindy kissed her breast and said, “I can believe it. I love your pussy and ass.” Cindy examined the tattoo that covered Rose’s breast, and gave it little kisses all over, as she asked, “You don’t live here?”

Rose explained, “Oh, I live here too, I guess. Maybe one night a week, but I spend most nights with my boyfriends.”

Cindy kissed up her chest again then nuzzled my wife’s ear, “Oh, two boyfriends? How do you decide?”

Rose chuckled, “Three boyfriends. And their friends. I don’t decide, they all live together and all have sex with me every day. It’s great.”

Cindy said, “Oh. Is that what Jenkins meant by ‘house whore?’”

“Yeah. I’m basically a sperm receptacle for them to stuff their cocks in. I love it. There’s always a stiff dick.”

Cindy laughed, “If I had a stiff dick, I’d want to put it inside you, too.”

My wife kissed her, then said, “Top drawer,” as she looked at the dresser.

As Cindy got up and opened the top drawer, my wife looked over and said, “Can we have some alone time, baby? We’ll have fun later, I promise.”

I felt disappointed and a little angry. She was fucking all these people, and I never got to watch! I left the door ajar, as I exited. The last thing I saw was Cindy carrying two large dildos back to the bed.

I spent some time straightening and cleaning downstairs, even though it didn’t need it, as I stewed over my frustration. After about 45 minutes, I went back upstairs to spy, and could hear Rose whimpering and moaning.

When I looked in, it took a moment to tell what was going on. Rose was bent in half, her head and shoulders on the bed, her ass in the air with her legs bent toward her head as Cindy pinned her ankles down under her legs. Cindy was working two of my wife’s biggest dildos into her ass and pussy simultaneously, slowly pushing both in all the way, then extracting them before pushing in again. My wife was being double penetrated by 9 or 10 inches of rubber dick simultaneously.

Cindy looked over and spotted me, giving a wink, then changed the pace. She started alternating the penetrations: ass in, pussy out, then into the pussy as she removed the dildo from Rose’s ass. I heard my wife moan loudly, “Oh! Fuck! Yes!”

Cindy then locked eyes with me as she sped up the pace, high speed ramming the rubber toys into Rose, which made her scream, “God! God! Uh! Fuck!” I watched my wife squirm, but unable to move much as she was pinned down, having her holes pounded rapidly by Cindy.

If there ever was a time that I nearly came in my pants without touching myself, this was it. After several minutes of the brutal attack, Cindy slowed then stopped the invasion. She asked softly, “You OK down there?”

My wife pleaded, “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. Fuck! Fucking destroy me, please!” Cindy gave me a smile, then resumed her deep rapid assault on my wife’s holes.

I wanted to watch, but didn’t want to get caught by Rose. I also didn’t want to interrupt whatever flow was making my wife turn into a lesbian freak with Cindy.

I went to get some groceries, so I didn’t go insane waiting by myself when there was that kind of action in my bedroom. I took my time and stopped for a bite to eat as well. When I got home, I took my time putting the groceries away.

It had been a few hours, so I figured it was safe to spy again, and maybe offer lunch. It was well past lunchtime, but I doubted they had eaten anything. Except for each other , I laughed to myself. I wondered whether Rose had actually eaten Cindy’s pussy. Damn, I wanted to see that!

When I peeked in on them, they were laying together on the bed, not moving. I carefully crept and found that they were sleeping, their bodies intertwined like lovers. I wanted to rip my clothes off and fuck them both - the scene was so damned sexy!

On a whim, I leaned close and gently kissed each of them on the head. I leaned close to my wife, and was certain that her face smelled of pussy! Holy shit!

I left the room, wondering how long Cindy could stay, and whether my wife would also stay, maybe overnight. That would be awesome - in bed with both of them!

I went downstairs and turned on a movie. I had never had such a hard time killing time. I didn’t dare jerk off - I wanted to be ready for whichever one was available next.

***

It was late afternoon when I finished my second movie, and I had just decided to check on the girls. It was not fair to keep me locked out all  day.

As I got up, I noticed a van and a Mercedes pull up in front of our house. Two big guys walked up to the door, carrying boxes. I answered when the bell rang.

“Are you Ed?” The first guy asked.

“Yes.”

“We have some stuff that Mr. Jenkins wants delivered,” he said, then walked into the living room and deposited the two boxes. He then pulled a pair of envelopes out of his pocket and handed them to me. “We’ll bring the rest in, just a couple more.”

I looked at the envelopes, one addressed to Cindy and one to me. I opened my envelope when the girls appeared at the stairs. Rose was naked, and Cindy had on Rose’s robe. Rose asked, “What’s going on?”

At that point, the two men returned with a couple of boxes and garbage bags. One looked up at the girls and said, “Hello, Miss Cindy.”

Cindy replied, “Hello Jimmy.”

He gawked at my naked wife for a moment, then said, “You the girl from last night?” My wife nodded, and he said, “Yeah. Wow,” then left to get more bags.

The other black guy stared at the two women, then turned to me and laughed, “Shit, man!” He then left to go to the van.

I handed Cindy’s envelope to her, and she opened it. As she was reading, Jimmy returned and handed me a large wooden chest with “Dog Toys” imprinted on the top. He said, “Mr. Jenkins said to give this to you personally.”

He then approached Cindy and held out a set of car keys, which she took. “Your car is parked at the curb, Miss Cindy.” He pointedly stared at her mostly exposed chest and said, “Nice to see you.” He then left, and I saw the van drive off. The Mercedes was still parked.

Cindy let out a strangled noise as she read her letter, then handed it to Rose, as Cindy opened a box. Rose read it and said, “Holy fuck!”

“What does it say?” I asked. I had almost forgotten about the one in my hand.

Rose read out loud:

“You have been traded. Ed now owns you. I am sure he will use you for quite some time. I will continue to fund your allowance, and you can use the house if you give me notice, but you now belong to him.”

As Cindy looked inside one box and opened a garbage bag, she said quietly, “This is my stuff.”

I ripped open the note to me and read it twice, trying to digest it.

“Congratulations, you now own Cindy. And by own, I mean own. Fuck her, fist her, user her as a footstool, or sell her on the street. She will do anything and never says no."

Keep her for a week, a month, a decade. When you grow tired of her, please return her to me, do not pass her on.

Feel free to tattoo, pierce or modify her in any way. She has been sterilized so you won’t need protection. Those tits cost a fortune, I hope you like them.

The box contains her favorite toys. You’ll find that she has no limits.

I plan on keeping your wife busy, so this seems fair compensation.”

Rose said, “What does that letter say?”

I read it while both women looked at me. Rose again said, “Holy fuck! Is this real?”

Cindy said, “Yeah. It is. He’s loaned me to friends for a weekend here and there, and warned me that he would give me away if I ever got boring.”

Cindy walked over and unlatched the “Dog Toys” box.

I asked, “Dog Toys?”

Cindy chuckled and said, “For his bitch. It was my idea.”

Holy crap , I thought.

Cindy flipped open the box, and Rose walked closer to look. Cindy pulled out handcuffs, large dildos, gags, leather harnesses and restraints of some sort, nipple clamps, a plastic bag full of metal rings. As she sorted through, she moaned, “Ummm, yes.” Maybe she really didn’t have any limits.

She pulled out a choker and fastened it to herself. It had the word “Slut” written on it. She then attached a leash and turned to me, extending the handle. I reflexively took hold of it. Cindy said, “I belong to you now. You can use me in any way you like.”

Rose said, “Wait! You’re doing this? Is it real?”

Cindy turned to her, “It’s done. Your husband owns me now. I haven’t been used in a long time, so I can’t wait.” She turned back to me and said, “Should I move my stuff into the guest room? Or would you prefer to keep me in the basement or garage?”

It was my turn to say, “Holy fuck.”

Rose looked at me, then Cindy, then said, “Move into the master bedroom.”

“What?” Cindy was surprised.

Rose laughed and said, “I’m basically living at the apartment with the guys, or off servicing some other man. It's not fair to Ed, even though he likes what I’m doing. You take care of him and let him take out his frustrations on you. Don't worry, I’ll be sharing the bed whenever I’m home here.”

They both looked at me, expecting some answer.

“You’re not leaving me?” I asked Rose.

“No, of course not. I’m just making sure you have unlimited pussy, either mine or hers. You may not get mine for weeks at the rate I’m getting dick.”

“Um, OK with me. How does this ‘ownership’ work?” I asked.

Cindy said, “Well, I do anything you want, with anyone you want. I won’t ever say no, so don’t joke around. If you want me to sit naked on your front porch and dildo myself, I’ll do it. If you want me to get the postman to fist me, I’ll do it. If you want me to blow you under the table at a restaurant, I’ll do it.”

“Holy shit.” I smiled and said, “How about we start small, you and Rose move your stuff into the bedroom and get organized.”

They both giggled and grabbed bags of clothes.

Before they left the room, I said sternly, “And NO sex without me. I wanted Rose’s pussy after the gang-bang and you two ruined it.”

Cindy looked apologetic, but Rose laughed, “No, the twenty guys last night ruined it! And then Dildo Girl here gave me a ramming I can’t forget. My pussy is still pretty used up, baby.”

***

I watched the girls move Cindy’s stuff to the bedroom, while Rose moved everything of hers to the guest room. My brain was slowly churning through the situation, as I began thinking through all the possibilities. It was pretty clear Cindy was with me full time, and I would occasionally get nights of threesomes when Rose returned home.

The girls noticed my tented shorts before I did, and dragged me to the bed. We helped strip each other, as Rose laughed, “Time for sloppy twentieths, baby.”

Cindy asked, “You sure you’re ready, honey? I mean, that was a lot last night.”

Rose laughed as she lay back and said, “Oh yeah! I could have taken another twenty today. I get hornier the more I get. After Jenkins was done last night, I couldn’t sleep, and thought about finding some of the workers.”

As I entered my wife, she felt looser, and soaked. I imagined all the men that had been inside her, stretching her before they unloaded into her. She looked into my eyes, excited at my excitement, as I pumped away at her. I tried to hold off to give her an orgasm, but was so excited as I felt her piercings rubbing my cock.

Cindy lay next to us, watching as she stroked Rose’s hair and my back. After a minute, she moved around behind us, then I felt her mouth on my balls, which caused me to come almost immediately! I clung to my wife as my orgasm racked my brain and body.

After I recovered, I rolled away and said, “Sorry you didn’t come, baby.”

Before Rose could respond, Cindy said, “My turn!” and I watched as she buried her face between my wife’s legs. It didn’t take long before Rose was moaning and thrashing as Cindy’s tongue performed its magic.

After Rose calmed, Cindy climbed up next to her and we all lay entwined while we kissed.

While we lay together, touching and kissing, Rose’s phone buzzed several times, but she ignored it. The phone then started ringing, and Rose huffed as she reached for it.

“Hello?” she answered, “Yeah, I was busy. OK. Hmm, are these really ‘friends’ or ‘clients?’ Of course it matters - same holes, different reasons.” She looked at me and Cindy with a look of exasperation as she listened to the caller.

“Look, am I your girlfriend, or your property? I don’t care that you sell me, I just want to know.”

Cindy’s eyebrows raised in surprise as she looked at Rose.

My wife listened for a bit, then said, “OK, I guess ‘whore girlfriend’ works, but you and Steve and Tim better be hard and ready after I’m done with the clients. Yeah, sure, the more the merrier. I’ll be over soon. OK, got it, my cunt will be available at 7. Bye.”

Cindy asked, “What the hell was that?”

Rose said, “Oh, the guys are pissy that I’ve been gone since yesterday. They’re just pestering me to hurry home.”

Cindy said, “But this is your home. And what do you mean by ‘sell me?’ Are you a hooker or something?”

Rose gave a sigh, and said, “I told you I’m spending most of my time with these three 20-year-old guys, who pass me around.” I saw Cindy’s face light up, before Rose continued, “Well, a while back, they started sharing me with friends, who would pop by for a quickie. And I would just give it up for some guy I didn’t know. It is so thrilling and kinky!”

“I know!” Cindy interjected. “When Jenkins would let his friends have me, at first I was upset. Then I realized how much fun it was to just get sex with no expectations.”

Rose nodded, “Yeah. I actually prefer that I don’t know their names.” She motioned to her bee tattoos, “See? More than half have question marks instead of initials.”

Cindy said, “Wait. Those bees are for everyone you’ve slept with? There are more than a hundred, I would guess.”

Rose waved it off, “Yeah, I guess. I’ve never counted. Anyway, I found out that the guys were charging their friends to have sex with me. And most of the guys lately haven’t even been their friends - they’ve just sent me off to apartments and houses to have sex with strangers from the internet. I didn’t know it, but I’ve been a prostitute for a couple of months, I think.”

“Oh my god! What did you say to them when you found out?”

Rose gave a small smile and said, “I told them to bring it on. And I’ve started working parties. Like your husband’s party last night. I really like multiple men at once.”

“So tonight…” Cindy started.

“So tonight they’ve sold me to a couple of guys who are coming to the apartment to knock one off with me. Then my three 20-year-old boyfriends are gonna have me!” She tilted her head as she looked at Cindy, “And yes, I am still horny. The more I get, the more I want.”

My wife rolled out of bed and gave both Cindy and I a kiss before she got in the shower. After the shower, she got back into her wrinkled red dress. When she saw us looking at her, she said, “I’ll be taking it off as soon as I get to the apartment. Besides, most of my clothes are there, anyway.” She looked at Cindy and said, “Keep him happy!” Then she left.

Career Change

For the next week, I was excited to have Cindy with me. She really would do anything I wanted, and even showed me some things I had not thought of.

She laughed and said, “There is one  advantage of being given to hundreds of perverts - you learn a lot of perversions. And luckily, I like most of them.”

I realized that all the manipulations, piercings, and tattooing was driven by other men. I decided I was going to see how it felt to control things, so I drove Cindy over to Tim’s shop one afternoon for an appointment I had set.

When we sat with him, I instructed Cindy to bare her breasts, which she did without hesitation. I then said to Tim, “I’d like to have a spiderweb pattern run around her nipples, maybe a two-inch diameter. And I’d like her fitted with a black nipple cage, just like Rose’s.”

He seemed focused until I mentioned Rose. He said carefully, “Uh, how do you know Rose?”

I said simply, “She’s my wife.”

Tim stared at me, blinked, then said, “Sorry man. I didn’t know. Is there some trouble here?”

I smiled, as Cindy looked on, and said, “No trouble. And don’t lie - you know you’ve been boning someone’s  wife, as have Doug and Steve. I also know you rent her out to other men. She’s basically a cum sponge for you guys, and I’m OK with that. Actually, I like that she’s such a slut.”

Tim continued to look at me, unsure of how to reply, so I said, “Now, I’d like this slut to have the same treatment on her nipples as Rose. I can pay in cash, or pussy.” I winked and said, “I know you’re an ass man, so you can buttfuck her, if you like.”

He looked at Cindy, who was quite excited at this point. Cindy said, “Anything you like, dear. I like anal, too.”

Tim said, “OK, I will take payment up front.”

Cindy laughed, “And I’ll pay from behind.”

Tim led us to his private room, where he did all the tattoos on ‘privates.’ I finally got the joke then. As soon as we stepped in, Cindy pulled a small bottle of lube from her purse, stripped naked, then bent over the table.

I felt a little uncomfortable, and asked Tim, “Want me to step outside?”

Tim smiled as he pushed down his pants, “Nah, man. I want you  to see me fuck your girl.”

When his long thin cock sprung free, Cindy moaned and said, “Yes!” She looked at Tim and said, “You do a good job, and I’ll give you another hole as a tip.”

I watched as Tim fed his cock into Cindy’s ass and pounded her for the next several minutes. Cindy talked dirty the whole time, “Yes, fuck my ass. God, I feel you so deep! Use me like a whore, fuck me harder!”

It was weird standing right there watching live-action porn. Tim gripped her ass and sped up, then pushed in as he groaned, “God! Filling your whore with my load, man! Ungh!”

As he withdrew, he smiled and said, “She’ll be shitting my cum for a week, buddy. And I’m gonna go home later and do the same to your whore wife, wish you could see that?”

“Yeah, I do.”

Tim inked Cindy’s breasts and installed the black nipple cages. With no discussion, Cindy pulled out his cock and blew him until he came in her mouth.

Tim said, “Stop by anytime you want more work. I think you could use a nice tramp stamp.”

On the drive home, Cindy was particularly excited, “Damn! That’s what I like! Thanks for giving me to him. Pass me around all you want!”

***

Later that week, Rose stopped by the house to get a suitcase. “I’m going away for the weekend with one of Jenkins’ friends. I wanted you to know where I’ll be for the next few days.”

“The Gang rented you out again?” Cindy asked.

“Well, I’m not exactly sure what’s going on, but Jenkins has some sort of arrangement with them. They were not thrilled to find out that I’m going away, but didn’t object,” my wife explained. “I guess they’ll be jerking off for the next few days.”

I remembered Cindy’s reaction to Rose’s situation with the guys, so offered, “Give them Cindy.” Cindy and Rose both looked at me. “Really, bring Cindy over there and tell them she’s theirs until you return.”

I looked at Cindy and said, “Now you get to be the sex toy for three twenty-something guys. I know you envied Rose’s situation, now you get to try it.”

Rose asked, “Are you sure? You’ll be three days with no sex.”

I said, “I’ve done that before. If you remember back before New Year’s, I went weeks with none. One condition, though. When you return, your first stop is here, and I get you all night, anything I want. Then you can go back.”

Rose grinned at me and said, “You are unbelievable. It’s a deal, if Cindy’s OK with it.”

Cindy was smiling, “What can I do? He owns me. I guess I’ll have to suffer through getting my brains fucked out by three studs.” She turned to me and asked, “Is it OK for them to sell me too?”

“Sure, you’re taking my wife’s place, and they sell her, so you’re for sale, too.”

Cindy jumped up and said, “Let me pack!”

Rose grabbed her hand and said, “You won’t need clothes. Bring some lube, though. I'm running low.”

***

For the next few days, I was horny all the time, thinking about what Rose and Cindy were doing. I masturbated all the time, regretting that I traded away both women. On the third morning, I received a text from Cindy that said, “Thank you thank you thank you!” I guess she was having a good time.

Later that day, Rose arrived home. She was a day earlier than expected. When she entered the house, she was dressed like a hooker, and smiled as she said, “Here I am! Your door-to-door whore!”

“You’re early,” I noted.

“Yes. Weather threatened the flights, so they sent me home early.” She smiled, “Honestly, I think I wore them out. It’s all big talk until you actually have unlimited pussy, then you realize your dick can’t work that hard.”

“Want me to go relieve Cindy, so you can have her back? Or do you want some of my skanky cunt?” She laughed.

“I want my wife’s well used pussy. I want to enjoy what she’s shared with so many other men,” I said as I pulled her close.

She looked me in the eye and said, “I love giving it to so many men. I want you to enjoy me the same way. Treat me like a slut, not your wife, OK?”

I thought for a moment, then decided to try. “OK, get me hard with your mouth before I fuck you.”

Rose smiled and dropped to her knees.

For the next two days, I treated her like a paid hooker, asking her to do everything that I’d learned from Cindy. I was surprised at how eagerly she ate my ass, and let me degrade her by coming on her face and body.

By the time she had to leave, I actually saw her more as a hooker than a wife, which made me a little sad, but also excited.

When Cindy returned, she attacked me with gusto, energized by the treatment she had received from the Gang. She told me about the non-stop sex, and how she finally pushed some new boundaries as they rented her to a couple of black guys. It was the first time she’d had a black dick, and couldn’t stop talking about it.

I told her about Rose’s visit, and how it felt more like she was a hooker than a wife. I told her about my mixed feelings.

Cindy listened sympathetically, then said, “I don’t know how to feel. I’m actually happy about it, because I’ve kind of become comfortable filling in as your wife. Hopefully, you keep loaning me out, but I’ll be here for you.”

She quickly added, “I want Rose back in our bed as much as possible, but I’m not sure how often that will be, now.” That ‘now’ was ominous.

She said, “When I was at the apartment, I heard that Doug’s internship is ending, so the Gang has to give up the apartment. I overheard Doug talking to the roommates, explaining that Jenkins offered to buy Rose from them.”

“Buy her?”

Cindy nodded, “They were talking about future profit shares, and Tim handling bookings, and where she would work. I believe Jenkins is planning to turn Rose’s pussy into a business. This weekend might have been a test run.”

It actually excited me to think of Rose as a full-time hooker. I don’t know what was wrong with me, maybe because it made things easier to keep two women.

***

About a week later, I arrived home to find Cindy and Rose drinking wine and eating Chinese food. They both gave me deep kisses, and I wondered how many cocks Rose’s lips had sucked since our last kiss.

Cindy said, “Rose is staying the night, so you know what that means!” Before I could respond, she said, “We’re having pussy for dessert!”

Rose said, “Yes indeed!”

“The Gang doesn’t want you tonight? And haven’t rented you out?” I asked.

“The Gang is moving out of the apartment right now,” my wife said.

“So you’ll be moving back here?” I asked.

“No. I have a studio apartment downtown, now.”

“Oh?” I asked, waiting for more.

“Actually, I have a new job, too,” she said, looking at me.

“You’re not working for Jenkins anymore?” I asked. “Tell me the whole thing, please.”

Rose let out a sigh, “I’m still working for Jenkins. He’s funding me to go into the escort business. I’ll work out of the studio apartment when I’m not going on dates or traveling. Most of the customers are Jenkin’s friends, and Tim will continue the online orders. I’ll be getting paid to do what I love.”

“I believe customers are called ‘Johns’ in that business,” I said.

“You’re working for Jenkins?” Cindy asked, after a pause.

Rose poured another glass of wine as she answered, “Yes. He bought me from the Gang, so I’m his to rent.”

“He doesn’t own you,” I said. This was strange.

Rose looked at me sympathetically, “Technically true, but he has the rights to rent me out, and I’ll go where he wants and do whomever he wants. He basically owns me.”

“Will you stay here when you’re not rented?” I asked.

“You’d want that?” Rose asked, surprised.

“Absolutely,” I responded

At the same time Cindy said, “Yes.”

Rose said, “OK, then. I’m not booked tonight, that’s why I’m here.”

Cindy took her hand and led her away, as she said, “Well, let’s all celebrate your new job.”

***

After Rose left, Cindy confided she was happy about the new arrangement, and again reminded me she’d like to be loaned out from time to time.

Later that week, I went to see Tim. I let him know Cindy was available for rental as well, but only to black guys, or she could be included if any parties were too much for Rose to handle herself.

When I got home and told Cindy, she was at first shocked, then excited. Her first ‘date’ was the next night, and she came home excited and horny as hell, so it turned out to be a good plan for me.

***

From then on, Rose stayed over once every week or so, because she had time during the day for ‘dates.’ Cindy was busy a couple of nights a week.

About every month, both of the girls worked gang bangs. They became quite popular with bachelor parties because of their girl-on-girl action.

Jenkins died in a car crash two years later, leaving the estate to Cindy. Rose moved in with us at the mansion, and we continued the escort business, adding one of Cindy’s friends, who also moved in with me.

I not only got my fantasy of a slut wife, it was multiplied by three.


Other Titles You May Like

Turning Kate Out : Journey from Hotwife to Ho

Kate was on a journey to improve herself - getting healthy, fit, hotter - whether through plastic surgery or the gyms, she wanted men to want her again. Her husband supported her, and when he saw that the young stud at the gym was interested in her, he encouraged her to cheat.

Her cheating with the young stud, branched out to include her stud’s father, then his friends at the country club. Eventually Kate decided that trading favors could be a more exciting fantasy, so she asked her husband to be her pimp.

Ed helped with her fantasy until it became a reality. Even though Kate wanted it, could he really sell his wife to strangers? If he did, where would it end?

Wife’s Secret Interracial Career

Erika was bored with her life and job, and her friend Linda had the perfect solution: A side hustle as a model with a new name and look: Ivory White, with hair and skin to match.

I was thrilled that my wife was spreading her wings and filling herself with confidence chasing this new career. She spent more and more time modeling, until she found a new agency and new friend, both of whom promised to broaden her horizons, leveraging her exotic looks.

When Erika was being secretive about her new job, I did some snooping and found that she was spreading more than her wings, and was being filled not with confidence, but with black studs. Now I knew why she was so secretive.

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do. She loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?
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