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It was only fair, really, because I had
arranged the strippers for my husband Bob as a special treat when
he earned a giant quarterly bonus at work. We’d flirted with the
idea of having sex with another girl or two or even with another
man, and though we weren’t ready to take that step, I thought
getting a bunch of erotic dancers to strip for him and give him lap
dances would be a great present. So I did. I rented us a hotel
room. I hired four of them, and I sat and watched as they gyrated
and moved around him. I was so damned turned on, that things got
out of control, and before long, I was rubbing myself as they gave
him lap dances one after the other, and I didn’t even realize I was
doing it.

The strippers did, and the next thing I
knew, they had pulled out his cock and two of them were taking
turns sucking and licking him while one danced in front of him and
the other stood behind rubbing his chest and whispering in his ear.
I hadn’t planned on it, but it turned me on so much that I just
kept rubbing myself. The bottom line was that I gave myself one of
the biggest orgasms I’d ever had and he ending up covering two
faces with his spunk! Afterward, we both felt a little awkward with
the strippers, and he was actually a little peeved with me. His
basic argument was that he should have been told he would be
performing for me, and I couldn’t convince him I hadn’t planned
it.

Eventually, we agreed that turnabout
was fair play, and he said he’d make some calls and find some male
strippers to perform for me. I was a little nervous about it, but I
kissed him and then I teased him for a while about how he seemed to
enjoy the other women’s mouths too much! Before we left the hotel
room a few hours later, we had had some of the best sex in our
whole marriage. I have to admit that visions of a group of men
stripping for me definitely added to the experience.

It was two weeks before I came home to
a special present, a box of sexy lingerie. It was wrapped in a pink
bow and had my name, Ellen, printed in pink ink over the white box.
It was very revealing, a fishnet top, but it only came down far
enough that my tits and arms were covered in hot pink netting but
my midriff was bare. There was a tiny pink thong, and a pair of
pink fishnet thigh high stockings. There was also a dress in the
same hot pink. Pink fuck me pumps completed the outfit. I laughed
when I saw hot pink lipstick in the box as well. There was a note
telling me to get dressed and a room key to the same hotel I’d
arranged for him.

I was nervous, but I was more excited
than nervous, and I knew that Bob wasn’t ready to let the strippers
get anywhere near as far with me as I had let the girls get with
him. Hell, I was raring to go when it came to inviting others into
the bedroom, but Bob was always hesitant. I knew the men would
dance and the second they left, Bob would rip the dress right off
me and fuck me like there was no tomorrow. Maybe if I were lucky
I’d get a stroke or two in. Hell, if it were all perfect, I’d hit
the jackpot and even get to kiss one of the stud’s sausages. Still,
that would happen when Bob was ready for it. In the meantime, I
knew it was going to be a great night, period.

I jumped in the shower right away. I
had one goal, get into my new outfit and get over to the hotel.
Still, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t let my hands linger over my
breasts and even a little bit over my pussy as the water flowed
over me. I have to admit I was turned on beyond belief, but as I
indulged myself in a fair amount of touching as I lathered up, I
was also fantasizing about what it would be like if we went further
than just the stripping. After all, things had gotten a little out
of hand with Bob and his dancers, but really, a few girl strippers
getting out of hand is nothing like what it could be like if things
got out of hand with a bunch of boys! It was silly to even think
about it, though. I was ten steps ahead of Bob in that department,
and the night would be wonderful with the dancers dancing and the
two of us going at it later.

Even though I really, really wanted to
get myself off in the shower, I didn’t. I touched myself enough to
make myself about as horny as I’d ever been, but thoughts of the
night ahead filled me with too much eagerness to get it started,
and I dragged myself out and toweled off. I have to admit, it was
torture. I pulled up the stockings and wanted to make myself cum. I
pulled on the fishnet top and wanted it. I pulled up the thong, and
it felt like the silk was a thousand fingers touching me! I made it
through though. I pulled the hot little mini dress over myself,
stepped into the pumps, and even made it through putting on the
lipstick. I looked in the mirror and I looked just like a complete
slut. I loved it!

I did get a little self-conscious,
though, so I put one of Bob’s trench coats over me when I left the
house. Just what we needed—for the neighbors to see me step out of
the house looking like a four-dollar whore. I got in the car and
headed for the hotel, practically giddy in anticipation. I don’t
think I’ve ever been more impatient, and the eight to ten minute
drive felt like three hours. Finally, though, I got to the hotel,
and since I just wasn’t even willing to take the time to park, I
handed the car over to a valet and nearly went insane waiting for
my ticket.

Finally, though, I got to the door of
the hotel room, and my heart was beating in such anticipation that
I swear to God I thought I was going to faint! Bob answered the
door and smiled before pulling me in for a big hug and a kiss. He
held me for a while, his tongue exploring my mouth, and I felt so
excited at the thought of what he would do for me when my strippers
had left. I held him tight as he undid the belt on the trench coat
and let it fall to the floor. He pushed the door shut and then took
a look at me in my new slutty pink clothes. “You look hot as hell,
Baby!” I think I blushed at the compliment until I was as pink as
the clothes. It’s amazing how after many years of marriage he can
still make me feel like a schoolgirl!

He smiled and led me to a couch in the
room. It was a really nice suite with a whole living room and a
bedroom off to the side. Part of me wanted to just forget about the
strippers and get right into the bedroom with my man, but he handed
me a glass of wine before I could say anything and told me to drink
it fast. I took a nice big gulp, still beaming, and I enjoyed the
way it settled my nerves a bit. I saw him fiddling with a bag at
the table, and I was surprised to see him pull out a new video
camera. He lifted it up, pressed a few buttons, and told me to
smile. I smiled brightly, and I have to admit that I was excited
that we’d get to watch the strippers later and my reactions to
their dancing. I drained the last of the wine and licked my lips.
Then, I asked Bob when the dancers would arrive.

Bob smiled at me and reached into the
bag. There was an mp3 player and a speaker set. He plugged it in
and dance music started. That’s when four men streamed out of the
bedroom wearing tuxedos and dancing around. Of course my eyes lit
up, and I have to admit that a big part of how hot it felt was the
knowledge that Bob was capturing all of it on video. They were four
big musclemen, with square jaws and broad shoulders, and they
dances in sex moves getting closer and closer. The music went into
a big crescendo, and at the loudest part, each reached behind his
back and pulled. Four tuxedos, which were obviously just Velcro
costumes, came off right away and were thrown across the room. I
breathed in sharply. There were real, honest to goodness, hunks in
front of me!

 

They all wore bow ties and cufflinks.
They also each had g-strings, and let me tell you that the cups
were stretched to the limit with what was underneath. The music got
slower, more sensual, and the four men began dancing closer, and I
kept looking at their bulges. Their cocks seemed enormous! All the
while, Bob was recording their every action and my every reaction,
at least the reactions I had that were visible. The thrills running
through my body and settling between my legs weren’t so easy to
record! I watched as the men danced closer, and when the first one
unsnapped his g-string and his thick cock came out, I let out a big
hungry sigh. The man danced closer, and I kept my eyes on his
enormous cock. When he climbed onto the couch to dance so close
that his cock was only inches from my face, I think I was in
heaven. I vaguely noticed that the other men had dropped their
g-strings, but my eyes were just glued to that big dick wobbling
right in front of me.

The dancer took my hands and put them
on his ass as he danced. That was the first problem. Two other
cocks came close enough that I could see them. That was the second
problem. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bob recording, and that
was the third and final problem. I couldn’t help myself. I just
couldn’t. I grabbed the ass tight, leaned forward, opened my mouth
wide, and stuffed that big prick into it.

The dancer grabbed the back of my head
and held me tight, his cock getting very hard very quickly, and him
pushing it in deeper. I started gagging and I got afraid. I wasn’t
afraid of the cock, I was suddenly afraid that I’d ruined my
marriage! My heart sank when I heard Bob say, “Take it out of her
mouth.” The dancer pulled back, and I hung my head in shame, but my
heart leapt for joy when Bob continued with, “There’s no way in
hell you’ll get that dress off her while she’s sucking you.”
Everything went crazy.

Those four men had the dress off and my
panties ripped from me in seconds. I was completely manhandled,
flopping around like a rag doll as they tossed me between them.
Suddenly, I was on top of one, who had sat down on the couch, and
his big cock was filling my pussy, pushing in hard. It was
incredible, and I was on the verge of coming in a second. One of
the men grabbed my hair and lifted my head up, ramming his cock
into my mouth and fucking it just like it was a pussy. I couldn’t
believe how good everything felt, even though they were treating me
like some kind of a sex doll. The first dancer had evidently not
had enough of me because he climbed onto the couch right behind me
and started rubbing his cock along my ass crack.

I could believe I was going to take all
three of these guys at the same time, and I felt like some kind of
a sexy dynamo. I couldn’t believe it. Wait, strike that because the
fourth guy was lifting my hand up to put it on his cock. I wasn’t
taking on three but four. Four beautiful big cocks, and I couldn’t
believe how they “OH FUCK!”

I couldn’t help but scream when the
cock pushed past the tiny rosebud of my asshole. Sure, it hurt a
little bit, but I was screaming because it was the most incredible
filled up feeling I had ever had, and as the guys started moving,
all three pushing in and out quickly roughly, I caught a glimpse of
Bob, catching everything on tape. I was so full! It was the most
amazing feeling. My ass was stretched to the limit, and my pussy
felt so tight around the guy inside there. The dancer who had been
in my mouth before I pulled back and shouted grabbed the back of my
head and pushed right back in. I’d completely lost control. There
was no way I could concentrate enough to keep my hand moving on the
fourth dancer’s cock, and I gave up on it altogether, but he still
got taken care of.

Evidently my ass was tight enough that
the dancer inside of it started to come very quickly, shouting as
he filled me with his slick come, and he pulled out, leaving me
feeling empty, even with two cocks in me. The fourth dancer got
right behind me and just slammed right into my asshole. That was
when I came. I came so damn hard I was paralyzed with it. I could
feel all of them moving, but it was almost like I was the one with
a camera watching myself being used by all three of the men. My
pussy was sending miraculous sensations through my body. I swear I
would feel it in my toes! The guy in my mouth suddenly shuddered
and pulled me against him, pushing his cock all the way into me,
his cock expanding as it pushed into my throat. I could feel his
cum spurting into my throat, and I gulped down, the very feel of
his cock exploding in my mouth sending even more lightning strikes
of pleasure through me.

The guys in my pussy and my ass started
moving even faster, pushing deeply and in completely losing any
sense of rhythm, both pushing in together and stretching me as
though I were going to tear apart. I must have a perfect ass
because the guy in my as came first, pushing in so deep that I was
almost unable to move from the paralyzing sensation of being so
completely full with him. When he exploded inside of me and I felt
him pouring even more man juice into my me, I was so overwhelmed
and my pussy was spasming so hard that I just didn’t know what I
was going to do. It was like a thousand hands were touching my body
at the same time and pulling me in every direction at once. It was
almost a relief when the man beneath me shoved up hard and starting
to fill my pussy with his hot cum.

We just all kind of lay tangled on the
couch for a while. My whole body was just overwhelmed with
sensation, and it was kind of like an overdose. No, that’s not
right. It’s like when I pig out and eat a whole half gallon of
fudge ripple ice cream all at once. It’s wonderful, but I’m so
stuffed when I take that last bite that there’s no way on earth I
could have had any more of it. That was me, so overwhelmed from all
the cock I’d just had that I was ready to collapse for
hours.

No such luck for me. The boys got off
me, and I lay there while they dressed and left. I noticed Bob
fiddling with something and asked what he was doing. He told me he
was setting the camera up because he wanted to be able to record
his turn! My ass was sore. My throat was still feeling the thrusts
from the dancer, and my pussy was so sensitive it was torturing me
with anything I did. Still, Bob was unbuckling his pants. I sighed
and smiled. What else is a good wife going to do?









Did you like this story? Do you like
your erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in
getting down to business than doing market analysis? You can be
sure that my stories are all about the sex and how the lovely girls
involved react to it. My very explicit romance stories can be found
on Amazon, but you can also connect with me on Facebook and learn
about upcoming releases and special deals.

When you subscribe to my
page, I’ll send you a story exclusive to my Facebook fans. Go ahead
and click here to subscribe: 
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Nancy-Brockton/450689558329605.

You can bet I’ll appreciate it, and
I’ll make sure those stories keep coming!
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