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◈ ◈ ◈

My wife Scarlett is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I know a lot of guys say that, but in my case it’s actually the truth. When we first met in college, well, let’s just say she was quite the party girl if you know what I mean. Never in a million years did I ever think I’d be able to win her favor and keep her “tied down” for even a few months, let alone the rest of our lives. I guess the secret was that I never really did try to keep her tied down, not in the traditional sense anyway. I mean sure, we’re married, but I understood from the moment I met her that Scarlett needed a certain amount of latitude to be who she was and quench the specific thirsts that she often had.

I went into it with eyes wide open. I was more than okay with our arrangement and had been from the night we met. It was at a frat party, off-campus, and I had wandered upstairs, looking for my buddy, Eric, who lived on the third floor of the frat. I was hoping to escape the crush on the dance floor and maybe smoke a joint or two safely away from the raucous party. I was a little drunk though and couldn’t quite remember what room was his and I stumbled into the wrong one. Only it turned out to be the right one when it was all said and done because Scarlett was in there.

There she was, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, next to the bed, on her knees, sucking on a big, meaty, dark cock. My eyes went wide when I realized what was happening. It took a few moments for it all to process in my mind. I stood there, unable to move or look away. Scarlett was so into sucking his dick and the guy, some big football player, was lost in whatever pleasure he was feeling, eyes shut tight, that neither one of them noticed me for at least a minute. They didn’t even hear the door open apparently. Then I moved my right foot and my sneaker squeaked against the hardwood floor.

Scarlett wheeled around, still holding the big, fat cock in her hand and looked at me. But she didn’t look embarrassed or even surprised. She looked at me and then down towards my crotch and raised an eyebrow.

“Well, if you want to stay and watch, at least close the door,” she said.

What?

I looked down at my crotch and realized I was fully erect. What the hell was happening to me? I wasn’t sure, but Scarlett simply went back to sucking dick and I closed the door behind me. And stayed in the room. The guy didn’t seem to give a crap if I was there or not. So, I sat down on the bed and watched. I didn’t touch myself or anything, at least not at first. The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind until Scarlett suggested it.

After a few minutes of watching her slurp and gag on the biggest cock I’d ever seen, Scarlett once again turned to me and this time she looked annoyed or put off by something and I thought it had to be me. I thought she was going to tell me to leave. Or call me a perv and ask what I was still doing there. But she didn’t do any of that.

“Well, are you going to jerk off or what?”

Jerk off?

Well, I was hard as a rock and she did look sexy as all hell slutting herself out for a big dick that belonged to a guy she probably just met fifteen minutes ago. So, with my inhibitions lowered and my judgment slightly impaired from the five vodka shots I’d downed earlier in the evening, I unzipped my jeans and took out my hard cock. I wasn’t huge like the guy she was sucking, but I wasn’t small either. Maybe a tad bit above average? Who knows? Who cares? Most guys worry too much about size and not enough about the other things but that’s a discussion for another day.

Scarlett turned again to look at me and looked pleased this time to see me sitting there, stroking my cock, and watching her suck dick. She took her mouth off and looked at my dick, appraising it with hungry eyes.

“Not bad, actually,” she said and beckoned me over with a finger, “Come here, I want to suck you.”

My heart was thudding in my chest as I stood up and walked the few feet over to where she was, my jeans were down around my thighs and I almost tripped and fell over when I tried to take the first step but thankfully I saved myself from the colossal embarrassment that would have followed had I fallen down on my way to get my dick sucked. I managed to arrive at Scarlett’s side upright and still hard.

She looked up at the big dude she was sucking off and said, “I’m gonna suck him now.”

And my heart melted as my excitement spiked. This was really going to happen and she was so beautiful. The most delicious little slut I’d ever laid eyes on and she wanted to suck my cock.

The guy shrugged and said, “go for it.”

Before I knew it, Scarlett’s wet and warm mouth was wrapped around the head of my cock and soon sliding down the shaft until I was almost entirely down her throat.

I came in less than thirty seconds. Even though I was a little tipsy and even though it wasn’t my first rodeo by any stretch, there was just something about the whole thing - really about her - that was just so sexy and powerful I couldn’t help but erupt.

She took it like a champ too and swallowed every drop even though I apologized profusely for...what? I wasn’t sure.

“It’s alright, I’m awesome at giving head. I take it as a compliment,” she said with a smile and a wink. Some of my cum was still glistening on her supple lips.

I stood there for a moment as my dick deflated, unsure what to do.

Scarlett went back to sucking the guy off and then eventually turned around and looked at me as if to say Oh, didn’t realize you were still here.

“He’s going to fuck me now,” she said, “You can stay and watch if you want.”

But it was suddenly all too much and I had to get out of there.

“No thanks, maybe next time,” I said, stumbling and mumbling my way out of the room, tripping over furniture as I did. “Really, thanks. This was great, you were great. It was all great. Both of you.”

Both of you?

What was I saying?

As I backed out of the room, Scarlett winked at me and blew me a kiss.

“Bye,” she said.

That image is burned into my memory forever, the most beautiful and confident woman I’d ever seen, on her knees, a big, black cock in her hand, my cum still on her breath and she’s blowing me a kiss. We hadn’t even learned each other’s names yet.

I closed the door behind me and eventually managed to find Eric’s room and smoked a few joints to calm myself down. I told Eric the whole story and while he was amused, he thought it was all rather strange.

“No. No, it wasn’t,” I said, my body tingling from the intense high I was experiencing. And that’s when I had an epiphany.

“I need to marry that girl,” I said as Eric lit up another joint. He cackled and assured me I wanted no part of a slut like that, but he was wrong. I wanted every part of a slut like that. I declined the newly-sparked joint and rushed out of the room and back down the hall and burst into the room where Scarlett had been.

But it was empty.

To make a long story short, I eventually found her out on the dance floor later in the night. She was dancing with another hulking guy from the football team, a different guy than the one from the room. But I just had to talk to her.

So, I summoned up all my courage and walked right over to her.

“Can we talk?”

“I’d rather fuck,” she said back, still dancing with the guy behind her, she was shaking her ass and grinding it into his crotch with such force I thought she might knock him over despite the nearly one-hundred pounds he probably had on her.

She leaned back and whispered something in his ear and he looked at me, then shrugged his shoulders.

“Alright, sure,” he said.

“What?” I asked, barely able to hear over the loud music.

Scarlett smiled and then leaned towards me and whispered in my ear.

“Let’s go back upstairs and have a threesome,” she said.

“Didn’t we kind of just do that?” I asked.

She shrugged and shook her head.

“So? Plus, you never put your dick in me. Don’t you want to feel how stretched out I am from that big, black cock you were watching me suck?”

She bit her lip and studied my reaction and then grabbed a handful of my cock. It was rock hard.

“Thought so,” she said.

So the three of us went back up to the room and had a threesome. A proper one where I put my cock inside her this time. It was a magical blur of body parts, sweat, cum, and saliva.

Anyway, we started hanging out pretty regularly and just kind of kept having these sexual adventures as if it was all perfectly natural and normal. Our friends thought we were nuts but they just didn’t understand. Sometimes I joined in but most of the time I just watched and then after, when it was just me and her, we’d relive the moment together. That was always the most powerful.

I figured we had a few months tops before she’d get bored with me and tell me to beat it. So I was determined to enjoy it while it lasted. No one was more surprised than me when it just kept going. And going. And going.

She actually asked me to be her boyfriend before I ever had the courage to ask her to be my girlfriend. Despite it carrying on longer than expecting I still never allowed my mind to think there was a chance we could be a serious thing. Hard to believe right? But what I didn’t realize until she told me, was that much like Scarlett wasn’t like other girls, I wasn’t like other guys either.

“Most guys want me like they want a watch, or a nice car. They want me to be their property. They almost never say it like that, but they always act like it. You don’t. And I like that about you.”

To wrap this part of the story up so we can get to the meat and potatoes, eventually, we said ‘I do,’ and settled down, more or less in the traditional sense. Except after five years of marriage we still like to have fun and enjoy the lifestyle as we’d come to call it.

We both had pretty busy lives and hectic careers and we were planning to have kids someday in the not so distant future. But we made sure to set aside at least one night a week to do the thing that really made us...us.

Which brings me to this story I’m about to tell you. It was one of those nights and lately we’d been playing a game we simply called I Dare You. But really, it was nothing more than a dolled-up night on the town where we’d hit various bars, clubs, and strip joints and I would basically dare Scarlett to do things. Namely, flirt with other guys and see where it led. And usually it led to her pleasing their cocks in front of me or with me joining in. I guess we hadn’t really changed much since our college days but it worked for us. Why question it?

◈ ◈ ◈

It was a Friday night. At least, I’m pretty sure it was. Scarlett was wearing this tight, red dress with fishnet stockings. She put in a long, dangling belly button ring (my favorite) and her blond hair was wavy and flowing with fresh, new, subtle curls. She looked more beautiful than the day we’d met and as soon as she stepped out of the bathroom to tell me she was ready to go I had a lump in my throat...and my pants.

“My god, you look incredible,” I whispered. She smiled and held up her finger.

“Keep it in your pants...for now,” she said with a wry smile. She knew me all too well.

We called a ride and headed downtown to this swanky new lounge-slash-club , called The Empire, that we’d heard from some friends was a decent place to meet “like-minded” people. We’d been wanting to check it out for a while now and it seemed like the perfect night.

And there was no way Scarlett was going to come up empty handed looking like that. It was a certainty that I would be watching her service someone elses cock that night. Probably, a big black one. Not that she discriminated per se, but she was a self-professed size queen and on average, black guys just tended to be bigger in her (and our) experience. Plus, she loved the contrast of her skin against theirs, there was something so erotic about it. Personally, I would have to agree with that. It was pretty sexy.

We arrived at The Empire a little early and filtered in through the front entrance. The place was dimly lit and sparsely populated, but like I said, it was a little early.

Scarlett and I headed for the back and took our seats on a dark-brown, leather loveseat adjacent to the end of the bar. We looked around and well, there wasn’t much doing.

“Shall I get us some drinks?” I asked.

“That would be lovely,” Scarlett said. “Vodka-tonic please.”

I went up to the bar and waited a few anxious seconds before the bartender acknowledged my presence.

“What’ll it be?” she asked.

“I’ll have a vodka-tonic and a scotch and soda, please.”

“Coming right up.”

“Thanks.”

I tapped my hands on the bar and looked around.

“Do you guys usually get busy later?”

She looked up at me and then looked around. Then she checked her watch.

“Oh yeah, in about a half-hour to an hour this place will be packed.”

“Excellent.”

“Here you go, one vodka-tonic and one scotch and soda.”

I thanked her very much and paid for the drinks.

“Should be getting crowded within the hour,” I said as I sat back down next to Scarlett and handed her the vodka-tonic.

“Well, cheers,” she said. We clinked glasses and sipped liberally from our drinks. It helped take the edge off.

No matter how many times we did this, chatting up strangers and hitting on them was never something you really got used to. Well, maybe Scarlett did. But not me.

However, I find that following the fear is a good rule for life. I like to live where the fear is. All of the best things in my life have come from following that feeling. But I think that’s yet another conversation best saved for another time.

We finished our first drinks rather quickly and I went up to order a second round. At the hour mark, only about another handful of people had filtered into the place. It was beginning to look like the night may turn out to be a dud.

Disappointing but no matter. We didn’t bat a thousand doing this and never expected to. We had our ways of making the evening worthwhile no matter what.

“Alright, I’m bored. Let’s start,” Scarlett said.

“Really, you want to play right now?”

“Sure, why not? I’ll go first.”

“Okay…”

“Feel my pussy,” she said and spread her legs, pulling her dress up for easier access.

Now, this was a place to meet like-minded people as I mentioned but it wasn’t that kind of place. It wasn’t an all-out, in your face swingers paradise sex palace orgy kingdom. We’d been to those places before and they could be fun, but we preferred something a little more laid back and low key.

Anyway, suffice to say, I had to check my surroundings first to make sure the coast was clear and indeed it was. No one was paying us any mind at all.

I reached out with my hand and placed it between Scarlett’s warm legs and felt her pussy. She wasn’t wearing any panties and I felt a shiver go down my spine.

She opened her mouth and let out a soft moan before sucking in a deep breath. I didn’t put a finger inside, that was too risky, but I could still feel how wet she was and my cock lurched and stiffened in my pants.

“Mmm, alright. Your turn,” she said, as I took my hand away and she sat up and moved her legs a little closer together.

It was a cliche, sure. But I couldn’t think of anything better so I just blurted it out.

“Bathroom blowjob,” I said.

Scarlett rolled her eyes.

“Oh come on! You always pick that one!”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Can you blame me?”

Scarlett smiled and stood up, straightening out her dress and then downed the last of her second drink. I could tell she was already feeling pretty good (it never took more than a drink or two for her).

She reached out for my hand and pulled me to my feet.

My cock was still hard and so as she led me away from the love seat and towards the bathrooms in the back, I had to quickly reach in and tuck my boner up into the waist of my pants.

◈ ◈ ◈

We busted into the men’s room, our bodies already entangled in a sloppy embrace, and luckily it was empty. Yes, I know what you’re thinking but we had a lot of experience with this. The odds of someone walking in and ratting you out to the bouncer or club security were exponentially higher when engaging in sexual acts in the women’s room. Simply put, the getting-caught factor far outweighed the filth-factor for us.

Scarlett giggled as I kicked open a stall in the back and led her inside. I closed and locked the door behind me.

“We better hurry up,” she whispered, groping for my zipper.

“Well, that’s all up to you now, isn’t it?” I said, finding my fly and unzipping it for her.

She bit her bottom lip.

“Challenge accepted,” she said.

She reached into my trousers and pulled out my hard cock, she gave it a few quick pumps with her hand before taking it into her mouth.

I closed my eyes as she softly sucked me off. The wet warmth of her mouth spread the length of my shaft slowly and with purpose until I was all the way inside and down her throat.

She sucked and slurped hard, almost greedily.

“Oh Scarlett,” I moaned. And she sucked harder. She loved when I moaned her name during sex, but she especially loved to hear it when she was giving me head.

I reached down and grabbed her blonde hair and pulled it back and away from her face so I could have a better view. She looked up at me just then and we locked eyes as her tongue flicked out and tickled my balls.

“Fuck, baby,” I whispered.

I was getting very close to exploding in her mouth when I heard the unmistakable sound of the door to the bathroom swinging open.

Scarlett stopped dead, my cock still in her mouth as her eyes went wide.

But it was too late for me. Something about the adrenaline rush from knowing that someone else was in the room with us sent me tumbling over the edge.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” I said. Or more like blurted out. It was totally involuntary.

Scarlett, bless her heart, just moaned and went along with it, eagerly gulping my seed down into her belly.

“Jesus christ, what the fuck,” I heard someone mutter as they turned and went right back out the door.

When the door slammed shut I looked down at Scarlett. My face must have been bright red at that point.

“Well, they definitely heard us.”

Scarlett was giggling as she adjusted her dress and stood up.

“Hurry up, let’s get out of here before -”

Boom!

The door burst open once again and I knew by the force of the sound we were in trouble.

“Out of the stall, now!” a deep, booming voice called.

I looked at Scarlett as if to say, what the hell do we do now?

She shrugged her shoulders. I looked all around, then up at the ceiling. Scarlett rolled her eyes at me.

“There’s nowhere else to go,” she hissed. Then reached for the latch and opened the door.

She went out first, I followed sheepishly behind.

Standing in the middle of the bathroom, arms folded and a scowl on his face, was a large black man with a handlebar mustache. He was tall, at least six-foot-two, and he was bald. He had a faded tattoo on his left forearm and looked like he’d been carved from solid oak.

He was wearing a name tag that said: JACK

And beneath that, his polo shirt read: SECURITY.

“Shit,” I muttered.

“Yeah, shit is right. Come with me,” he said.

We followed him out of the bathroom like two obedient but definitely guilty kids who’d just been caught doing something that was going to get them grounded for life.

Scarlett looked at me and for the first time in my life, I saw fear in her eyes. Real fear.

To be honest, I was scared too.

This dude seemed serious and in no mood for bullshit.

Would he call the cops? Would we be arrested?

So much for the odds being in our favor.

Guess we should’ve tried the women’s room.

◈ ◈ ◈

The security office was sparse and dimly lit. Shocker, right? Jack sat across the metal desk from us. Scarlett fidgeted with her dress and I tried to maintain eye contact without wetting myself.

“So,” he said, sitting back in his chair a little. He reached out for a remote control and picked it up. “We have you on video, so let’s just skip the part where you say we can’t prove anything and blah, blah, blah. We can prove it.”

My heart skipped a beat. Was he bluffing or serious? I followed his eyes to the wall and saw a small TV screen. On it were four different feeds from around the club but none of them were in the bathroom.

“Wait a minute,” Scarlett said, “you can’t have security cameras in the bathroom! That’s illegal. Isn’t it?”

Jack raised an eyebrow.

“So is blowing your husband in a public restroom.”

My head was spinning and I was breathing hard.

“So, where does that leave us?”

He put down the remote and picked up the phone that was on the desk.

“Why don’t I just call the cops and let them decide? Police chief’s a good friend of mine. Served together. They’ll know what to do.”

But before he could dial, something caught his eye on the TV screen. It appeared a long line was forming outside the club and the doorman was in a heated discussion with a group of younger-looking people.

“Shit,” he said, putting the phone down and rising from his feet. “Wait here.”

And he left us there.

Scarlett and I immediately turned to each other.

“There’s no way he can call the cops,” she said, “And if he does, so what? Let him. He’s got nothing. There’s no way they’re filming people in the bathroom and if they are, he would never want to advertise that. I don’t care if the police chief is his best friend for life. It’s a bluff.”

I wasn’t sold. Scarlett was probably right but I didn’t want to take a chance.

Jack seemed pissed and confident.

I didn’t want to spend even one minute in jail or worse - be charged with some sort of sex crime. Would they put us in a database? Would we have to go door to door and tell our neighbors?

In the midst of my irrational panic, I had an idea.

An irrational solution. So crazy, it might just work.

I placed my hand on her knees.

“I have an idea.”

“Oh yeah, what is it?”

“We bribe him.”

Scarlett quite literally guffawed in my face.

“What? You can’t be serious? With what?”

“You,” I said. My voice was almost a whisper.

Scarlett raised an eyebrow and bit her bottom lip. I could tell she was liking where I was going with this.

“What’s the worst that could happen? Not like he’s a police officer, right? You can offer him a blowjob, if he says no...then oh well.”

“He won’t say no,” Scarlett said. Her body was regaining its composure and confident posture. It made me sit up a little straighter myself. “I saw him checking me out.”

The door opened and in walked Jack.

◈ ◈ ◈

He seemed a little more relaxed than before as he took his seat across from us. He took a deep breath and rubbed his temples.

I was tempted to ask him what happened outside and if everything was alright, but I thought better of it. I figured it was best if I kept quiet and let Scarlett do all the talking. But then things took quite the unexpected turn.

“Alright, look. You’re right. We don’t film people in the bathroom. Of course, that’s illegal. But we both know what you were doing. So let’s just cut the shit, alright?”

He stared at me and then looked at Scarlett and threw his hands up in the air.

“I’m not gonna call the cops. Just get the hell out of here and don’t come back, alright? Find somewhere else to get your kicks. Got it?”

I almost burst out laughing right then and there. I looked over at Scarlett and I could tell she was holding it in too.

All the worrying and scheming and here he was, just going to let us waltz right out without so much as a slap on the wrist.

I stood up and got ready to leave, but Scarlett remained seated. I reached out for her hand to help her to her feet but she swatted it away, much to my surprise.

She was staring straight at Jack, a hunger in her eyes, and he was staring back at her.

“What is it?” he asked.

Scarlett bit her bottom lip. Sexy as all hell.

“Well, Jack. Now I’m disappointed,” she said, laying it on thick.

“And why’s that?”

“Because, we were going to offer you a nice bribe to forget this whole thing ever happened and now...well, now we don’t need to.”

Jack chuckled.

“Oh yeah? A bribe huh? You know, I could use a good bribe. How much were you thinking?”

He was joking of course, playing along with what he thought was a little joke from my wife. It hadn’t quite hit him yet what she was getting at and that she was completely serious.

“No, not that kind of bribe. We don’t have much cash on us,” Scarlett said, leaning forward so that Jack had a perfect view of her ample cleavage.

I watched him stare, he couldn’t help it. And my cock started to get hard as I realized he was now firmly under Scarlett’s spell and would not be able to resist.

“No? Well, then what kind of bribe did you have in mind?” he asked.

I reached over and turned the lock on the door with a soft click.

Jack cast a curious eye in my direction as Scarlett stood up and walked over to his side of the desk and wrapped her arms around him from behind and whispered in his ear.

“I was thinking I could suck your cock like I just sucked my husband’s...maybe better even.”

I could see the goosebumps on Jack’s skin as he looked up at Scarlett and then over at me.

“It’s ok, he likes to watch. He might even join in too. That is, if that’s alright with you?”

Jack was breathing heavily now and I could see it plainly in his eyes. He wasn’t quite sure what the hell was going on, but he wasn’t going to ask too many questions either.

And who would with a woman as scorching hot as Scarlett begging to suck their cock?

“Sure, sure. That’s fine, uh…”

Suddenly, the imposing, alpha-male, security guard was at a loss for words and unsure what to do. But Scarlett knew exactly what to do to build him back up.

“Stand up,” she said. She sat down on the desk in front of him and started to unbuckle his pants.

“Shit, you’re serious? Really?” Jack looked at me and I nodded.

“Enjoy,” I said, taking one of the seats opposite them and pulling it around the side for a better view.

◈ ◈ ◈

Scarlett’s eyes were wide with excitement as she undid his belt. She popped the button out and then pulled the zipper down all the way. She pulled his pants down next and gasped softly, eyeing the bulge in his underwear that was nearly poking her in the eye now.

She was in her element, her domain. She looked over at me and blew me a kiss as she reached into his waistband and pulled his underwear down next.

Jack’s colossal cock flopped out, springing up like it was shot out of a cannon and boinged up and down for a few seconds before finally stabilizing at a shade over 180 degrees.

Scarlett reached out and touched the head with her index finger.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

Jack looked down and smiled.

“You like that?”

“Yes I do. Big, black cocks are my favorite,” she said, wrapping her tiny fingers around the thick shaft. “And you have a beautiful one.”

Jack smiled at that as she gave the fat head of his prick a soft kiss with her wet lips. Lips which I assumed were still glistening with some of my come. If the thought had occurred to Jack, he didn’t seem to care one bit. She began to slowly jerk him off as she admired his member.

I watched her wedding ring sparkle in the dim, overhead light. That was one of my favorite parts of being married. It was always exciting before we got hitched, but there was something about watching that diamond sparkle as it danced up and down another man’s shaft that was just so deliciously wrong and depraved that it got my cock a little extra hard.

“It gets bigger too,” Jack said, looking down as Scarlett jerked him to life.

And he wasn’t lying. In the next few seconds the thing seemed to grow an additional two inches. I didn’t have my ruler with me but he had to be approaching foot-long territory and he was thick too.

Scarlett licked her lips and began to suck him off. I watched her head bob up and down for a little while as my pants tented around my crotch and my dick became harder than a steel rod in frozen tundra.

She looked over at me and took his dick out of her mouth.

“Well, are you gonna jerk off or what?”

I smiled and nodded my head as I unzipped my own pants and took out my hard cock. She really got off on being watched. It was truthfully what made us such a perfect pair. A match made in heaven, you might say. Thought I doubt God would.

“Good boy,” she said and then she went back to sucking off Jack. He looked over at me and I think he felt a little strange. I’m not sure if he’d ever been watched quite like this before so in an effort to make things a little less strange, I stood up and walked over to the desk and stood next to Scarlett.

She reached out and grabbed my dick and began to stroke it while she sucked Jack even harder. I could hear the spit and saliva sloshing around in her mouth as she sucked and slurped on his cock.

Jack reached out and offered me a fist bump.

“You are one lucky man, if I found a girl like this, I’d marry her too.”

“Thanks man,” I said, “but I think you’re gonna be the lucky one tonight.”

Scarlett looked up and smiled, his cock still in her mouth. Then she took it out and spit on it and began to work her hand up and down the shaft in a circular motion.

“My pussy is so wet right now, I need you inside me,” she whispered. She laid back, resting her on her elbows on the desk. It was just long enough to support her ass. Jack pushed the chair over so she could rest her feet on it and she spread her legs wide to reveal her juicy pussy.

Much like her wedding ring, the insides of her thighs glistened in the dim overhead light as her juices trickled out of her quivering cunt.

“Mmm, fuck me, baby. Stick that big, fat cock inside me,” she reached out and pulled Jack closer to her.

He rubbed the head of his cock on the entrance of her pussy as he prepared to split her in two. She whimpered and moaned as the sensations made her skin break out in goose flesh.

I moved position so that I was closer to where her head was and offered her my cock. She reached out and grabbed it softly but never took her eyes off her vagina. Her favorite part was watching it go in. Watching it split her lips and pressed past the entrance as it stretched her to the max and filled her up to her absolute limit.

“Oh fuck, look at that baby. You ready to see him fuck me?”

I nodded a vigorous yes in response and cast my gaze down between her legs as well. It was my favorite part also, after all.

Jack was still rubbing the head of his cock against her pussy when there came a knock on the door.

◈ ◈ ◈

We all froze in unison. The steady, pulsing beat of the music seemed to thump in tandem with my heart which was now in my throat.

Jack picked up the remote and clicked a button. The quadrant on the screen changed to display the feed from just outside the door.

“It’s Derrick, shit,” he muttered.

Standing just outside the door was a man even larger than Jack. He was pure muscle and I recognized him instantly: the doorman I saw on the feed earlier was attempting to tame the crowd that had gathered outside the door.

“One second,” Jack said. “Let me just get rid of him.”

But before he could leave, Scarlett grabbed him by the shirt and held him there while she gazed at Derrick’s imposing frame on the TV screen.

“Mmm, but he’s so sexy...do we have to get rid of him? Maybe we can invite him in to play too?”

Jack shook his head.

“Are you serious?”

“Sure, why not? The more the merrier. Right babe?”

“That’s right,” I said.

Jack quickly tucked himself back in and pulled up his pants and went to answer the door. I tucked back in as well, but stayed in my seat.

Scarlett remained exactly where she was and didn’t bother to hide anything. She still laid back on the desk, legs spread wide, playing with herself a little and moaning softly.

“Yo, we’re all clear out there,” I heard Derrick say.

“Yeah? Alright, cool. Hey, come in here a second,” Jack said and soon Derrick was in the room with us.

“Alright, whoa!”

Jack closed the door behind them and clicked the lock once more.

Derrick stood there, dumbfounded and stared at Scarlett who was playing with her pussy.

“What the fuck?” Derrick said. “What’s going on?”

“I was about to fuck your boss here, but then you knocked on the door and you just so sexy I had to have you. Both of you,” Scarlett said, still playing with herself.

“Holy shit, is this a prank?”

“No prank,” Jack said.

Then Derrick finally noticed me sitting there next to his right arm.

“Who’s this?”

Scarlett let out a slutty little giggle.

“That’s my husband, don’t worry, he likes to watch.”

Derrick shook his head.

“This is crazy.”

He looked at Jack who shrugged his shoulders.

“You want in or not?” Jack asked.

Derrick thought for a moment, looked at Scarlett on the desk and said…

“Fuck it, hell yeah I’m in.”

And who could blame him. Suddenly his shirt was off revealing a dark, chiseled torso that was perfectly v-shaped with the most insane set of abs I’d ever seen. Scarlett reached out in awe and ran her hand along them.

“Wow, so hard and sexy,” she said. Then she beckoned him with a finger. “Come here and eat this pussy.”

Derrick didn’t need to be told twice and within a second flat, he was on his knees by the desk with his face between my wife’s legs.

◈ ◈ ◈

While Derrick eagerly lapped at my wife’s wet cunt, Jack stood near her head and let him suck her off. I was a little disappointed no one was fucking her yet, but it was pretty hot to watch all the same and the anticipation and build up were rising to a fever pitch. It would make it all the more exciting when one of them finally split her open.

After a few minutes, Scarlett could take it no longer.

“Alright, one of you needs to fuck me right now.”

Derrick stood up and reached into his pants and hauled out an absolute monster cock. It was every bit the size of Jack’s and perhaps a little longer.

“Whoa, whoa, hold on there man,” Jack said, moving to block Derrick. “I was about to stick it in her when you got here, wait your turn.”

Scarlett giggled.

“Don’t worry boys, there’s plenty of me to go around.”

But Derrick conceded to Jack and stepped aside and moved toward Scarlett’s head.

Jack got back between his legs and went back to teasing her with the head of his dick.

When I could take it no more, I finally unzipped my pants again and began to stroke my hard cock as I watched.

Then Jack shoved himself inside and Scarlett let out a wild scream.

“Holy shit,” she said, head shooting up and looking down between her legs to watch the big, dark cock disappear inside her. “Oh fuck yes,” she purred as Jack inched deeper and deeper until he was all the way inside.

“Oh that’s good pussy,” he grunted.

“Yeah? You like that tight, little pussy gripping on your dick?”

She pulled Derrick closer to her and for the first time, reached out and grabbed his cock. She began to slowly stroke him, holding him right next to her glistening mouth as Jack began to thrust hard and deep inside her.

“That’s it daddy, fuck me. Harder! Harder! Oh shit you’re gonna make me cum already. I’m gonna cum all over that big dick. Fuck!”

And then she lost it. Scarlett began to come, loud and hard, within thirty seconds of Jack’s fat meat stick inside her. As she screamed and moaned, she took Derrick into her mouth to help muffle the sound of her cries.

She sucked and slurped on him as Jack began to pound away, slow at first but then harder, building her up toward her second orgasm.

I watched, unable to take my eyes off of my wife’s trembling body as these two men tag teamed her. I don’t believe I could even blink. I was so enthralled by the depraved scene.

Scarlett looked over at me, just before her second orgasm, dick still in her mouth and winked at me and I melted inside.

Soon, she was coming Jack’s dick right out of her pussy as she erupted in a squirting geyser all over the dingy room.

“Oh shit, that’s hot,” Derrick said. “Let me get in there.”

Jack pulled out and stepped aside. A whoosh of air escaped Scarlett’s vagina. I leaned forward to gaze at her flower. It was swollen and raw and stretched. Quivering from the pleasure and intensity of it.

Derrick stepped up to the plate and slipped himself inside. She was nice and stretched now and so he had an easier time than Jack, but I could still see the look of twisted pleasure mixed with pain on my wife’s face as he began to pummel her insides.

“Damn, you weren’t lying. That is some good pussy, tight and wet,” he grunted as he thrusted into her and brought her to her third orgasm in less than ten minutes.

After a while, he needed a break and looked at me. For the first time in what felt like forever, someone was actually acknowledging that I was in the room.

“You want next, man?” he asked.

Normally, I would pass in a situation like this. I’m typically content to just watch and have my turn with Scarlett later in the night when it’s just the two of us. But I did in fact, want next.

I couldn’t stop staring at her used and stretched pussy and I couldn’t recall a time when I’d seen it this worn out before. Their cocks were huge and perhaps the biggest she’d ever taken and I just had to feel for myself what it would feel like to follow in their wake.

So, I stood up and walked over and got between her legs. She looked up at me, a surprise smile on her face and slapped her pussy.

“Mmm, you wanna feel how stretched out I am, baby?”

I grunted and nodded yes and slipped inside. Or more like fell or flopped inside. Her hole was wide and wet and so, so warm. I loved the feeling of her well-worn pussy lightly gripping my dick and I wondered why I didn’t do this more.

“Fuck baby, yes, fuck me,” she whispered. I rubbed her clit as I thrusted and it took all I had not to explode inside her as I brought her to her fourth orgasm of the evening.

◈ ◈ ◈

Jack and Derrick took a few more turns on her pussy before she was simply too sore to continue.

“Alright, I need some come now,” Scarlett said, hopping off the desk and getting onto her knees on the dirty floor. “All three of you. I want each of you to drop a nice hot load in my mouth.”

It was unbelievably hot. Jack and Derrick got on her left and right sides as I stood right in front of her.

Scarlett opened her mouth and begged for our loads like a greedy little slut.

Jack was the first one to pop. He squeezed and jerked himself to completion, getting nearly every drop of his massive load into her mouth. The few drops that sprinkled onto her lips were hungrily lapped up by her eager tongue.

I was intent on finishing last and thankfully Derrick wasn’t close behind Jack as Scarlett blew him until he nutted right down her throat and into her belly.

Jack and Derrick stepped back and watched as Scarlett went after my cock with a ferocious hunger.

“Fuck baby, I love it when you’re a good little slut for me. Oh, fuck. Oh, Scarlett, I’m gonna fucking cummmmm!”

I howled as my toes curled in my shoes and my shaft lurched and spat a torrent of seed into my wife’s mouth. I shivered and shook from the intensity and finally, when I was finished I stepped back and watched my angel of a wife, on her knees, still playing with her pussy as she brought herself to yet another orgasm as the three of us watched on.

◈ ◈ ◈

By the time I was coming down from the high of my orgasm, Jack and Derrick were already hard again.

“Mmm, I wish I wasn’t so sore or I’d let you both fuck me again,” she said, eyeing their hard, dark cocks.

“Damn, baby. Well, I know I said to never come back, but after this? You guys are welcome here anytime you want. Right, Derrick?”

“Absolutely,” he said.

Scarlett smiled and called them back over.

“Let me suck those big, black cocks one more time. I’m hungry for a little more come,” she said.

So, she blew them each one more time and swallowed a couple more loads. Between the amount of orgasms she had and the loads she swallowed I lost count.

To this day, I still think it’s a personal record for each, but it’s not like we keep track.

And we’ve been back to The Empire more than a few times to visit Jack and Derrick. Oh, if the walls of that security office could talk...well, I guess they’d tell you some stories similar to the one I just told you.

THE END
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I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).
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And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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