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Secret Fantasy

Sue and I had been married for about eight years. Our life was great, and she was still as beautiful as the day I married her. She kept her figure in shape with regular trips to the gym and Pilates. Life had been good to us, and my job generated enough income that she didn't have to work, even though it meant I travelled a few times a month..

It was always a treat to come home to her bright smile, pretty blond hair, and cute figure. Our sex life was good, but I always harbored a fantasy of seeing her with other men.

One day, I came home, and she stood in the living room staring at me as if something was wrong. I asked what was up, thinking that maybe I had forgotten a birthday or anniversary, but she said simply, "I looked at your browsing history."

I thought for a moment and knew that there was nothing particularly scandalous. I surfed porn like pretty much everyone I knew. I had no fear of scandalous conversations or chats with anyone, so I was truly surprised that she would be upset.

"Okay, so what's bothering you?" I asked.

"Hotwives? Cuckolds? Cheating wives? Is that what you're into?"

I chuckled and said, "They're a great fantasy, and the pictures aren't bad either."

She crossed her arms and said, "Is that what you want me to do—to fuck other men?"

I was still amused that she would be upset, and I asked, "Would you?"

"Do I look like I would fuck around?"

I stepped forward and attempted to kiss her "You look very fuckable. I think you'd have no problem finding partners."

She put her hand out to stop me from kissing her and said, "So, tell me about your fantasies."

I was getting the message that this actually upset her. I said, "Okay, but are you going to be mad or are you just curious?"

"Curious, I guess. Mostly, I'm mad that I didn't know this was your fantasy for all these years."

I said, "Okay, let's have a drink." I made us some cocktails, and we sat down to talk.

As we took our seats, she asked, "Do you imagine me with other men? Like, when we're having sex?"

I smiled slightly and said, "Sometimes."

"Is it strangers or people we know? Do you imagine me fucking Mike, our neighbor, or your boss?"

I said, "No, no. People - no specific guys, but they're always handsome, usually pretty well-hung." I paused for a second then said, "And sometimes Black."

"How long were you going to wait before you told me about this? Before you asked me to sleep with somebody else?"

"It's just a fantasy, honey. I wasn't going to ask you to do it."

"But you'd want me to do it? Would you want me to step out on you and tell you afterwards? Or would you want to watch me spread my legs for some stranger here in our home?"

"It's a fantasy, honey, but if it really happened, either would be fine."

We sipped our drinks in silence as we each sorted through our thoughts.

She finally said, "Maybe I'd do it, but it would have to be somebody we knew and trusted."

I sat in stunned silence that she might actually think about it.

She added, "But it couldn't be a friend or neighbor. It couldn't be someone we see regularly."

"Unless you wanted to fuck them regularly," I added hopefully.

She looked at me deeply in thought and said, "I think we'd have to try it once before we decide if it's regular, but I can't imagine doing it with strangers."

"Even handsome strangers?"

"Handsome strangers could be killers or abusers. Would you want me to get hurt?"

"No, you're right. It would be very unsafe, as exciting as the idea is."

"Are you really thinking about doing it?" I asked after a pause.

She finished her drink and poured another before she answered me. "I'm just thinking about it."

As she took her seat, she continued, "I know you. You'd pester me for all the details. You'd want to engineer what happened. If I do it, it'll have to be on my terms, and I'll tell you afterwards."

I must have looked excited because she quickly added sternly, "I said I'm just thinking about it. It means nothing will happen. Besides, who's going to want a 35-year-old woman?"

I laughed and said, "The way you look, pretty much any guy with a penis will want you."

We sat in silence as I watched her think things through. I noticed she was quickly draining her drink, which usually meant she was nervous. When she finished her drink, she headed off to the kitchen to make dinner without continuing the conversation. I thought it best to let things sit.

***

About a week later, when I thought the topic was dead, Sue and I were having drinks after dinner when she said, "I've been reading up on this cuckold and hot wife thing, and I have a few questions."

I was a little nervous but also excited that she still considered it. I never really imagined that she would try, so that she was researching it was a good sign.

"Fire away," I prompted.

"So, I'm trying to understand, are you more interested in watching me with other men so that I can have fun, which I believe is the hot wife thing, or do you like the idea of another man taking me, which is more the cuckold thing?"

I had thought about it a bit; I knew the answer, but I paused, then said, "Probably more the second."

"And with that cuckold thing, it seems there's an aspect of humiliation or degradation. Would you want me to do that, or would you want the guy, or bull, I guess, to do that?"

I replied honestly, "I don't think I want to be openly humiliated. Just having you with another man would be humiliating enough, I suppose. If you tell me he's better than me, that would also be part of it, and of course, if you want to go back to him again and again, that is also part of the excitement and humiliation, knowing that you prefer another man over me."

She looked at me, sipping her drink, and thought. Then she asked, "Is this your way of saying you don't want to be married?"

"No! Absolutely not. I think you're gorgeous, and I love you, and I love to have sex with you. It's just that I think about these things as a fantasy to make life more interesting. Remember, I told you I thought of this as a fantasy, not that you would ever actually do it."

She looked at me and said, "I have  been thinking about it, and it might be fun to have somebody new. I just want to understand what you think you want out of it while I think about what I want out of it."

We both worked on our drinks in silence. Then I asked, "So you're seriously considering it?"

She looked at me and said, "I've thought about it. I've imagined it. I'm trying to figure out if there's anything in real life that can make it happen. I don't think it could be a friend or neighbor because if it turns out not to be what we expect, it'll be awfully hard to shut that down. And of course, strangers are scary. That's why I haven't quite figured out what kind of situation would make it okay."

She took a sip of her wine, looked at me, then said, "But yes, I'm considering it."

We went to bed that night and told each other parts of our fantasies while we had sex. It was some of the best sex I could remember having with her in a long time.

***

That next week, I had another business trip and would be away for a few days. As luck would have it, my brother Jim was going to be in town for business at the same time. He only lived a couple of hours away, so it was a toss-up whether he would stay in town or commute to his house.

When I spoke with him, it sounded like he would prefer to stay with us instead of adding a four-hour commute every day. He also implied that he needed time away from his wife. I knew she'd had some issues that occasionally caused friction between them.

I figured it would be a win-win: Sue would get some company while I was out of town, and Jim would get a break from his wife and all the driving. I was just bummed that I wouldn't get to see him; we rarely connected, even though he was only two hours away.

Sibling Love

When I returned from my trip, Sue was all bright and smiley. She asked how my trip was, and I said, "Basically, same boring stuff. How was the visit from Jim?"

She immediately said, "It was great seeing him. We had an awesome time."

I followed her up to the bedroom as I brought in my bags. I dropped my bags and paused when I noticed something on my pillow. I walked closer and saw that there were eight used condoms laid out. I turned to her in surprise and said, "What's this?"

She smiled and said, "I told you Jim and I had a good time."

I was stunned and said, "You mean…?"

She nodded and said, "Yes, that's your brother’s cum."

"Wait, so you fucked my brother?"

"Well, I fucked him, he fucked me. It was just a lot of fucking. He was goddamned awesome. Thanks for suggesting that I do this."

"Well, I didn't suggest that you sleep with my brother!"

Sue giggled and said, "There wasn't much sleeping."

I was stunned. I looked at my wife, imagining her with my brother. It wasn't hard to imagine—he was handsome and charming—but I never imagined that he would fuck my wife. Sue watched me staring at her and thinking, with a small smile on her face.

I said tentatively, "Okay, I guess it makes sense. He's handsome and you know him, so it was a safe environment. I mean, how did it happen?"

Sue smiled and said, "You mean, how did he put his dick in me or how did it start?" She didn't wait for my answer and explained, "Well, he was telling me about all the problems with his wife, with her anxiety and his intimacy issues. He mentioned that he had gotten no sex in months. I was watching him, thinking how handsome he is. We had some wine, which I guess lowered my filters, and I told him that if he were my husband, I'd spread my legs for him anytime he wanted."

"I guess he caught the hint and bluntly asked, 'How about now?'"

"Well, I knew you wanted me to sleep with another man, and you were out of town, and he was horny, and well, next thing I know I'm on my back and he's pounding away. Oh God, can he fuck! He was like a goddamn machine. I guess maybe he was giving me everything that had been stored up since he last fucked his wife. I assume he was already hoping to get laid on his trip away because he had condoms. After the first couple rounds, he went out and bought more rubbers, and we went at it again." She laughed and said, "He made a couple of trips to the store this week. He finally just bought a bulk pack, which is on your side table."

I stared at her, taking in all that she had told me. My stomach was churning, and I was nauseous and jealous. When I didn't answer for a minute, she asked, "Isn't this what you wanted? You wanted me to cheat on you and not tell you until afterward." She tilted her head slightly and said, "I read up on the cuckold  thing, and part of the excitement is humiliation . Is it humiliating knowing that your brother spent the week between my legs in our bed? Does it make you queasy knowing that I gave him everything that he wanted and I came again and again from the sex with him? Honestly, sometimes I didn't even think about you. All I could think about was kissing him and making him come again."

I finally breathed, "Yes, that's what I wanted. I just never imagined it would be with my brother. And yes, it's humiliating."

Sue stepped up to me and kissed me, saying, "I'm glad this is what you wanted because I really liked it, and I think I'm going to do it again."

***

Over the next couple of weeks, our sex life was great. All I could think about was Sue fucking John. Occasionally, I pressed a little to find out more details, thinking that she might be shy about telling me. Instead, she seemed eager to tell me in great detail, in a way that made me feel squirmy and humiliated.

The first time I asked, "So, how was he?"

Sue smiled and said, "You mean, is his cock bigger? Yes! It's a little longer and quite thicker. He fills me up so full; I feel much more full than when you're inside me. And he's so energetic. He really is like a machine. My thighs were sore from the pounding he gave me, so he had to switch to doggy, which felt so great. I love the way he grabbed my hips and would pull my hair and treat me like a whore. It was fucking unbelievable. I'm sure it was the best sex I've had in my whole life." She paused and looked at me as if weighing whether to go on. Then she said pointedly, "Maybe I married the wrong brother."

Another day, she was at the sink washing the dishes and just stopped, staring at the window. I asked her if anything was wrong.

She turned and looked at me with a small smile and said, "I was just remembering when Jim took me from behind right here at the sink. It was the first time he took my ass." She continued, "He used butter for lube and didn't use a condom. It felt so amazing when he came inside my ass. After he pulled away, I was sore and could feel him dripping out." She turned and looked at me, "Do you still want to hear the details? The details about how good your brother is?"

I said in a tiny voice, "Yes."

During this time, I encouraged her to find other men to fuck. She was still hesitant to do it with strangers but said that she would think about it. I had another trip planned and urged her to sign up for hookup sites or to dress up and go to the hotel bars where some of the businessmen would certainly be looking for a one-night stand. She reluctantly told me she would think about it.

***

I was headed out of town for another three-night trip, and before I left, I asked her to think about finding another guy. She seemed very reluctant but promised that she would think about it and maybe try something new.

That entire trip, all I could think about was whether she was going out and finding somebody or whether she had hooked up with somebody at a hotel or hooked up with somebody on a dating app. I didn't call her and only gave her the briefest texts in the morning to tell her to have a good day because I didn't want to intrude if she was seriously thinking about hooking up or even if she was already having sex with someone.

When I returned home, Sue met me at the door with a big kiss. I hoped this was a good sign, and I asked, "Any new men?"

Sue shook her head and said, "No, no new men."

I was disappointed and dragged my bag up to the bedroom. I glanced over at the bed, which was made up, and noticed something on my pillow. It was covered in used condoms. I would guess at least a dozen.

I turned to look at my wife, who was standing in the doorway, and I asked, "I thought you said there were no new men?"

She smiled at me and started to undo her clothing. She said, "There were no new men. Your brother came over again." She giggled. "He came again and again."

I glanced at the pillow and said, "A dozen times?"

As her clothes dropped to the floor, she said, "More than a dozen times. I must have swallowed at least a dozen more. His cum tastes great, and he shoots an awful lot!"

She threw herself on the bed and said, "He fucked me right here, in our bed, taking your place. When he was horny in the middle of the night, we had sex. And in the morning, he was hard before he was even awake, so I sucked him off and had his cream before I even had coffee. I don't think we got dressed the whole time."

As I entered her, she said, “I don’t make him wear a condom when he takes my ass. I bet I’ll be farting his sperm for days.”

I didn’t last more than two minutes.

***

The sex was great over the next few weeks, and she continued to tell me about her time with Jim. She really seemed to enjoy talking about how great the sex was, and bringing up the humiliation factors.

When we were lying in bed, she would look at me and say, "You know, when Jim is over here, I love waking up and turning over to see him. I love running my hand over his body and feeling his boner, knowing that it'll be inside me soon." She looked me in the eye and said, "I really love giving myself to him and having him take your place in our bed. Does that still turn you on? Do you like your brother takes your place and fucks your wife and makes her happy?"

I groaned at the thought. It excited me she was fucking someone else, and the humiliation made the excitement even more potent. I asked, "Did you invite him over? Or did he check in to find out if I was out of town?"

She looked at me mischievously and said, "Sex that good? Of course I invited him over."

When I wasn't horny, I would ponder why the humiliation made me so excited. It wasn't normal for a man to want his wife to cheat, or to even hear that she preferred the other man over him. Normal people would be jealous or angry; instead, I was excited.

I guess maybe I was pre-programmed by our family dynamics. My father was a very forceful presence in the house. Jim reacted by doing his own thing; he never seemed to be bothered by my father's overbearing personality. My brother John became just like my father, maybe more so because he was so much more physically large. Jim and I used to joke that John was probably not my father's son, that my mom had snuck off to the zoo and fucked a gorilla. I reacted by becoming timid and docile. If I posed no threat, my father left me alone. Unfortunately, it also meant that he would ridicule me and belittle me when possible, that's the reason I got out of the house so quickly.

***

I continued to urge her to find other men while also working to plan my next business trip. I hoped she would find a local guy or, even better, multiple guys to cheat with rather than my brother, but if the only way to get her to cheat was to go away on a business trip, then I would make sure I had more of them.

I finally got another one arranged and told her about it. I asked if she had any prospects lined up for when I was away and suggested again that she try to pick somebody up in a bar.

She gave me the dismissive look again and said, "I told you I'm not comfortable with strangers."

"How about inviting Jim over, then?" I suggested.

"I don't know," she said. "He may not even be able to come." She chuckled and said, "Even though you want him to come with me a lot, don't you?"

I nodded, and she stepped up close to me, putting her hand on my chest and looking into my face as she said, "I'll see. I know we both want the better man to fuck me while you're away."

I groaned, and she continued, "It would be awful nice to wake up next to him, my naked body available for his use whenever he wants. I love how he's so energetic, and I love how dirty it feels to have him fuck my ass and come inside me." She grinned cruelly and said, "You noticed, of course, that you're not getting my ass anymore? That's because I'm only giving it to real men."

I didn't respond to that but whispered, "Maybe you should call Jim."

She gave me a sharp look and said, "Stranger or Jim or nobody, I will not tell you until afterward. You wanted it to be a surprise, so I'm going to keep it a surprise."

I smiled and said, "Well, I can imagine, can't I?"

"Sure," she taunted. "You can jerk off and impregnate as many tissues as you like while you're traveling. Imagine anything you like, but I'm going to do what I want."


Expanding Horizons

I returned from my trip eager to hear about my wife's time with Jim. She talked about him so much I was certain that she had arranged for him to come over.

When I entered the house, I put down my bag and gave her a kiss. Then I asked, "Jim?"

She smiled and said, "No, no Jim this time."

I was disappointed that she hadn't hooked up with Jim and knew not to bother asking her about strangers because she was pretty clear it was not an option. I headed upstairs to drop off my bags and unpack. I glanced over at the bed out of habit and was surprised to see a pile of used condoms on the pillow.

I turned to Sue, who was standing in the doorway, smiling, and said, "I thought you said Jim didn't come over?"

She smiled brightly and said, "It wasn't Jim. It was John," and she started to remove her clothes.

"John? John who?"

She dropped her top to the floor, and I could see her breasts were covered in hickeys. She said firmly, "John, your brother."

"Really?" I said in a small voice. I was shocked and a little excited, but mostly, I was worried that this was getting out of control with my brothers.

"Really? John? Did it have to be him? How did that happen?"

She stepped forward boldly and said, "I told you I pick who I want." As she unfastened her pants, she said, "Apparently, brothers talk, and Jim told him I was an easy lay. He also told him you would be out of town, so within a couple of hours of you leaving, there was a knock at the door, and John was standing there."

She pushed her pants to the ground, and I could see faint bruises on her thighs. My wife licked her lips and said, "I forgot how direct and controlling he is. When I opened the door and said 'Hi,' he stepped inside without me inviting him, and his first words were, 'I hear you're a slut. Why don't we start with you sucking my cock?' Without waiting for my response, he hauled his monster meat out of his pants."

She looked at me with wide eyes and said, "It was the biggest cock I've ever seen, and I couldn't resist. Within two minutes of your brother arriving at our door, I was on my knees sucking him off. Within ten minutes, he was pounding my pussy into oblivion. Jim was a machine, but John was a beast of destruction. I swear to God, my insides moved around as he pounded away."

She was very close to me at this point and pointed out the bruises on her thighs. She said, "He was merciless. Even when I told him I needed to switch positions, he didn't care." She pointed to the hickeys on her chest and said, "I think he intentionally wanted to mark me, and he said he liked the way I screamed when he sucked me too hard. I swear to God, I'm surprised I have nipples left. He was so rough."

She paused, and all I could think to say was, "Sorry."

She laughed. "No need to be sorry. It was fucking awesome. The guy was like a wild bull, and I was just his sow to use. He was hard nearly the whole time, and his cock was in me every minute."

My wife licked my ear and said, “I loved the way his massive body crushed me and his cock stretched my holes. I thought he was gonna rip my ass open a few times.”

I was so hard I couldn’t hold off. As I fucked Sue, I could feel that she was looser! She told me how good John felt, and how he stretched her and made her feel like a “real woman.” which she hadn’t experienced before. It was clear she was telling me I wasn’t good for her, and that made my orgasm so powerful.

As I rolled off of her, she added, “You finish much quicker than your brothers. They’d still be fucking me.”

***

As fortune would have it, I had another business trip the next week. I didn't even need to ask if she was having Jim or John over; I knew for sure it was one of them.

The travel kept me occupied, but I still had long, sleepless nights, jerking off repeatedly, wondering who she was with and what they were doing to her. I had a weird mix of jealousy about Sue combined with happiness that she was being satisfied. I didn't really think of the long-term consequences. All I really thought about was what she was doing at the moment and imagined her lying in our bed, satisfied and stretched out.

I guess another part of my excitement was that she had turned into a slut. There was something exciting about knowing I was with a woman who was sharing her body with multiple men. I guess that's also what fed my cuckold side—that I was not enough for her and other men needed to fill her void.

When I returned from my trip, I was surprised to see John's truck in our driveway. I drove past, not wanting a confrontation, and was surprised that she hadn't made him leave before I was due home. I checked my watch and saw that I was actually about 20 minutes earlier than she expected.

I pulled my car around the block and parked down the street where I could see our house. It wasn't long before I saw John's large frame swagger out of our front door and climb into his big pickup truck. As soon as he pulled away, I made sure he was out of sight, then I pulled up to the house.

I went inside, expecting Sue to greet me, half-hoping that she would still be soiled from John.

When I walked in the front door, I was shocked to find Sue lying on the floor of the foyer, completely naked. She looked up at me, and I could see streams of cum across her face and in her hair.

She gave me a little smile and said, "You just missed John."

"No, I saw his truck in the drive and I waited until he left. Cutting it a little close, aren't we?"

She slowly stood and looked at me as she deliberately wiped a glob of cum from her chin and sucked it off her finger. "I think he wanted you to catch us," she said. "He really gets off telling me what a slut and whore I am and that he loves fucking my cheating ass."

I was surprised and said, "Oh, sorry."

She smiled at me and said, "Don't be sorry. I love being a cheating whore and I love the way he uses me." She cocked her head and said, "What would you do if you walked in on us just now?" She sneered and said, "I bet you would just stand there and watch us. Do you know what we were doing? He was holding my head and fucking my face like I was some sex object to be used. I was a little disappointed 'cause he pulled out and sprayed my face rather than let me drink his cum. Does this turn you on, seeing me covered in your brother's spunk?"

"Yes," I admitted. Because she had used the words first, I thought it was okay to say what I was thinking. "I like you being a slut and a whore." Her eyes widened at my words, and I added, "I like you being a slut and a whore for other men."

She laughed and said, "Good, because that's exactly what I am."


Road Trip

It had been a couple of weeks since my last business trip, and I didn't have another one planned yet. Sue was getting antsy for more extracurricular fun, and I suggested maybe she should go out and pick somebody up during the day while I was at work.

She gave me a sweet smile and said, "As horny as I am, that sounds appealing, but I still don't think I'm ready for somebody new. Your brothers are just fine for me."

I told her I didn't have any business trips planned yet, and she gave me a kiss and said, "That's okay, I've got plenty. John and Jim are keeping me satisfied, and I know how much it turns you on when they fuck me, but I don't need to do this regularly."

That Tuesday, I came home, and Sue met me at the door with a big kiss and a smile. I could tell something was up.

"So, have you been considering picking somebody up? I can tell something happened today."

She smiled, bit her lip, and said, "Yeah, Jim was driving through town, and he stopped by."

I said, "Oh, just a drive-by? Is there a present on my pillow?"

She shook her head and said, "No, just a blowjob. Your present is in my belly." She paused, looking at me as if she was about to reveal something else. Then she said, "He brought a friend."

"Oh?" I asked, waiting for the rest.

She said, "Honestly, I blew him, too. His name was Vance." She giggled. "And Vance had quite a lance."

I was surprised and asked, "So, how did that happen?"

She said, "Well, Jim texted me, and I told him I was free. Then he showed up at the door with his friend. I didn't know what to do, so I invited them in. He told Vance, 'This is the girl that gives such great head.' As he unzipped his pants, there we were, the three of us in the living room with Jim's dick sticking out. It was clear what he wanted, so I got all excited and blew him while his friend watched. It didn't take Jim long before he was spraying in my mouth, and I swallowed him down.

I looked over to see how his friend reacted, and he had his cock out. It was rock hard and probably two or three inches longer than Jim's. I knew what was expected, and I knew you wanted me to try somebody new, so I crawled over and started sucking Lance. I got him almost all the way down my throat and loved the way he moaned and told me how good I was. That got me going, and I really worked on him. It didn't take long before he started coming down my throat, too.

When I finished, he just pulled his penis back in his pants and left with Jim, who said, 'We'll be back through town on Thursday.' I stayed on my knees and watched them leave, their cum in my mouth and in my stomach. I was so fucking horny I rubbed off right there in the living room."

I was shocked and asked, "So they're coming back on Thursday?"

Sue nodded and said, "They have time on the return trip, so they're staying over. I need you to find some place to stay Thursday night."

I stared at my wife and thought it through, my stomach churning with jealousy and excitement. Then I realized this was exactly what I wanted.

I said, "Okay, I'll find a place as long as you fuck them both."

Sue smiled and said, "That is exactly what I'm going to do! I don't know how long they'll stay on Friday, but I'm sure they'll be gone before you get back from work." She grinned and added, “And we’ll be fucking the whole time!”

At that point, the front doorbell rang, and Sue went to the door and returned with a package. She smiled at me and said, "Good timing," as she opened it. My heart sank as she opened it; inside was a case of 144 condoms.

Sue smiled and said, “Now that it’s more than just your brothers, I’ll be buying in bulk. Are you sure I can’t go bare?” She leaned forward and spoke into my ear, “Wouldn’t you love knowing I let another man fill me with his sperm? Giving him the ultimate experience of taking your wife?”

I could hardly breathe as I thought about her letting another man do that. She really would give away the last shred of our marriage.

She didn’t wait for an answer, as she took the box upstairs to our bedroom.

***

On Thursday, I booked a room at a nearby hotel, and threw a change of clothes into a bag before I headed to work.

Sue kissed me as I left and said, “Thanks for staying away so your brother can fuck me. I’ll make sure he and his friend have a real good time.”

What agony! My stomach was churning with jealousy and excitement. Sue was at home being fucked by my brother and his friend. I wondered which one would stay in our bed with her tonight, or if they would both be there and just take turns with her.

As I checked into the hotel, I thought about the fact that I was spending money so my wife could cheat with another man! I was staying alone so my own brother could suck on my wife’s tits and stick his cock inside her!

I had to carry my bag in front of me to the room - my cock was hard as steel, pushing out my trousers. I really was a cuckold - leaving my wife and house to another man while I sat alone, like a wimp.

I skipped dinner and fell asleep after jerking off to images of Sue kissing Jim and Lance, their hands all over her, making her moan as they pounded their cocks into her. I imagined she was taking them both at the same time, and had one of the hardest orgasms of my life.

I could hardly concentrate at work, wondering how long they were staying at the house. I rushed home Friday, but paused to make sure there were no cars in the driveway.

When I answered our house, Sue was there, wearing lingerie and said, "Good timing! They left just about 30 minutes ago."

I asked her, "Well, how was it? Were you busy?"

She gave me an evil grin and said, "Go see," and then nodded upstairs.

I rushed up to our bedroom and found that my pillow was covered in used condoms. I said, "Holy shit."

Sue laughed and said, "And that doesn't count the number of times they came in my mouth. I'm a little sore from all the action. I hardly slept and had one of their cocks in me since they got here on Thursday afternoon."

I looked at her and said, "Only one?"

Sue bit her lip and said, “You caught me. I had my first DP!”

“What?”

“Yeah! I took turns sucking Jim and Vance while the other fucked me, then suddenly, I was riding Jim when I felt Lance enter my ass.” Here eyes got enormous as she said, “It was fucking amazing! I was stretched more than ever, and it felt amazing as the two guys pumped away at me! I started coming right away and couldn’t stop!”

I was shocked. My imagined scenario had really happened! “I bet you’re worn out, huh?”

She smiled and said, "I think I could have handled a couple more. I don't know what comes over me. I think your brother and his friend fucking me in our house while you're away is the most incredible turn-on. They begged me to fuck bareback, but I wanted the condoms for you."

She looked at me expectantly. She wanted me to give her permission to go bare.

I smiled and said, "I would love for you to go bare, but the condoms are the best proof."

She nodded and said, "I understand. Are you ready to reclaim me?"

I started stripping off my clothes and asked, "Are you sure you're ready for more?"

She lay on the bed and spread her legs, saying, "I'm so fucking horny I can take another dozen guys. Fuck my brains out, baby."

I slid into her easily, “Wow, you’re so wet!”

“Wet for you, baby,” she groaned, a mischievous look in her eyes.


Regular Ride 


Over the next couple of months, Sue had regular get-togethers with my brothers. They were discreet about it; I spoke with my brothers about once every two weeks, and neither of them ever hinted or hinted that they had been at my house boning my wife.

During these calls, I often wondered what they thought of me, whether they were remorseful over fucking my wife or gleeful that they were getting away with it and using her as a sex bunny.

Sue continued to keep me in the dark about when she was seeing them. Jim would drop by during the week every two to three weeks, often with one of his friends, and I would come home to find my pillow covered in used condoms. She rarely asked me to stay at a hotel, but when she did, it was just as excruciating as the first time.

John always waited until I was away on a business trip, then ended up staying the whole time at our house with her. Again, my only sign from her was the pile of used condoms on my side of the bed and the marks on my wife. I didn't really have to guess anymore; it was almost a certainty that when I was traveling, John was at our house fucking Sue.

John was very rough with her, and she seemed to like it. The first time I got home and found marks on her wrists and ankles, she excitedly showed me how John tied her to the bedposts and brutally fucked her. She said it was scary and exciting the way he used her and treated her like an animal. She loved to just submit to him and was always excited to see what other rough sex he would put her through.

She looked at me and said, "I'm certain that he wants you to know, and that's why he's leaving marks on me. Do you imagine the confrontation? How do you think it'll go?" She watched my face, but I couldn't answer. She said with a sneer, "I'll still be his whore, and he's still going to fuck me whenever he wants. You know that, right?"

I had tried to text or FaceTime her a few times but found that she just turned her phone off when one of my brothers was with her.

She was definitely getting an appetite for it and enjoyed telling me the things that my brothers had done with her, taunting me with descriptions of all the things they had done better than me and how many times they had come for her. She told me how much she enjoyed having them over as her ‘replacement husband’ and that she was a little disappointed that I didn't have more siblings.

After a while, she was treating them as her primary sex partners, even demeaning me when we'd have sex, telling me how much better John did this or Jim did that.

After I got home from one business trip, there was the expected pile of condoms on the pillow. I knew John had spent the time with my wife, which was humiliating but also still made me extremely horny. She never denied me sex, but it was pretty much mechanical at this point. This time, when she stripped down, I noticed she had shaved her pubic area! I looked and commented, "That's new."

My wife giggled, spread her legs a little, and turned left and right, saying, "Yeah, John wanted me shaved, so we went down and had me waxed. I think I may go permanent and have it lasered."

I looked at her, lost in thought, and she knew.

She ran her fingers over her bare lips and said, "Yes, honey, I did this for another man. I did this for your brother. It doesn't really matter what you want anymore."

Her words were meant to disgrace me, and they did, but they also made me extremely horny knowing that she was doing things for other men.

I wondered if she would eventually tell them I was her cuckold?


A Weekend Away

One week, I arrived home from a business trip on a Friday and found that Sue wasn't home. I was surprised because she usually liked to meet me at the door and then immediately show me the pile of condoms from John. I assumed she had to run to the grocery or maybe she had a doctor's appointment, so I headed up to the bedroom to check out what John had left behind.

I wasn't disappointed. There was a large pile of used condoms as usual, along with a note. I read the note, and it said, "I went to Jim's for the weekend; he's having some friends over. I should be back Sunday night. Try not to rip your dick off while you jerk off thinking about all the things they're doing with me. I'll give you all the details when I get home."

I sat there a little stunned. She had never gone over to anyone's house and been away from me since we were married. The phrase "some friends over" got me wondering about whether she was going to be gang-banged or he was just passing her around. I spent the weekend alone, half drunk, masturbating every couple of hours, thinking about her getting gang-banged by strange men. I found I was just as aroused by her leaving me as I was by her having sex with them.

Sunday arrived, and I waited eagerly for her return. She got back to the house just before dinnertime and walked in carrying only her purse. I gave her a kiss and offered to get her bag from the car. Sue gave me a mischievous look and said, "I didn't bring any bags." She pulled out a toothbrush and said, "This is all I needed because I spent the entire weekend naked." She then dumped her large purse and produced a Ziploc full of used condoms and said, "But I remembered to bring souvenirs for you."

I could feel my erection straining at my pants and asked her, "How many friends did Jim have over?"

She laughed and said, "A lot."

"So, did they gang-bang you, or just pass you around?"

She smiled slowly and said, "Both. And we ended the weekend with a train—one guy after another just fucking me until they came, then the next one in me. I don't remember half their names, but it was great."

She gave me a kiss and asked, "Does that turn you on, knowing that I give my pussy to strangers as easily as I give it to you? I think I actually prefer the strangers because they all feel and fuck differently."

I asked weakly, "You prefer strangers over me?"

She searched my eyes and breathed, "Yes."

I didn't have a response for that, so I took her hand and led her to our bedroom, where I stripped us both then had sex with my wife after she had been with my brother and "a lot" of his friends.


Golfing Buddy

A couple of weeks later, I came home from work on a Monday to find a note from Sue. It read: "Away for a few days. Back whenever I'm back. And yes, I'm being a bad girl."

I was both excited and jealous. I wondered if she was off with John or Jim, but I didn't think it was right to call them. What would I say—"Hey, are you fucking my wife right now?" I loved she was a slut with them, but I didn't want to make it weird. If they thought she was cheating, that was one thing. If they knew I was okay with it, it would be another.

I knew it had to be one of those two and wondered if Jim was inviting his friends over to do her as well. I had visions of her on her hands and knees, taking Jim and his friends in both ends. It excited me to think about her taking a stranger's cock and letting them fuck her, and her swallowing their cum, probably not even knowing their names.

I tried to text her to see when she would be back, but my messages went unread. I think she had shut her phone off, probably so I couldn't check her location.

That week went by slowly. Every day, I came home expecting to find her, but the house was cold and empty. I ate a lot of microwave dinners and went out to the sports bar a few times, but I couldn't stop thinking about which one of my brothers she was with, and I found myself with an erection a lot at the bar, which was uncomfortable.

Friday rolled around, and I was certain she would be home, but once again, I returned to an empty house. I straightened up, waiting for her return that evening, but there was nothing. I texted her and still saw that my messages were unread.

Saturday, I was getting nervous that something might have happened or maybe she had left me permanently. I was driving myself a little crazy and thought about driving to Jim's house or John's house, but it would have taken me all day to drive past each of them, as they were in opposite directions and about two hours away. Plus, I was worried that I would miss her return.

By Sunday morning, she was nowhere to be found, and now I was really getting upset. I wished she would at least let me know she was okay.

***

It was almost as if she read my mind when my phone pinged. I quickly picked it up to see a note from her: "Coming home today. See you later." I quickly texted back, "What time?" and got the unread messages again. I was a nervous wreck, waiting for her throughout Sunday morning. Finally, around 1 p.m., I heard her car pull into the driveway. I waited for her at the door while she pulled a bag from her trunk and came up the walkway. She had a huge grin on her face and gave me a big kiss. "Did you miss me?"

"Holy shit, I was insane with worry! Yes, I missed you!"

She laughed and said, "You shouldn't worry about me. I left my phone off because I knew you would text me, and I wanted to be unbothered while I was being a bad girl."

After seeing her, I knew she was okay and then thought about what kind of "bad girl" she had been.

She pulled her bag into the living room and opened up the side pouch as I asked, "How bad of a girl were you? Were you at Jim's or John's?"

She looked at me with an evil grin and said, "Neither. I was at your dad's."

"My dad's?" I exclaimed, a mixture of embarrassment, horror, and surprise coursing through me.

She chuckled and tossed a gallon Ziploc bag onto the coffee table. It was packed full of used condoms.

"Holy shit," I explained. "Those are from my dad?"

She laughed as she pulled open her jacket, showing off a tank top that had the words " 19th Hole. Unlimited Strokes " on it.

She said, "Your dad and his golfing buddies. He went golfing every morning and brought his friends around afterward, and well, I was the 19th hole for them to play."

"Really?" I was in shock and disbelief.

“Yes, really. It was unbelievable. After the first day, I encouraged him to play the afternoon as well. He laughed and said he needed the time to recharge, anyway.”

She looked at me intently and said, "So every day, I did your dad and three golf buddies at lunch and then others at dinner, and after a while, he would invite them over afterward for drinks and me at night." She pointed at the bag on the table and said, "That should tell the story. I gave a lot of blowjobs, too, but now you see what a bad girl I was."

"But my father?"

"Yeah, apparently John and Jim can't hold their tongues, and every man in your family knows that I'm a slut. How does that make you feel?"

"But my dad?"

Sue persisted, "Does it make you jealous or nauseous or degraded?"

"Yes," I admitted. "I'm feeling all three."

Sue smiled and said, "But you're excited, aren't you?"

"Yes," I agreed again.

She beamed and said, "This is exactly what you wanted, isn't it? For me to be with other men and you not to have a say. You told me you like the idea of me cheating and you having no control over it."

"But my dad," I whined.

"Especially your dad," she said cruelly. "He may not have the biggest dick, but his cum tastes so good. I must have swallowed a gallon while I was there, and he has these giant hanging balls. They feel so good in my hand while I'm sucking him off."

It was nauseating but also exciting. My dick was rock hard, and she was taunting me.

She pulled out her phone and poked at it for a moment, then said, "I have a special present for you. I had your dad take a video of me blowing him, and you can watch it if you want." She handed me the phone and watched me for a moment before she grabbed her bag and said, "I'm going to unpack. I'll leave you here to watch the video." She tapped the Ziploc full of used condoms and said, "And of course, all the sticky goo your father and his friends pumped into me."

She looked at the bag and turned to leave, then said, "After you watch the video, I have one more surprise for you." I stood there holding the phone and watched as she headed up to the bedroom. I didn't really want to see her blowing my dad, but I also really wanted to see her blowing my dad.


Showtime

I sat there for a while, holding the phone, looking at a static image of my wife's legs. She was kneeling on a carpet that I recognized as the one in my father's house. My stomach was churning, thinking about what she had done and that it was my own father fucking my wife. I knew I should be ashamed and shouldn't watch, but I couldn't take it any longer and pressed the play button.

The video came to life, and the camera bounced around a little, showing my wife's legs, then her naked pussy and belly. I heard my father's voice say, "Are you sure you want me to video this, darling? What if he finds it?"

I heard my wife's voice say, "It's okay, it'll just be on my phone for me to remember you when I'm away from you."

My father's voice said, "I'm not sure if this thing is on or not."

Then my wife's voice: "If the red button is on and you see the timer counting up, then it's on." The phone image jostled again, and I heard Sue's voice, "Here, let me check." The camera swung around to show my father's naked legs, which was shocking. "Damn," I heard Sue's voice say. "Yes, it's running. Oh, wait a second."

The image shifted to show my father's erection, with gray pubic hairs and gigantic balls hanging down. Sue's hand appeared in the frame as I heard her voice say, "These are some awesome balls. And I can't wait to suck your cum out of them. It's so tasty." While she said that, I watched her hand lift his nut sack up and roll them in her hand. They were enormous, dwarfing her hand. As she let them go, I saw her wedding ring flashing—a brilliant reminder of the fact that my wife was cheating on me.

The camera image moved again as she handed it back to my father, and the frame focused on my wife. She had a sweet smile and was completely naked on her knees. Her nipples were hard as rocks, and her hair was pulled back.

She smiled at the camera and said, "Here we go, feeding time." I watched her hand reach out and grasp my father's cock. She leaned forward and gave it a kiss, then a lick, making eye contact with the camera. She opened her mouth and took his engorged head in. I could hear him moan, and she pulled her mouth off as she said, "Does that feel good?"

My father's voice said, "Oh God, darling, you're so great at that. Yes, it feels great."

Sue smiled and went back to sucking on his cockhead. Her tongue swirled around it as she kissed it. Then I watched her lick up and down his shaft before she took him in her mouth again and began bobbing up and down the length of his cock.

As I watched my wife giving him head, I slowly stroked myself in my pants, realizing that she looked awesome. It was better than a porn movie because it was my wife. I tried to ignore the fact that she had my father's cock in her mouth and was blowing him, probably while I was at work.

I watched for a few minutes while my father groaned occasionally and would say short phrases like, "That's good, oh yes, way to go, darling."

Eventually, I could hear him panting and watched the camera waver a little. It seemed like he was getting close to coming, and I could see from her actions that Sue knew that, too.

Her pace increased, and I watched her hand holding his balls, slowly massaging them as my father panted. It seemed like she was coaxing his balls into making as much cum as possible as she got ready to swallow it.

Suddenly, I heard my father moaning as Sue's eyes grew wider. She kept her mouth still while her cheeks moved in and out as she sucked him, swallowing the semen that he was spurting into her mouth. After the initial moan and grunt, my father continued to moan gently as my wife sucked more and more of him into her mouth and massaged his balls. I watched as she swallowed again and again.

Finally, she pulled her mouth gently off the tip of his cock, giving it a lick. She licked her lips as she smiled at him and said, "Wow, that tastes so good. I could do this all day long."

My father's voice said, "You're so great at that, darling. It feels wonderful. I could do it all day long too, but I really like how your lady bits feel."

Sue laughed and said, "I told you I like the dirty words; you don't have to be a gentleman for me. I prefer you say it dirty. Come on, let me hear it. What do you like?"

My father chuckled and said, "Okay, I like your cunt. I like to fuck your cunt; it feels so good."

Sue smiled and said, "That's better." She grinned and said, "I like to remember you standing at the altar next to Vince, with Jim and John as the groomsmen. It's like I married all of you."

My father chuckled and said, "If only I could have had you on your wedding night, that would have been better."

Sue smiled and said, "Yes, that would have been great. But now you can have me whenever you want."

The camera image shifted as he handed the camera to Sue, and she turned it off.

My cock was rock hard, and my stomach was churning with nausea and excitement. I stared at the phone, thinking about watching the video again, not sure if it was exciting or demented to want to see my wife sucking my father again.

I forwarded it to my phone just in case.


Risky Betrayal 


I was still staring at the phone, pondering watching the video again. It was like my wife was my personal porn star. Well, I'm not really sure that she was mine anymore, as my brothers and my father were using her more than I was, but she was still a personal porn star.

At that point, Sue walked into the room wearing absolutely nothing. She smiled and said, "How did you like the video?"

"It was unbelievable and a little nauseating, but I loved watching you suck cock."

She laughed and said, "I spend a lot of time sucking cock, baby, and none of it's yours. I feel like I have more sperm pumped into me than food or water." She spread her legs slightly and said, "I think I'm done with my last laser treatment, so my snatch is permanently bare. Even though John wanted me to do it, your father and Jim love my shaved pussy as well." She gave me a wink and said, "And of course, all of this is for them. Who cares what you want?"

She stepped over to the coffee table where the bag of used condoms was sitting and said, "I promised you one more surprise. It's a good thing you're sitting." She picked up the bag of condoms and turned it left and right so that I could see all the little latex covers with pockets of goo inside of them.

She said, "Didn't you ever wonder why they're all the same color and consistency?"

I didn't quite understand what she was getting at, but she quickly added, "Because they're all the same. All these rubbers are filled with hand lotion." She undid the Ziploc, pulled out one of the rubbers, and squeezed the white goo onto her hands, which she used to rub her hands and arms.

She laughed, "Actually, the cum that I don't swallow, I use as a moisturizer."

She dropped the bag on the table and said, "I don't think you really get my point, so here it is. These condoms are full of hand lotion because the cum is inside me."

I felt a chill go up my spine as her words registered in my brain.

She obviously liked the look on my face as she continued, "Yeah, I've been taking all these guys bare. Especially this week. I must have had a dozen or more guys come inside me. Most of them I've never met before, and many of them I don't know their name, but God, it is so thrilling to hear them groan as I feel them pump their juice into me. All I can think about is that strangers are shooting their seed into my pussy—into my married pussy! Fuck, that makes me come every time."

I found my voice and said weakly, "So you went bare this week?"

Sue laughed and said, "Baby, I haven't used a condom since Jim brought Lance over. Funny, I would have thought one of your brothers was the first to come inside me, but it was Lance. I've had hundreds of loads inside of me. It's fucking awesome. I beg them to breed me, to fill me, to soil my insides. How does that make you feel? Knowing dozens and dozens of men have been pumping their cum into me? Your wife is a virtual cum sponge."

She laughed cruelly and said, "All those times that you thought I was wet and excited after Jim was here? That wasn't wetness from excitement; that was your brother’s cum inside my cunt. You fucked his baby makers deeper into me. All my moaning? That was me knowing that you were fucking your brother’s sperm into me."

"How's that for a surprise?"

"Are you pregnant?" I asked.

"No, baby. Haven't you noticed I haven't had a period in months?" she said. She tapped her arm and said, "I had an implant put in. It keeps me from getting pregnant and also suppresses my periods. That's why I'm ready whenever one of your brothers wants me. If it weren't for that, I'm sure one of the hundreds of loads that I've taken would have put a baby inside of me. And of course, I'd have no idea who the father was."

She leaned toward me and asked, "Should I take it out? Do you want another man to put his baby inside of me? Do you want some random bastard growing in my belly, knowing that someone else did it?"

"No," I said weakly.

She nodded and smiled, saying, "Me neither. I'm having too much fun with all the sex. I don't need to be waddling around with a swollen belly." She smiled cruelly and said, "But if we decide to have a kid, you can know for sure it won't be yours."

My stomach turned. I wasn't sure if it was sickness or excitement. I asked softly, "Are you wet now?"

Sue smiled brightly and laid back on the sofa, spreading her legs. She said, "Yes. Come fuck your dad’s babies into me!"

***

Over the next couple of months, Sue would go to my father's house almost every week, except for the weeks that I traveled. Those were the times that John came over, leaving her marked and worn out.

I was disappointed that there were no more piles of condoms to mark her adultery, but it was not uncommon for her to be slick with somebody's cum when I got home.

She went over to Jim's every other weekend or so, so that he could pass her around to his friends, and she even started getting visits at the house from his friends. I asked her if she knew whether the friends were safe, and she laughed, saying, "How do you mean safe? I mean, I strip off my clothes and we fuck." She leaned toward me and said with a cruel smile, "A lot of these guys, I never even met before. I just open up the door and if it's a stranger, I assume they're here to fuck me."

She said, "I'm sorry I didn't take your suggestions before. Strangers are the best." She was rubbing her nipples as she told me, "When a stranger comes to the door, I tell him, 'No names, just pick a hole.'" She laughed and thought this was funny. "Is that what you imagined me being? A drive-by cum dump for strange men? Because that's what I am."

This was getting a little more out of control than I had imagined, but I had no say anymore.


Dad Takes Over

One week, I got a call from my father inviting us over to his house for a family weekend. It seemed a little out of character because he rarely invited me over. It was usually Jim or John who got the invite, and we never had family get-togethers since Mom passed away.

I tried to look on the bright side and thought that perhaps there would be a good family reconciliation. I also had a fairly hefty dose of anxiety, wondering how it would feel to be together with men that were fucking my wife. They all knew that each of them was using her, but I was pretty confident that they didn't know that I knew. If they knew I was okay with Sue cheating on me, there would be no end of humiliation for me.

I told Sue about the weekend, and she seemed happy and went to great lengths to pack her bag. I asked her if she would be nervous about being there with me after having slept with all of them. Well, it was actually that she was still sleeping with them. She smiled and said, "Sure, it should be cool. Besides, I should have some opportunity to sneak off and get some real dick over the weekend. That would be exciting for you to know when I come back to bed full of hot cum from another man's balls. You can fuck it deeper into me and imagine that I would get pregnant from it."

I was actually quite excited because I imagined she would sneak off and have sex, then come back to bed with me. It almost didn't matter that I knew she would try to humiliate me; the excitement of getting her right after one of them was overwhelming.

***

We headed off to my father's house on Friday, and I loaded Sue's bags into the car. There seemed to be quite a lot more than she would need for a weekend trip, but I knew she liked to over-pack so that she was ready for anything.

My father was located centrally to all three of us brothers, so the drive was a bit more than an hour. That's also part of the reason Sue was visiting him so often—it was a simple trip there and back. She spent the whole time talking about Jim and John and even my father, saying how much she looked forward to seeing them and really hoped to sneak off and fuck them.

She seemed exceptionally excited about the idea of fucking them all in the same weekend. About 15 minutes away from my father's house, she stopped to ask if I was excited about the idea of them all doing her.

I replied sheepishly that yes; it was a turn-on. After a few moments of silence, I said, "Maybe you can bed-hop one night and come back to me after you've done all of them. It would almost be like them pulling a train on you."

She seemed surprised and smiled brightly, saying, "Oh God, yes! That would be awesome if only they could pull a train on me." She turned and looked at me and said, "You'd really like to see that, wouldn't you? On my back, my legs spread, with your brothers and Dad all coming inside of me, one after the other. You'd see how good they fucked me and how much I enjoy it." She paused, then asked more intently, "You'd really like that, wouldn't you?"

I nodded, my stomach in knots and my cock so hard I thought I'd rip my pants. I couldn't form the words because of the excitement and my dry mouth.

Sue said smugly, “Well, someday when they find out you're a cuckold, we can make it happen.” She looked over at me and exclaimed, “Maybe that’s  how we’ll make a baby!” She then added, “You should get a vasectomy - that way you can’t get me pregnant. You’re not a real man, anyway.”

The knot in my stomach grew.

***

We drove up to my dad's house, and I could see that John's truck and Jim's car were already there. My dad still lived in the house we grew up in—a large, fancy place with plenty of bedrooms and entertainment space. Even though my mom died a few years ago and it was too large for him, he still stayed in the same place.

We parked, and I was surprised that Jim, and John came out to greet us. I was not surprised that their first choice of greeting was to kiss my wife. Jim gave her a gentle kiss and hug, and John, being the aggressive asshole that he is, pulled her tight, and I could tell that he stuck his tongue in her mouth. He gave me a quick look to make sure that I saw it. He didn't know that it was making me hard watching him do that.

I was even more surprised when they offered to grab our bags and brought them into the house. John grabbed the three largest of Sue's bags, and Jim grabbed my bag and the rest of Sue's luggage.

My two brothers led the way, and Sue followed them with me trailing. When we got to the front door, my dad was waiting, and he gave Sue a big hug and kiss. I was sure his tongue made it into her mouth as well, and I saw his hand move to her ass as he hugged her. It's like they knew I was a cuckold, and they were taking advantage.

We went into the house, and it was the same as always. My father fixed us drinks when my brothers returned from dropping off the bags upstairs. My wife went to help my father get snacks in the kitchen while Jim and John and I sat in the entertainment room.

Jim was pleasant and light and breezy as usual, saying, "It's so nice to see you and Sue. She looks great."

My friend John, unsurprisingly, was crude and said, "She sure looks great. She's still fuckable after all these years."

Jim tried to keep it simple and said, "Hey, she's still his wife."

But John persisted and said, "She is fuckable, isn't she? I mean, I'm not lying. You'd fuck her, wouldn't you?"

Jim smiled and said, "I certainly would."

At that point, Sue came in with a couple of snacks and told my brothers that my father wanted them in the kitchen. When they left, Sue put down the snacks, and I said, "They seem a little grabby with you."

I could hear my brothers and father talking in the kitchen and laughing, but I couldn't make out their words as Sue answered, "That's what you like, isn't it? You like watching their hands on me." She leaned closer and whispered, "And I enjoy having their hands on me. Maybe later I'll have something else inside me."

I couldn't respond - my father and brothers returned to the room.

As John and Jim took their seats, my father said to Sue, "Hey, why don't you go upstairs and get moved in and maybe change out of your traveling clothes?"

Sue smiled, gave me a wink, and headed upstairs as we all watched her.

"Well, son," my father started as he looked at me, "it's nice to see that you and Sue have worked things out."

"Worked things out?" I asked, my stomach turning and a red light of alarm switching on in my brain.

"You know, that you can't satisfy her but you let her satisfy her needs with other men."

I knew this moment was coming, but it still knocked the wind out of me as if somebody had punched my stomach. "Uh," was all I could muster.

Jim interjected, "Specifically, satisfy her needs with us," he said it gently, but it still stung.

John, always looking to hurt me, said, "And Jim's friends and Dad's friends. Christ, she's a walking dick holster."

Jim squirmed, looking like he was going to say something, but he held his tongue.

My father met my eyes, and I knew his next words were intended to hurt. "Yeah, buddy, your wife is basically our personal cum dumpster."

I looked to Jim for support, but he just shrugged his shoulders and said, "He's not wrong. At least a dozen of my friends have used her, too. And I think everybody at Dad's golf club..."

My father interjected, “Not everybody. Not yet.” I looked back at Dad and he smiled, “but I plan on letting them all dump their loads into her.”

I felt myself starting to hyperventilate and had to say something. "Wait, did you bring me here to humiliate me?"

"No," my father said. "We came here to clear the air and make arrangements."

"Arrangements?" I asked stupidly.

"Yeah," he said, "the current situation is not optimal. Jim has to drive two hours to see her, John has to drive two hours to see her, and the poor dear has to drive over an hour to come here. It means a lot of driving for your wife to get satisfactory dick. We think we need to change things."

"Change what things?" I asked, still dazed.

I heard Sue's voice say, "Time to change our arrangements."

I looked over, and Sue was standing in the doorway, wearing her white wedding night lingerie. She looked as good in it as she did on our wedding night. Her open-cup bra held her breasts up, leaving her nipples exposed. Her panties, which were barely there, were crotchless, and her pussy was wide open to view.

She walked into the room and approached Jim, who pulled her to him and gave her a deep, tongue-filled kiss while his hands roamed over her body. I couldn't help it, but I felt myself getting hard as I watched.

She broke the kiss with him and walked over to John, who roughly pulled her tight and rammed his tongue into her mouth while he shoved a finger into her pussy, causing her to moan. His mouth held hers for a while before he finally let her loose and twisted her nipple as she stepped away.

She then walked over to my father and sat in his lap, pulling his head to hers as they kissed and his hands roamed her body.

After this display, she looked at me and said, "After all, my three primary lovers shouldn't have to travel all that distance. I'm moving in with your dad, which means your brothers are less than an hour away each. They are my main men, and you can still get here in a little over an hour."

I was stunned and could only ask, "You're moving in?"

She chuckled, "I'm already moved in. I didn't really need four bags for a weekend. Any of the stuff I left at home, you can bring with you the next time you visit."

"But... but you're my wife," I stuttered.

She rose out of my father's lap and walked towards me, stopping a couple of feet away. She pointed to her lower abdomen just above her pussy, and I could see that she had something tattooed. I leaned closer and saw that it was three names: Jim, Jack, and John .

As I looked up at her with a stunned look in my eyes, she said, "Those are my men. And they are intentionally permanent." She held out her hand and showed off her wedding band. "This is you." She held my eyes for a moment, then said, "And it's easily removed."

She then returned to my father's lap.

***

I felt like I was going to cry. I just sat there stupidly while my brothers and father stared at me. I watched as my dad's hands idly roamed over my wife and felt myself getting hard again.

"So what's the arrangement?" I asked weakly.

My father nodded. "Good, we knew you'd accept. Sue is going to live here with me, and your brothers will have access to her whenever they want, as long as it doesn't interfere with time that I have with her."

"And me?" I said in a tiny voice.

"Well," he said, "you're married to her, so you should have access. You can have her whenever we don't need her. Basically, the same as John's friends or my friends."

John interjected, "If you want, I can let you know when I'm fucking her and you can have her second, after she's all stretched out and used. She said you like to get our sloppy seconds."

I was stunned that she would share that.

My father laughed. "That's an excellent idea. We'll let you know whenever she's in play, and your drive of an hour should be plenty of time for us to finish with her, so you can have her sloppy leftovers." He turned to Sue and asked, "What do you think, dear?"

She moaned, "Oh fuck yes. I like it when he fucks your cum into me."

We all stared at one another for a while, silence thick in the room. Suddenly, Sue jumped up and said, "Well, now that that's settled, this is an important weekend." She took a couple of steps towards the center of the room and said, "This is our anniversary." She looked at me and said, "I understand if you don't remember."

She ran her hands over her lingerie and said, "This is what I wore on our wedding night, so I want all three of you to have a do-over of our wedding night." She turned to me and said, "If there's anything left of me, you can have me last."

My wife then said brightly, "And the rest of the weekend will be like a honeymoon." She paused, then said, "For the three of you." She looked at me and said, "You already had your chance at a honeymoon."

John and Jim both said, "Oh yeah," and my father just smiled at me, a cruel, controlling smile.

Sue looked at me and said, "Well, you've been waiting to watch me cheat. You get to pick who goes first."

***

I sat there looking at my bride. I glanced around and saw John and Jim ready to pounce, while my father watched, relishing my embarrassment. It took a moment or two, but it finally settled in that this was really happening. My wife now belonged to my family, and they were going to use her like meat. I guess I was a little sad that she'd rather be that than my wife, but then again, I got what I asked for.

I was snapped out of my thoughts as Jim asked, "Well, who's it going to be, buddy? Who's first?"

I looked Sue in the eye as she watched me and I said, " All of you. "

Sue's eyes opened wide in surprise as she said, "What?"

It was my turn to smile "Make her airtight. She's got three holes. Use all of them and give her what she wants. Stretch her like a two-dollar whore."

Sue stood stunned as I watched Jim and John swiftly push their pants off, their erections already raging. John grabbed my wife and lifted her easily as he sat back on his chair and impaled her on his enormous rod.

She gasped and said in a little voice, "Wait!"

There was no waiting. Jim was behind her, pushing his cock against her brown hole as she squirmed and moaned. I watched as my brothers forced their meat into her, stretching her. She gasped and moaned from the pleasure and pain. I could see my father rise and slowly drop his pants. He was enjoying the show as much as I was.

"Go on, Dad, fuck the whore's face!" I urged. He walked over next to the chair, positioning his cock at her head. She was rocking back and forth from the force of my brothers pumping her two holes. My dad gripped her hair and shoved his cock into her mouth. Her moans and screams were muffled, but I could still hear them as he began pumping her face.

"Fuck, her ass is so tight!" Jim grunted as he slowly worked his way in and out of her.

"Then fuck her harder and stretch her out," I suggested.

"God, I can feel your cock inside of her, man," John said. "She's definitely tighter with two dicks inside of her."

"Come on, John, you can do better than that! Destroy the little slut's cunt!" I urged him.

I watched my father's gigantic balls slap her chin as he pumped her face hard and fast. Spittle was running out of her mouth and snot out of her nose, and she gasped and moaned. I was thrilled by her reaction; if she wanted to be treated like a whore, she should get the full experience.

"Make sure you take turns," I said. "Don't let her off easy."

John grunted, "Yeah, Jim, switch with Dad. I want to see her suck shit off your dick."

My father and brother both pulled out of her and swapped positions as Sue panted and said weakly, "Wait!"

Jim grabbed her head and forced his cock into her mouth as he said, "Taste your asshole, you little slut."

I watched my father working his cock into her ass as he said, "I want her while she's still tight. After John puts that monster in her, nobody's going to feel her asshole again."

John laughed. "I've been in her asshole more than you have, old man. It snaps right shut. This little bitch was made for dick."

Sue moaned, whether from excitement or agreement, it didn't matter. It looked like she was enjoying the rough treatment and having three cocks in her at once. It was a little weird seeing my brothers and dad naked, but I was overwhelmed by watching my bride taking three cocks at the same time and moaning like a whore.

After a few more minutes, Jim moaned and said, "I think I'm going to come."

John encouraged him, "That's it! Dump your nut in the bitch's mouth, make her swallow it all!" He looked over at me and said, "You see what a good little cum dumpster your wife is? You like watching her take our nut?"

"Yes," I mumbled. "Fucking use her up."

At that point, Jim groaned and held her face fully onto his cock as his hips twitched, and I could tell he was unloading into her mouth. Dad and John were still pumping away at her as Jim's balls filled her throat and mouth.

After a few moments, she struggled and tried to move her head around, probably because it was hard to breathe. Jim pulled his cock out of her mouth, and she instantly coughed and choked. I could see cum running out of her mouth and out of her nose. It was unbelievably sexy. Her face was a mess, covered in tears, mascara, cum, and spit.

She looked over at me, and I couldn't tell if her expression was defiance, anger, or excitement, but her body continued to rock as two men fucked her ass and pussy.

When she finished coughing, she breathed, "Too much."

I laughed and said, "Not enough. You two better fuck her harder. I don't think you're going to destroy her at this rate."

Sue's eyes opened in surprise as both men picked up their pace. I could see her anus grabbing my father's cock as he furiously pounded into her, pulling it in and pushing it out. I knew it had to hurt, and I loved it. This is what she deserved.

John's monstrous meat was stretching her unbelievably. I could see how her pink pussy was turning white from the stress, and his balls jiggled up and down as he pumped into my wife.

She gasped and moaned and let out a little cry. I'm not sure if it was from pleasure or pain, but I didn't care at this point. I just enjoyed watching her being fucked like an animal.

It didn't take long before my father groaned and pushed all the way into her ass, moaning loudly as his balls twitched and he filled her colon with cum. He stayed in her for a while, and I could see his ass and nuts pulsing. He must have been putting a gallon into her.

When he pulled out, a stream of semen ran out of her asshole onto John's dick as he continued to pound her.

Sue moaned, "Come on, John, finish!"

John laughed and stood, easily picking her up with him. He rolled her over, placing her back on the chair and grabbed her behind the knees, pinning her ankles next to her head as he drove his cock deep and hard into her, causing her to scream.

"I'm not even close to finished with you! I'm going to fucking stretch you so that every man knows you're a whore. How does that feel, you little slut?"

My wife just moaned before John latched his mouth over hers and shoved his tongue into her mouth.

Jim and my father and I just watched as John brutally pounded her, causing her to scream and moan each time he hammered her pussy.

We watched for twenty minutes while John relentlessly fucked her, spreading her legs, folding her in half and moving in every angle to penetrate her deeper. We all reveled in each scream and moan from her, until finally, John started panting faster.

“I'm going to come,” he panted. “I'm going to cum in your wife. I'm going to fill this little slut with my sperm. I bet she wants it more than yours!”

“Oh God, yes I do!” my wife moaned

“See buddy? She's just a cum sponge. She was just made to be fucked like a piece of meat.”

“Oh God, please fuck me like meat! Fill me up!” Sue begged.

John yelled and pushed deep into her as we watched his ass twitch, knowing that he was pumping his semen into my wife. She moaned and whimpered and kissed him as she accepted his seed.

He finally finished and pulled out - his slimy cock popping out of her with a wet sound. We could all see the cum leaking out of her pussy and her asshole as she lay with her legs spread on the chair - a worn out sloppy mess.

She looked up at me with a weak smile, spit and cum still on her face and neck, and asked “Ready for your turn?”

Before I could answer, my father stepped up - his cock hard and ready, “We're not done with you by a long shot. He kneeled in front of her and drove his cock into her ass as she yelped.

He started pumping and said “I'm going to use this ass again until John destroys it, then maybe we'll think about giving you back to your husband.”

***

For the next 2 hours they took turns. One, two and three at a time fucking her regardless of her protests, how sloppy she was, or how worn out she was. By the end she was just a limp body, as they used her to get off like a masturbation toy.

They only stopped when they all complained about how bad their balls ached.

As my father and brothers grabbed their clothes, he said, “You know where the cleaning supplies are. Make sure you clean up this mess; I don't want the living room smelling like whores."

I gently carried her upstairs to the guest room. As I laid her on the bed, I noticed that none of her bags or belongings were in the room—only my bag was at the foot of the bed. I thought for a moment and then remembered my father saying, "moved in." So, I slipped into the master bedroom and saw that her empty bags were in the bottom of my mother's closet, and my wife's belongings were hanging there. I checked the bathroom counter and saw her toiletries were laid out. She really moved in!

I went back to the guest room to have a turn with her and found that she was still out of it. I was too horny to care, so spread her legs and slid into her sticky pussy. She was definitely stretched and used, and it turned me on immensely as I began fucking her. It was like fucking a wet bowl of warm mashed potatoes.

As I continued my quest for an orgasm, she mumbled, “Come on John,” then “I’m your whore, Jack.” Hearing her call out my brother and father’s names drove me over the edge, and I was soon emptying my sack into her, adding to the sloppy mess.

I was still hard, so rolled her over and took her ass. That was tighter, but definitely stretched. From John’s comment, he regularly user her ass, so that explained the looseness. As I imagined all the men that had fucked her behind, I could feel my own nuts ready to go, and came inside her ass for the first time in months.

After washing up, I left her in the bed and headed downstairs to see my father and brothers for dinner.

I came downstairs to find them at the grill, each with a drink in their hand, watching the meat cook.

My father looked over and asked, "How's our girl?"

"She's fine, pretty worn out," I replied.

Jim asked, "Did you go around with her? She was pretty messy."

I smiled and said, "It was perfect."

John laughed and said, "Well, that's pretty much how you're going to have her from now on. If we knew she was such a whore, that's how you'd have her on the honeymoon."

My father looked at me and asked, "Did you notice that she's already moved in?"

"Yes," I said, wondering what kind of demeaning insult was on its way.

"Good. You can stay in the guest room, but she's staying with me from now on."

John made an angry noise, and my father quickly said, "Don't worry, you'll all get a shot at the whore; she just sleeps with me."

Jim, ever the thoughtful one, asked, "When did you know you were a cuckold?"

There it was. I paused, thinking, then said, "I guess after the second time she was with you. And then I really knew after John took her."

John looked at my father and said, "How come you get to keep her?"

Not wanting to back down, my father said, "Because you two assholes are married and already get regular pussy. Don’t worry, you’ll have regular access to her."

Jim asked, "If she's yours, are you still going to share her with your friends?"

My father smiled and said, "Of course. I like them slutty." He paused for a long while, studying us, then said, "Your mom was a slut, too."

John was the quickest to react. "What?"

My dad chuckled. "Yep, she was open legs for everybody in the neighborhood. That's why many of the wives hated her, but all the guys loved her—most of them more than once."

The conversation stopped after that as we all thought about how we saw our mother. I still couldn't imagine her doing it, but I remember her being overly friendly with all of their neighbors.

Dad served up the steaks, and we all ate. The conversation stayed on safe topics like updates about work and our families.

Eventually, Sue emerged, freshly showered and wearing a robe.

"How are you feeling?" Jim asked.

"Good. Worn out. Satisfied," she said with a smile. She then added, "and horny."

My father stood up and gave her a kiss. "Well, it's about bedtime, so that's good," he said. "Why don't you make the rounds tonight?" He glanced at me. "Why don't you start with your husband, and then you can finish with me?"

Sue pouted. "Do I have to?"

I was surprised when my father's face turned hard. "You fuck who I tell you to. Got it?"

"Yes, sir," she said sheepishly. She then took my hand, and we headed to the guest room.

Once in the room, Sue dropped her robe and asked, "So, what hole do you want to start with? You didn't get any earlier, so I bet your balls are full."

As I stripped, I said, "Oh, I got some earlier. I had my turn after you passed out."

"Oh, that's exciting," she moaned. "Did you clean me up, or take me sloppy?"

"You were very fucking sloppy. It was amazing. It was like I was fucking a bowl of mashed potatoes. You stunk of cum and pussy and ass. You were fucking awesome."

She stepped forward and kissed me, fondling my limp dick. "So again, what hole do you want to start with?"

I kissed her for a while but found that I wasn't getting hard. She noticed and asked, "What's wrong?"

I felt nervous and embarrassed, but I answered honestly. "I don't think I can get excited about you until after someone else has had you."

Her face registered surprise. "Really? I guess you are a certified cuckold now. What do you want to do?"

I looked at her and said, "Go let the others have you and come back after you're a mess."

She gave me a quick kiss and, with a big smile, said, "It'll be my pleasure."


Epilogue

The next day, I went home, leaving my wife at my father's house.

For the last couple of years, she has lived with him and has been passed around to all of his friends, while my brothers regularly visit and have sex with her.

I see her every week or two in person, usually on a day that my father has multiple friends over for a gang-bang or train. He and my brothers know I like her best after she's been used hard by multiple men.

John likes to FaceTime me when he goes over to have sex with her and never disappoints in how he degrades her. They now like to do bondage scenes, so Sue is regularly tied to furniture or sometimes outside in the woods while John tries to stretch all of her holes and leaves her with at least two creampies and lots of bruises and hickeys.

Jim is still sensitive to the fact that she's my wife and is thoughtful in a weird way. For my birthday, he sent her to my house with two of his large Black friends who proceeded to brutally fuck her brains out with her while I watched. They left her worn out on the floor for me, then went home. The sex afterwards was great, and she was just as stretched out and loose as that time in the house after my brothers and father had her. She had no way home, so she spent the night in my bed, then I brought her back to my father's house.

Over that time, she's accumulated a couple more tattoos, most notably a large tramp stamp that reads "slut" and a tattoo on the back of her neck that reads "free use."

I know it seems weird, but it feels like the way life should be. I spend a lot of time fantasizing about what she's doing with other men and get to see her often enough to keep that physical connection.

The last time I went to visit, my brothers and father pulled a train on her while she was tied across the coffee table. After they finished multiple rounds, I took her to the guest room and had my turn with her.

She mentioned she was thinking about having a baby and asked me if I'd like to have another brother. I can only imagine my father's face and words if that were to happen.
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Peaches is always open to new storylines, so be sure to share your requests in your ratings comments!  Also be sure to check out her other works from her Amazon Author Page .
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Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined.

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she ' do whatever he wants. ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent

Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.

Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.

Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.

But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.

Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.
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Laura The Party Favor: My Wife Becomes the Company Whore

Steve tells his wife Laura about his fantasy of sharing her with other men, then encourages her to try it. When she starts dating another man, he finally gets his wish. As she becomes bolder and finds other men, Steve begins to wonder how far his sweet wife will go, especially because she won't tell him who she is dating.

When she begins to openly cuckold him, he finally finds out what kind of woman his wife has become, and his fantasy is pushed beyond his wildest imagination as she boldly becomes the Company Girl in more ways than one.
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors , an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld , she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire , orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.

Contains themes of interracial sex, group sex, a black bull, cuckoldry, cheating wives, public sex, bisexual acts and prostitution.
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