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   ‘You’re wearing THAT?!’ I asked my wife Ashley as I saw her stashing a miniscule blue bikini into her purse. 
 
   She sighed deeply. ‘Yes, Jim, I am. You’re not going to be a stick-in-the-mud are you? I told you, you don’t HAVE to go if you don’t want to.’
 
   ‘It’s your company’s annual party, of course I’m going! Do you not want me there?’
 
   ‘Of course I do honey, but I want to have fun as well. I’m going to be mingling with my colleagues, and I’m not going to spend all night hovering around you. Don’t get one of your grumpy moods.’
 
   ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ I asked dejected.
 
   She shrugged. ‘Sometimes when you drink you get grumpy. These people are all more… my age. I understand if you don’t want to come.’ 
 
   It’s true that my wife Ashley was quite a bit younger than me. While I was in my early forties, she was only in her mid-twenties. We met through work. I have a job in finance, and she works in marketing. When my company hired her firm we got in touch, and we hit off right away. This was only a year ago. I hadn’t met any of her colleagues, but I knew her work-place was quite a bit different than mine. The company I worked at was a very conservative, traditional one. Dress-code, the works. On the other hand, Ashley worked at a free-spirited marketing firm, with very different rules of conduct. I used to get very jealous when I saw the short skirts and low-cut tops she would wear to work, but eventually I realized she lived and worked in a different environment, and it was just something I would had to accept. And so I did. Every Friday she would go out for colleagues with drinks, and I had never been invited. No spouses allowed, she told me. This pool party was the first company outing that was open to spouses, so there was absolute no way I was not going. I wanted to see with my own eyes what Ashley was surrounded with every day.
 
   ‘Nonsense. I’m coming.’
 
   ‘Alright,’ she said, ‘but don’t say I didn’t warn you. These guys can party pretty hard.’
 
   ‘I’ve partied plenty in my day, I think I’ll survive,’ I said with a chuckle.
 
   She smiled. ‘If you say so dear.’
 
    
 
   The drive over we were both quiet. I could sense Ashley was not too pleased with our earlier conversation, but I figured she would get over it after a few drinks. I didn’t like how I was always cut out of her work-activities – it made me feel unappreciated, not to mention old. Of course I didn’t have to energy to party every weekend like she did, but from time to time I could still pull my weight. 
 
   We pulled up to a gigantic mansion perched on a hill-top, overlooking the city.
 
   ‘Whoa, this place is amazing,’ I blurted out.
 
   ‘It’s my bosses,’ Ashley said casually.
 
   ‘Seriously?’
 
   ‘Uh-huh.’
 
   I knew Ashley’s work was going well, but I hadn’t imagined it was going quite this well. The place was simply huge. Parked in front were dozens of luxurious cars. I suddenly felt quite poor as we arrived in our beat-up sedan. 
 
   Standing by the front door was a young guy wearing nothing but shorts, from the looks of it he could not a day over twenty. He was broad-shouldered, with a dynamite jawline and a sixpack to die for. I hated him already. 
 
   ‘Ashley, you made it!’ He said with a big smile. ‘And you… brought you husband,’ he said, sounding surprised. 
 
   ‘Hi Chad.’ Ashley greeted him with three kisses. ‘This is my husband, Jim.’
 
   I shook his hand, and he nearly crushed mine in his vice-like grip. 
 
   ‘Welcome. The party is out back. You can get dressed upstairs, just pick a room, there’s plenty to choose from. Drinks are in the kitchen. Have fun!’
 
   We thanked him and walked in. The mansion was as stunning on the inside as on the outside. The entire floor was made of marble, with tapestry lining the walls and Greek statues adorning the bottom of the enormous staircase. 
 
   While I was staring at the luscious decorations, Ashley walked up the stairs as if she’d been here countless times before. ‘I’ll catch you out back,’ she said casually to me, and then she turned the corner and she was gone. 
 
   I could see the party through glass doors. Everyone there seemed to be scarcely dressed, incredibly young and enormously fit. I felt horribly out of place. I thought my figure was quite good for my age, but it was nothing compared to these studs. But it was too late to back out now. Ashley had warned me about this, but and I had been too pigheaded to listen… so now I had to suck it up and deal with it. I owned it to Ashley.
 
   I walked up the stairs and found an empty room to change in. There were literally tens of rooms to choose from, each fully furnished with a bed and everything. I wondered why Ashley’s boss needed so many bedrooms. How many guests could a person have?
 
   I put my swim trunks on and looked in the mirror. I should work out more. I sucked in my gut, took a deep breath and descended down the stairs. I wish Ashley wouldn’t have left me alone – I knew none of her colleagues, and everyone would probably wonder who that weird old guy was, I thought to myself. I resigned myself to drinking alone for the rest of the day. I’d stay out of Ashley’s hair, let her have her fun, and hopefully I could get her to leave at a respectable time.
 
   I walked in the kitchen and fixed myself a scotch. As I took my first sip a big-breasted blonde walked into the kitchen.
 
   ‘Hi, you must be Jim! So nice to meet you, I’m Kelly. Ashley told me so much about you!’
 
   ‘Good things I hope!’ I said.
 
   ‘Of course,’ she laughed. She had an infectious smile. We made some small-talk, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her body. Ashley was gorgeous, but this woman oozed pure sex. Her tits were impossibly huge – they must have been fakes. But fake or not, they were definitely working. She wore a tiny yellow bikini, covering not much more than her areoles. Her body was tanned and curvy in all the right places.
 
   ‘I see you like my bikini,’ she said as she caught me looking.
 
   ‘Sorry,’ I answered, caught red handed. 
 
   ‘Don’t be, that’s what I’m wearing for, isn’t it?’ She turned around, showing me her back. I hadn’t noticed earlier that her bikini-bottom was only a yellow thong! From the back she was almost completely naked except for a small piece of string.
 
   ‘How does it look?’ She asked.
 
   ‘Uhhhh great’, I stammered. Her ass looked so amazing I wanted to stuff my face in it, or at the very least give a nice hard smack.
 
   She wiggled her butt at me. ‘You don’t think my ass is too big?’
 
   ‘No, no, it’s just right,’ I mumbled like an idiot.
 
   Kelly laughed. She was obviously enjoying making me uncomfortable. ‘Good boy,’ she said as she turned back around. I was now pitching an obvious tent in my trunks, and she patted my cock through the fabric. I jumped at this sudden intimate touch. 
 
   ‘There’s more where that came from, tiger,’ she said with a wink as she sauntered out the door.
 
   She left me dazed and confused. What the hell just happened? I fixed myself another scotch – a double this time – to calm my nerves and let my erection subside. Is this what Ashley meant when she said her colleagues could get quite rowdy? I hoped that my wife wasn’t as flirtatious as this Kelly had been with me, but I had a sinking feeling in my stomach and I feared for the worse.
 
   After I had once again gathered my courage I walked out back. I could barely believe my eyes. There was a large swimming pool and two different hot tubs, each one large enough to fit at least ten people. There must have been thirty people in total, some lounging by the pool, some relaxing in the tub. As I had feared I stuck out like a sore thumb, as Ashely’s colleagues were without exception young hardbodies. 
 
   I saw Ashley talking to Kelly. Kelly was whispering something into her ear, and Ash burst out laughing, nearly spilling her drink. Kelly then motioned towards me, and Ash turned around, waving me over to her. Where they talking about me?
 
   I set my fears aside and strove over there.
 
   ‘Hi honey,’ Ashley said with a broad smile plastered on her face. I was glad to see her foul mood had been lifted. ‘I heard you just had the pleasure of meeting Kelly,’ she said with a glint in her eye.
 
   ‘I did,’ I said. How much did she know? ‘Are you having a good time?’ I asked her.
 
   ‘I most certainly am.’ 
 
   I chatted with Ashley and Kelly for a while, and slowly I started to feel more at peace. Even though Ashley’s colleagues might all be twenty years younger than me, that didn’t mean I still couldn’t have a good time.
 
   ‘You must be Jim,’ I heard a deep, dark voice say behind me. I turned around and was shocked to see a nearly seven foot tall black man extending his hand towards mine. He was shirtless and his chest was so broad, he was nearly twice as large as me!
 
   I shook his hand, but his hand dwarfed mine. I wondered if he registered my hand shake at all.
 
   ‘That’s right, I’m Jim. And you are..?’
 
   ‘My name is Marcellus. I am Ashley’s boss.’
 
   I stared back at him, shock probably registering on my face. Ashley had never told me her boss was a giant of a man, and black at that!
 
   ‘How do you like my place?’
 
   ‘It’s amazing,’ I stammered.
 
   Ashley touched my arm. ‘I’m going to go talk to Chad, alright honey?’ Before I had a chance to respond she had walked off. Marcellus asked me some questions about my line of work, and I got caught up in a conversation with him. I wanted to keep my eye on Ash, but she was gone from my view. Every time I tried to end the conversation Marcellus roped me back in with a new question, and I didn’t want to risk offending him so I politely answered all his enquiries. By the time he was sated at least forty-five minutes had passed, and still I had not seen a sign of my young wife.
 
   By now my heart was beating in my throat and my palms were sweat. Where the hell could she be?
 
   I walked into the house, scanning my view for a glimpse of my wife. Kelly saw me looking around, distressed.
 
   ‘You lookin’ for Ash, darling?’ She asked me, clearly drunk by this point.
 
   ‘Yes, have you seen her?’
 
   ‘Oh don’t worry about her, why don’t you join me outsi-’
 
   ‘Where IS she, Kelly?!’ I insisted. By now my stomach was in knots, and it felt like everyone was looking at me, snickering to themselves.
 
   ‘She and Chad are just discussing… business, that’s all.’
 
   I could have sworn I heard a few muted laughs at Kelly’s comment.
 
   ‘Oh look, there she is!’
 
   I turned around and Ashley was walking down the stairs. Her hair was tussled and I noticed a very visible blush on her cheeks. She was reapplying her lipstick that looked a bit smudged. If it wasn’t my wife I would have sworn she had that post-sex glow. But Ashley certainly never would…
 
   ‘Hi honey,’ Ashley said, slurring her words.
 
   ‘How much have you had to drink? And where were you, for that matter?’ I asked, annoyed.
 
   Ashley leaned forward and planted her lips firmly against mine, slipping her tongue into my mouth. ‘Oh calm down babybuns, I’m just partyin’. And I was discussing a project with Chad. He’s my partner at the office. Chill honey.’
 
   Her kiss tasted a bit…funny. I couldn’t quite place it but it was an oddly familiar, yet weird, taste. 
 
   ‘Whatever,’ I shrugged. 
 
   ‘Let’s just get some burgers, you’ll feel better,’ Ash said as she took my arm and led me outside. I saw Chad as we walked past, and he winked at me with a smug smile. Jerk.
 
   Marcellus had several large barbeques lined up outside, and was busy flipping burgers. We both ate some, and I did start feeling better. All that hard liquor on my empty stomach had made me a bit paranoid and jealous, and I probably overreacted, I thought to myself.
 
   Suddenly I heard a loud yelp coming from the pool. One of Ash’s co-workers had yanked a girl’s top off, and was holding it up high in the air. She was laughing and jumping up and down, trying to get her top back, without success. She made no attempt to cover her large breasts.
 
   I couldn’t help but stare, and Ashley elbowed me gently in the ribs.
 
   ‘Not so bad party after all, huh?’ She joked.
 
   I wasn’t sure how to react. Was I supposed to look? Was it rude? Would it be rude not to? While it turned me on, I was also quite uncomfortable. Everybody acted like it was no big deal at all. Was this considered normal behavior at Ashley’s company?
 
   Marcellus noticed my awkward stance.
 
   ‘You feeling alright, Jim? I hope you don’t mind. The party is just getting started. You’re free to leave, I wouldn’t hold it against you.’
 
   ‘Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,’ I lied. ‘Do you want to go?’ I asked Ashley, hopeful.
 
   ‘What? It’s just getting started. I told you it could get quite rowdy,’ Ashley said unapologetically. ‘You can go if you want.’
 
   ‘No, that’s okay,’ I said. I did not like where this was going. I finished my drink in silence.
 
   Marcellus was right – it had only been the beginning of the festivities. The girl in the pool quickly halted her attempts to retrieve her top and resigned to remaining topless – though she didn’t seem to mind, judging from her big smile. Other women soon followed suit, and ten minutes later, almost all the women were topless, playing around in the pool.
 
   Ashley was still standing next to me. I could sense she wanted to join them, but felt awkward in my presence. Suddenly someone hugged me from behind – and I felt two pair of naked tits press into my back.
 
   ‘Hey you two, why don’t you join the party?’
 
   It was Kelly. She stood next to me and my eyes nearly popped out of my head. She had two large double D’s bolted onto her chest, glistening with water. 
 
   ‘I, uhh,’ I stammered.
 
   ‘What, never seen a pair of these before?’ Kelly asked teasingly as she squeezed her luscious tits. My cheeks turned bright red as I took a large sip of my drink.
 
   ‘Come on you party poopers, get in the pool,’ she said.
 
   ‘I’m, uhm, not feeling well,’ I lied through my teeth.
 
   ‘Well, why don’t you take a seat then?’
 
   ‘I, uh, alright.’
 
   ‘Good, then I’ll take Ashley.’
 
   Damn it, I had walked right into her trap. I sat down on a lounge chair by the pool as Kelly in one quick motion ripped Ashley’s top off. Her big natural breasts spilled out. Her tits weren’t as large as Kelly’s, but Ashley was all natural.
 
   The entire party cheered as her tits came into view. I hadn’t noticed everyone was staring at us – and that Ashley was the last woman still fully dressed. I saw Ashley blush, but from her bright smile she enjoyed the attention. I had never known she was an exhibitionist – it was something we had never explored. I wondered why. Was it because of my jealousy?
 
   She joined the party in the pool, and I watched from my chair, the sinking feeling in my stomach intensifying. While the play was harmless, I felt incredibly jealous. The men seemed to swarm around Ashley, she was very popular. With so many people in the pool I couldn’t quite see what was going on – and I had no idea what was going on under water. For all I knew all the guys could be feeling her up under water. 
 
   Marcellus handed me another scotch. 
 
   ‘Here, you’ll need this.’
 
   I thanked him, not knowing whether that was meant friendly or as a threat. I took a deep sip and looked back to the pool.
 
    
 
   Ashley had climbed out and was walking to the hot tub, hand in hand with Chad. She was laughing and obviously enjoying his company very much. As they got in the water they scooted very close to each other in the tub – to close to my liking. Chad was whispering something into her ear, and from the looks of it she was listening very intensely. Her brow was slightly furrowed, like she was having trouble thinking straight. 
 
   I noticed Chad’s hand was moving rhythmically under the surface. He must be really be trying to prove a point, from the way his arm kept making the same circular motions. Ashley’s mouth was now wide open – what was Chad telling her that was so shocking? Suddenly her whole body shook, and she threw her head back and closed her eyes blissfully. After resting for a few moments, Chad leaned back and closed his eyes as Ashley’s arm was now moving up and down in the water. I stared bewildered. What in earth could those two be up to?
 
   Ashley stood up, her large breasts shimmering with drops of water, and I hoped she was coming to look for me. However, Chad grabbed her by her waist and pulled her onto his lap. She laughed as if it was no big deal. We’re going to have a proper conversation about boundaries, I thought to myself.
 
   I kept my eyes on those two. Ashley made no intention of getting up, and to my shock, she even started grinding on his lap! I was shocked to see my prim and proper wife behave like such a wanton slut. Going topless okay, while I did not like it, perhaps it was different for the youth. But grinding on her co-workers lap? That was seriously crossing the line.
 
   Chad wrapped his large hands around her waist and started bouncing her up and down. Her breasts jiggled lewdly with each bounce, and a few people looked over and snickered at their predicament. Ashley's mouth was hanging wide open, her cheeks flushed a bright pink. If she wasn’t wearing her bikini-bottoms I would have sworn she was having sex right there and then. Surely that wasn’t the case, and she was just having a thrill by teasing her co-worker… right?
 
   A few eyes wandered my way, but I avoided all eye-contact. I felt jealous and humiliated. How could Ashley do this to me? I was her husband, I provided for her, and now she was dry-humping a guy she worked with daily while her entire company could see – and could also see I was doing nothing to stop it. Was this what she was doing every Friday night? I thought to myself, horrified at the possibility that his could have been going on underneath my nose the entire time we’ve been together.
 
   No, that’s impossible. Ashley would never do that. She’s just had too much to drink, and Chad was taking advantage of her. 
 
   But why wasn’t I interfering? Isn’t that my duty as a husband? What kind of guy just lets this happen? Was it my fault for not stepping in? Was Ashley doing this to make me jealous, and to pay me back for being so protective of her? 
 
   These thoughts were swimming through my mind while my stomach was doing summersaults. My palms were sweaty and my mouth dry. Just as I was taking myself into going over and there and putting a stop to this, Chad seemed to give a few final, hard thrusts with his pelvis against Ashley’s bottom. He then laid down, resting his head on the edge of the tub, a smug smile on his face.
 
   Thank god that was over.
 
   Ashley stood up and – my heart skipped a beat as my world came crumbling down. Her bikini bottoms were around her ankles. She was standing in the hot tub, completely naked. A few guys cheered and hollered as they got a glimpse of her pussy. She blushed and pulled her bottoms up.
 
   My blood ran cold. Did she just fuck him? Did Chad just fucking fuck my wife in front of everyone while I sat there and watched?! This was turning into the worst day of my life. I had never felt so humiliated and out of place than at that very moment. 
 
   Ashley walked into the house as if nothing out of the ordinary had just transpired. Some other jock heads joined Chad in the ‘tub, and every single one high fived him. I felt sick to my stomach. And for some twisted reason, my own dick was as hard as a rock and throbbing like crazy. Was I getting off on this? This had gone too far. I was putting a stop to this, right now. 
 
   I readied myself  and tried to stand up – I had been hitting the sauce pretty hard and I was drunk as hell – but as soon I stood up, I was pulled back into the chair. 
 
   ‘What the -,’  I struggled as I fell back down.
 
   ‘Relax, cowboy,’ a sultry voice whispered into my ear from behind.
 
   Kelly.
 
   She climbed onto my lap. She too had discarded her bikini bottom and was as naked as the day she was born. I had been so focused on Ashley I hadn’t noticed what the other partygoers were up to. A quick scan around the pool showed that everyone was now hooking up with everyone – and half of the party had retreated into the house. Which is where Ashley went. 
 
   ‘I have to get Ashley,’ I said resolutely, my words slurred. 
 
   Kelly pushed her naked ass down on me, and she could no doubt feel my hard erection straining against the thin fabric of my trunks.
 
   ‘Mmm, what do we have here,’ she cooed as her hands ran down my chest.
 
   ‘No, stop,’ I protested, albeit weakly.
 
   ‘You have to relax, Jim,’ she whispered into my ear as her hands slid into my briefs. She wrapped her manicured fingers around my throbbing erection, and I couldn’t help but let out a low guttural moan. 
 
   ‘That’s it baby, let it out. Unwind. Give in to me.’
 
   ‘Oh god,’ I groaned. I couldn’t believe this sex goddess was jacking me off. If you had told my yesterday I would have let a big-titted bimbo jerk me off after watching my wife get creampied by a beach blonde stud, I would have called you crazy. And now, it was actually happening.
 
   I gasped for air as she kissed my neck roughly, biting into it as she jacked my cock up and down. My hands found their way to her large breasts. I squeezed them roughly. 
 
   ‘Oh yeah baby, you love my tits, don’t you?’
 
   ‘They’re so fucking huge,’ I heard myself say. 
 
   She pushed my face into her chest, smothering me with her large tits. ‘Suck my tits baby, that’s it, suck my tits!’
 
   I obeyed her commands as I went to town on her bosom, roughly sucking on both of her nipples. 
 
   With one quick jerk she pulled my trunks down. I looked down at her wet pussy, her pubes trimmed perfectly into a straight line leading right to her honey pot. She grabbed the base of my cock and lined it up with her pussy.
 
   ‘Holy shit,’ I muttered. 
 
   Kelly sat down hard on my lap, my dick sliding easily inside of her. My cock was buried to the hilt in her wet cunt. ‘Oh YES,’ she cried out loudly. 
 
   She started bouncing up and down my lap, and I held on to her tits as she rode my cock. All thoughts of Ashley had left my mind – all I could think of was unleashing my cum into this beautiful bronzed whore. 
 
   ‘Oh yes, oh yes, Oh – OH – OH – YES – FUCK ME JIM – YES,’ Kelly cried on the top of her lungs, her voice filling the night’s sky.
 
   ‘I’m going to fill you with my cum, you bitch,’ I grunted lewdly in reply. 
 
   Kelly grabbed the back of my neck roughly. ‘Yeah, cum in me! Cum in me! Am I your little bitch?!’
 
   ‘You’re a little bitch whore!’ I moaned. ‘You’re a good for nothing bitch, I’m gonna fill you up. That’s all you are, a cum guzzling little whore.’ 
 
   I was surprised by the filth that was coming from my own mouth. I had never said anything like that, but then again, I had never hate-fucked someone before. 
 
   ‘Ohhh Jim, who knew you were such a dom?’ Kelly teased me. She roughly twisted my nipples, and I screamed in pain. In response I slapped her ass hard, before roughly jamming my thumb up her ass.
 
   Kelly let out a pleasurable howl in response. ‘YES, YES, YES,’ she moaned. ‘YES I’M COMING! YES!’
 
   She rode me hard as her orgasm washed over. She bucked up and down, her face scrunched into a mix of pleasure of pain. Her groans sent me over the edge, and I unleashed my cum inside of her.
 
   ‘Oh yes, I can feel you cumming! Cum in me big boy, give me that cum! Oh yessss,’ she moaned as I shot load after load of my seed deep inside her cunt. All the frustration, the anger and the jealously flowed out of me.
 
   I collapse, exhausted. Kelly planted several kisses on my neck and chest.
 
   ‘Thank you, lover,’ she said with a wicked smile as she got off my lap. My cum leaked from her pussy, running down her thigh. She dipped her finger in and tasted my seed. ‘Mmm,’ she moaned erotically. 
 
   I had met such a wicked woman.
 
   No wonder Ashley had gotten so out of control, my inner voice said, if this was her example. 
 
   Suddenly I regained my senses. Ashley!
 
   Where the bloody hell was she? How much time had passed? 
 
   I got up quickly, stuffing my softening erection back into my trunks. I speed walked into the house. I saw several couples fucking by the pool. One blonde girl was getting double penetrated on a lounge chair – one guy was drilling her asshole while another cock was filling her pussy. Right next to them, two girls were 69-ing. I couldn’t believe my eyes – I had never seen such a depraved orgy. I always thought orgies were for old people, bored with their sex lives with a desire to spice things up. Yet everyone here was in the prime of their life. Young and drop dead gorgeous. 
 
   I feared the worse for Ashley. I walked into the house – and the moans and sounds of flesh slapping against flesh became louder and louder. 
 
   As I turned the corner and walked into the living room all my worst fears were realized. 
 
   Sprawled out on the leather couch was unmistakably the love of my life. She was naked, her legs spread wide – and Marcellus was between them. His big black frame was moving up and down, and from behind I could see how his thick cock was sliding in and out of her most sacred hole – without protection. Her cunt was stretched to limits I had never reached. Marcellus’ cock was large and thick.
 
   I walked up close and saw Chad was kneeling by her head, his own large cock stuffed into her mouth. Ashley was sucking on it greedily, coaxing the cum out of his balls. A bunch of jocks were lined up behind him, all awaiting their turn. 
 
   ‘Come on man,’ one of them complained. ‘You’ve had your turn Chad, you’ve creamed that pussy twice already.’
 
   Twice? I knew now he had fucked her in the tub, but… suddenly, it clicked. When I was talking to Marcellus outside, and Ash was discussing ‘business’ with Chad upstairs, they must have been having sex instead! No wonder her hair was tussled, her cheeks were flushed, and everybody was snickering at me. 
 
   Was everyone in on this? Was the conversation with Marcellus just a stall tactic by him to allow my wife to fuck around? 
 
   My anger started rising to the surface again – and with it, my erection. I couldn’t help but grab my dick as Chad unleashed his cum on my pretty wife’s face, dousing her with his cum. She licked it up, hungry for more. 
 
   Chad was quickly replaced by one of his mates, and the show repeated itself. All the while Marcellus kept pounding his large black cock into her. I watched as man after man added his cum to Chad’s, covering my young bride in seed from head to toe. She sucked eagerly on every cock, crazy for their cum. I had never seen anything like it, and I could not look away. 
 
   I found myself getting in the line, and soon, I was standing in front of my wife, my cock hard, as I watched Marcellus slam his cock into her. I grabbed her by her hair and pushed my cock into her mouth.
 
   I made eye-contact with her. She smiled mischievously at me.
 
   ‘I’m glad you decided to join the party,’ she moaned with my cock in her mouth.
 
   ‘Shut up and suck my dick,’ I said brashly, and with one hard thrust I pushed my cock down her throat. I fucked her face hard. This was not tender, it was not loving: it was raw and hard.
 
   My eyes stayed glued to her tiny cunt being split apart by Marcellus’s big black cock. He fucked her tirelessly, and I knew her pussy would never feel the same again as I blew my load down her throat. Ashley gaggled and struggled, but I held her head tight and forced her to swallow every last drop of my seed. 
 
   After my orgasm I was pushed to the side by another guy eager to take my place. I crashed down in one of the chairs and watched the gangbang play out. Marcellus finally added his load into her dripping wet snatch after pounding her for a solid hour. Her pussy was now so stretched out that the next guy opted to fuck her in the ass – and Ashley didn’t hesitate for a hot second. I couldn’t believe it, but over the course of the next few hours I watched at least ten different guys fuck her in the mouth, pussy, and ass. 
 
   When the orgy was winding down, I lifted Ashley up and carried her to our car. She was passed out, no doubt overwhelmed by the sex marathon she had just endured. She was still leaking cum from every orifice. I drove home – by now I had sobered up. I laid her down in our marital bed and crashed down beside her. 
 
   The next morning I woke up with her body wrapped tightly around mine.
 
   ‘Hi baby,’ she said, her voice hoarse. 
 
   I gave her a hard kiss. ‘Hi.’
 
   ‘So… you’re not mad at me?’
 
   ‘I… don’t know,’ I said truthfully. ‘I do know I love you. But I wasn’t expecting… that.’
 
   ‘I told you it would be a wild party’, Ash joked.
 
   ‘Yeah, no shit!’ We both laughed. 
 
   We were both quiet for a minute.
 
   ‘So… when’s the next one?’ I broke the silence.
 
   Her eyes twinkled. ‘Soon.’
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ###
 
   Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed it! 
 
   If you want something hot & free, subscribe to my monthly newsletter! You’ll receive a totally free, absolutely naughty story, and you’ll be kept up to date with my newest releases as well! 
 
   http://eepurl.com/Sxflv
 
   ***
 
   Still want more?
 
   Sign up for the Naughty List! You get FREE erotica books just by signing up to The Naughty List, along with a daily newsletter packed to the brim with discounts, deals, and tons of freebies from all your favorite authors!
 
   http://bit.ly/OctY1x
 
    
 
   Other books in the Watching my Wife series
 
   Taken in the Tub
 
   Peter was planning on spending the night alone with his wife Amy, but she invited their newly single next door neighbor Dwayne over for dinner. A few drinks turn into many, and soon enough, they decide to move the party to the hot tub.
 
    
 
   When Amy needles Dwayne for not getting any, he reveals his secret... women are scared of the size of his manhood! Amy doesn't believe him for a second, and dares him to prove it...
 
    
 
   Taken in the Sauna
 
   It is the first day of Jack and Jessica's honeymoon, and they've left their small town behind and headed to Honolulu. Thousands of miles away from all their friends and family, they can finally cut loose.
 
    
 
   They go to their five-star resort's sauna separately, looking for a bit of adventure. What they will find there is more that they can handle: two football players, taking a break from practice..
 
    
 
   Can Jessica resist these two studs, or will she let things heat up... ?
 
    
 
   Taken in the Stripclub
 
   Amy has always harbored one secret, unfulfilled fantasy: To be the center of attention in a room filled with men. And tonight, that fantasy will become a reality. 
 
    
 
   Her boyfriend John's army buddies are in town, and Amy knows they are going to hit up the local stripclub. She also knows that same club is accepting newcomers. She plans to surprise her boyfriend on stage, but her plot quickly goes awry when she is ushered to the back by a bouncer and her boyfriend's friends visit her for private dances... 
 
    
 
   How far will she let them go.. ?
 
    
 
   Taken by the Team
 
   Up-and-coming sports reporter Amy Johnson is reporting on her very first Big Game when she gets swept up in the locker room celebration. Her husband Tim has to wait outside, denied by security, as his young bride parties with a whole football team, each player filled to the brim with testosterone just begging to explode. All the while he can hear exactly what is going on inside through Amy's microphone...
 
    
 
    More books by Emilia Steele
 
   If you liked this story and would like to read more, these stories will be right up your alley.
 
    
 
   The Photo Shoot
 
   Michael and Emma are celebrating their honeymoon in Jamaica when Michael surprises her: He has arranged a glamour photo shoot on the beach by a tall, dark and handsome local for her. Emma is hesitant at first, but with two sexy men encouraging her to let her hair down, she gives into temptation. What starts as a tame photo shoot quickly heats up when a nude male model is introduced..
 
    
 
   Betting on my Wife
 
   When Jay’s girlfriend leaves him, Mark treats his best friend to a night on the town. Jay is in a foul mood however, having lost his faith in dating. “All women are whores! They all just want the black D. Even your wife!” he tells his friend. “You're wrong, Amber is not like that. She’s faithful. Want to bet?” 
 
    
 
   Those words will change all of their lives, as Mark lets his muscular black friend attempt to seduce his wife. Will Amber be able to resist… or will she give into temptation?
 
   
Connect with Emilia Steele
 
   Visit my author page: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele/
 
   You can reach me directly at emiliasteele@gmail.com.
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