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Chapter 1

“Maggie, which hole do you want it in?” The strapping young man asked. His skin glistened with sweat from working in the yard on the hottest day of the year.

My eyes wandered down his chiseled body, my eyes pausing where his jeans hugged below his navel and the dark hair trailing downward, out of sight. He noticed my eyes lingering and adjusted his pants.

“The plant. Where did you want me to put it? The hole closest to the house, or further back?” He grinned.

Fuck, pull it together. This wasn’t like me. Ryan was inside, sleeping in after a late night at the office. He was always so tired and our sex life had taken a major hit since he accepted his new job. Then Mason started doing our yardwork. A freshman in college, he needed the money, and I found an outlet for my pent-up desires.

“The one closes to the house. I’ll pour you some cold iced tea.” I said as I traced a finger down my open cleavage.

Mason smiled. “You know, your neighbor is watching.”

I glanced up to see Miranda peering through her curtain.

“Let her watch. I get what she wants.” I said, stepping in front of the muscular hunk. Feeling the heat from his body, I ran my hand down his glistening chest.

Mason grabbed my ass, squeezing hard, pulling me against his hips. “Such a naughty slut.” he slipped his finger underneath my panties to feel my wet heat.

Gasping, I giggled. “Oh, the rumors this will cause.”

“Rumors? The whole fucking town knows by now.”

I made eye contact with Miranda, gawking through her window as Mason’s fingers slipped inside of me.

“Fuck, you are so wet. Such a slutty little bitch.”

I lifted my leg, wrapping it around him as he teased me. He freed my tit with his other hand and brought it to his mouth. I gasped in ecstasy.

“Should we wake your tired husband?”

Giggling, I reached down to unzip his pants.

“Nah, let him sleep,” I replied, my voice slightly breathy. My fingers trembled as I unzipped the fly of his jeans, revealing his engorged erection straining against the fabric.

Mason's eyes locked with mine, and there was a hunger in them I couldn't ignore. I wrapped my hand around his shaft, gently stroking him as I leaned in to kiss him, our lips connecting with a passionate fervor. His arms encircled me, pulling me against his chest as we kissed hungrily, our tongues exploring each other's mouths.

Miranda was still watching and I kissed his neck, grinning. The sound of the garage door opening jumped me and I turned to see my husband standing in the open frame. He stood quietly, watching.

“Oh, there he is. He knows when his wife is getting her daily fucking.” Mason said, slipping his cock into my aching pussy.

Ryan's eyes met mine for a moment, his expression a mix of shock and lust. He stepped into the yard, closer to us, adjusting his own pants as he approached. An undeniable sexual tension hung heavy in the air. He ran his hands through his hair.

“What the fuck is this?”

Grinding my hips against Mason, I could feel his cock buried deep inside of me. Digging my nails into his back, I gasped in delight.

Mason didn’t let my husband pacing near us bother him and kept his pace. “Stop acting like you didn’t know. She’s been begging for a good fucking daily.”

My orgasm continued to build and the exhilaration of knowing my husband finally knew added to the excitement.

“Sit down, baby. Enjoy the show.” I said, panting.

Mason lifted my other leg and held me up like a doll, pounding into me with rapid thrusts. His balls banged against my slit with each thrust.

“Fuck. Oh fuck. So fucking good.” I moaned.

Reaching around, I pulled Ryan, still in shock, into a kiss.

His hands fumbled with his belt and fly, releasing his own erection from his pants. I gasped as I felt him touching my ass, stroking the moist skin. Mason was still pounding me hard, his thrusts becoming more and more frantic.

“Now go take a seat with that little cock, bro. Let your wife enjoy this moment.”

Giggling, I winked at Ryan. “Go sit down. Have some iced tea and stroke to us, baby. This doesn’t have to be a problem.”

Ryan fell back to the chair and stroked slowly as Mason continued pounding my pussy with his massive cock.

Miranda disappeared from the window, leaving us in the privacy of our own little show. Ryan sat there, stroking his cock absentmindedly as he watched his wife being brutally fucked by our hot gardener.

I couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity of it all, but the pleasure was overwhelming. Mason's cock filled me up and his thrusts matched the rhythm of my arousal, driving me closer to the edge.

Ryan watched the scene intently, his erection hardening with each thrust of Mason’s cock into me. I could see the desire in his eyes, but also the confusion and betrayal.

Finally, I could hold back no longer. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, shaking my entire body as Mason pounded into me with renewed fervor. I screamed, my voice echoing through the yard, my pussy gripping his cock as I bounced against him.

“You know, I always wanted a situation like this,” Ryan said, adjusting his glasses. He had always been a quiet observer in our marriage, and now, for the first time, he seemed to take an active role.

I gritted my teeth as Mason continued to fuck me, his thrusts getting harder and deeper. I could feel his cock twitching inside of me, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he exploded.

“Oh my god, yes,” I cried, my voice shaking.

“Watch me fill her up, little cuck,” Mason said, straining. His cock swelled inside of me.

Finally, Mason let out a groan, his cock pulsing inside me as he unloaded his cum. I could feel his warmth spreading inside of me. A hot stream of cum dripped down my leg, overflowing from my pussy filled to the brim. Nothing like Ryan’s thin jizz.

Mason set me down and I leaned against him for support. My legs were still shaky from my orgasm. Glancing over at Ryan, I could see a thin stream of cum covering his hand.

“Did you enjoy the show, baby?”

Ryan looked shellshocked, but he nodded his head. “I don’t know what just happened.”

Mason laughed and clapped him on the back, his massive cock hanging between his legs, still oozing his thick cum. “You accept your fate as a cuck and let your slut wife have the cock she wants…my cock.”

I could sense the tension as I stood watching the two men. My pussy throbbed, sticky and wet with our sex.

“Lick her clean, cuck.” Mason said as he walked to the house.

Ryan looked at me, his eyes focused on my glistening pussy.

I sat down and spread my legs for him.

“Do as you’re told,” I whispered, my voice still shaky from my orgasm.

Ryan took a deep breath and leaned in, tentatively licking my pussy. His eyes met mine as he tasted the mixture of our cum, and I could see the betrayal and desire warring in his gaze.

Miranda's curtain fluttered, and I could feel her eyes on us as Ryan continued to lick me clean. This was our secret, our dark little game. Ryan would never admit it, but he had always fantasized about watching me with another man, and now he had the perfect opportunity to indulge in that fantasy.

As my husband continued to clean my pussy, I couldn’t help but wonder how many more times we would play out this twisted scenario. One thing was for sure, though – I knew I was hooked on the rush of being watched and the thrill of betraying him in front of him. I closed my eyes and let the pleasure wash over me. I moaned softly as his tongue danced over my swollen clit, sending shivers up and down my spine.

My orgasm crashed over me as Ryan continued licking my clit. He lifted his head to look at me, and I could see the hurt in his eyes. I pulled him close and whispered into his ear, guiding his cock into me.

“Shh..It’s OK, baby. I need more, you know that. But you are my husband.”

Ryan's eyes met mine, a mix of desire and anger brewing. He thrust into me slowly, matching the same rhythm Mason had. The sensation of our cocks filling me was incredible. I could feel Ryan's eyes on me, watching as I moaned in pleasure.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer to me. "Thank you for doing this, Ryan. You're my husband, and I need you to share this with me."

He moved his free hand to cup my breast, squeezing it gently. I could feel his erection pulsating against my clit with each thrust. The sound of his breathing matched mine, both of us lost in the moment.

Mason watched from the house, a satisfied grin on his face. I knew he had enjoyed my husband's reaction to the situation.

With a grunt, Ryan’s cock twitched inside of me, filling me with his cum.

My body trembled with the force of his release. As Ryan collapsed on top of me, panting heavily, I could feel the wetness of our mingled fluids between us. I looked up at him, our eyes locking in the aftermath of our passion.

"You are mine, Ryan," I whispered, my voice soft and husky. "But so is Mason.

Ryan nodded, meeting my gaze with a newfound understanding. "I understand, Maggie. I'll always be there for you, even if it means stepping back and sharing you with another man. It's just part of the game we're playing now."

I smiled and kissed him softly, our tongues meeting. I could tell he was struggling with the idea, but it turned him on.

“Now, let’s figure out how this will work.” I kissed him and pushed him off of me, his little cock slipping out from inside of me. Glancing up, I could see Mason in the doorway, smiling and clapping for Ryan.


Chapter 2

Ryan bustled around the kitchen cleaning up the dishes from dinner while I sat across from Mason.

“Hey cuck.” Mason hollered, “Do a good job and I bet your slut wife would let you fuck her after I’m done!”

I giggled as he pulled me out from the table, kneeling between my legs, and pulling down my panties.

“Fuck, look at that beautiful pussy,” he said as he kissed along my thighs.

My giggles turned into soft moans as Mason's experienced tongue danced around my sensitive folds. The sight of Ryan cleaning the dishes with a smirk on his face made me even more excited. This was our little twisted game, and the anticipation of his jealousy only heightened our desire.

I grabbed at Mason’s hair, pulling him to face me. “Let’s go to my bedroom.”

Mason grinned. “Hear that, little husband? I’m going to fuck your wife in your bed. If you’re good, she might let you fuck her, too.”

Ryan’s eyes widened and he set the plate he was drying down on the counter.

“Poor boy. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you blow your load, too.” I said, grinning.

Mason wrapped his massive arms around me and hoisted me over his shoulders. He slapped my ass, causing me to yelp, and turned me around to show me off to Ryan. “Look at this nice little ass that I’m going to spread apart with my cock.”

Ryan's smirk grew into a full-on grin as he watched Mason carry me towards our bedroom, his hands still dripping with dish soap. He knew exactly what was about to happen, and he was getting more aroused by the second.

With a final wink at Ryan, Mason deposited me onto the bed, spreading my legs wide as he climbed in between them. He teased my clit with his thumb, making it swell with excitement while he kissed and nibbled on my neck.

“Is that what you want, Ryan?” Mason asked, his voice low and throaty. “To watch as I make your wife come repeatedly? To see her respond to me in ways she's never responded to you?”

I bit my lip, moaning quietly as I felt Mason's erection press against my thigh. He was massive, and I knew it would take every ounce of self-control to not let him penetrate me at that moment. I could feel Ryan watching us, his breathing labored as he stood in the doorway, his eyes hungry with desire.

"I can't watch," Ryan admitted, his voice gruff with arousal. "I need to be a part of this."

Mason looked up from between my legs, smirking deviously. "Well, that's a shame, because you won’t be welcome long. I'm going to make your wife cum so hard she forgets all about you."

Ignoring my husband's words, I focused on the intense pleasure that Mason was providing. His fingers were now working in and out of me, as his thumb continued to tease my clit. Each thrust was sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body, and I knew I was close to an orgasm.

“Open the window, cuck. I want the entire neighborhood to hear what I’m doing to your wife. How much she wants it and what a slut she is.”

I giggled. “Yes, I’m your slut.”

Ryan hesitated for a moment before obeying Mason's command. He opened the window, feeling a tinge of humiliation at his wife's words. He couldn't help but feel turned on by the situation.

Mason wasted no time slipping a finger inside me, then two, filling me completely. I moaned loudly as he thrust his fingers in and out, his thumb still teasing my clit. My body writhed beneath him as the pleasure built, my moans getting louder with each passing second.

"That's it, slut. Take it," Mason growled. "You belong to me now."

As Mason fucked me with his fingers, I reached down and stroked Ryan's erection through his pants, feeling the heat of his desire. He groaned softly, his eyes never leaving us.

"Fuck, Ryan," I gasped. "Watch, you have to see how much I want this."

My moans grew louder, and I knew the scene enthralled Ryan. I felt his eyes on us, like a fly on the wall, a voyeur to our twisted game.

Mason leaned in closer to me, his breath hot on my skin. "Imagine how good it's going to feel when I finally slide this inside you. You're going to come so hard, you'll be begging me for more." He continued to taunt Ryan. "But he can't have any of you. You're mine and mine alone right now."

I glanced at my husband, locking eyes with him as Mason edged me closer to orgasm. Gripping the blankets, I squeezed and panted for breath.

“I’m going to come, baby. He’s making me come.”

Ryan unzipped his pants and pulled his cock free, already glistening with pre-cum.

“That’s right, baby. Stroke to us. Stroke to him, making me come.”

I watched Ryan's hand move faster, his eyes fixed on our tableau as Mason's fingers plunged in and out of me. He groaned softly, clearly struggling with his own desire to be part of this scene.

"You want to watch, huh?" Mason goaded him. "Well, we'll give you something to watch."

He repositioned himself and slowly guided his massive erection to my entrance. I gasped at the sensation of him entering me, stretch and filled in a way Ryan had never done.

"You like that, huh?" Mason asked smugly. "You like watching your wife get fucked by a real man?"

Ryan couldn't answer. His eyes locked on the sight of Mason's cock disappearing inside me. My own moans and gasps filled the room, punctuated by the sound of Mason's hips slapping against my ass.

“God, you are so big.” I moaned, writhing in pleasure.

Mason pulled my hands up over my head and pinned my wrists down with his weight. His thrusts were deep. “Oh, fuck. So fucking good.” I gasped.

Ryan could only watch, his hand still stroking himself, as Mason fucked me harder and faster than ever before. Mason's eyes never left mine, as if daring me to look at him, to acknowledge our twisted game.

And so I did. I looked into his eyes and gave him a nod, smiling up at him as he continued to fuck me like I was his personal plaything.

"That's it, baby," I moaned. "Make me cum. Let me feel your cock inside me. Make him see what a cock like yours can do to me."

Mason grinned and increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more erratic. His grunts filled the room, punctuating the sounds of our bodies as he plowed into me.

I let out a primal scream as my orgasm finally crashed over me, waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

The freedom of no longer hiding my trysts with Mason made me that much more excited. The weight lifted, and better yet, Ryan adjusted to this new situation nicely. I worried he’d be too hard-headed to accept that I needed more, but it was the opposite. He intently watched our bodies moving frantically against each other. His cock was rock hard in his hands - something he struggled with before. It was as if a spark was lit inside of him.

I bit my lip as Mason continued to thrust into me, pushing my body up and down with each push. Seeing Ryan mesmerized by the younger and stronger man fucking his wife in our marital bed coaxed another orgasm inside of me. I screamed, gripping Mason’s massive shoulders and squeezed him tight with my legs. His cock twitched at the pressure from my pussy, gripping him hard. Giggling, I threw my head back and lifted my tits to his mouth.

Mason, with a predator's grin, licked and sucked on my tits, eliciting a yelp of pleasure from me. Ryan was watching intently, his eyes full of hunger and lust, as if he wanted to be the one pleasing me, to make me feel this way.

A cold gust blew through the open window, chilling the room, but my body was still on fire. Mason's thrusts were relentless, and I felt as though I could keep going for hours. The feeling of being taken by another man, knowing that my husband was right there, witnessing everything, sent a thrill down my spine.

"Fuck, yes!" Mason groaned, his hips bucking rapidly. "You feel so fucking good!"

My eyes rolled back in pleasure as I moaned, my body shaking with the intensity of the orgasm. "More, more, oh god!"

"Keep going, Mason," I panted. "I want to see it. I want to make sure Ryan sees how hard you're making me come."

Mason's eyes locked on Ryan, who was now stroking himself furiously. His ragged breathing and wide eyes showed his desire.

"You enjoy watching me fuck your wife, Ryan?" Mason taunted, slamming into me even harder. "You like seeing how much she craves a real man?"

Ryan let out a choked groan, clearly struggling to keep himself in check. His hand moved faster, jerking himself off as he watched Mason's cock disappear inside of me.

"Cum for me, Ryan," I pleaded, my voice breathy and needy. "Cum while you watch me being fucked by a real man."

Mason's thrusts became more erratic, his grunts growing louder. He gritted his teeth, sweat dripping down his forehead as he pushed into me with every ounce of his strength.

"I'm cumming," he growled, his eyes locked on Ryan's. "Yeah, baby, feel my cock as I fill you up."

With a last thrust, Mason exploded inside me, his cum spilling deep inside my pussy. I gasped, clutching onto his back as he collapsed on top of me, still trembling from the intensity of our encounter.

Ryan's eyes widened as he watched Mason pull out, his erection glistening with our combined fluids. He slowly released his own orgasm, his body shaking as he spilled his seed onto the floor.

As we lay there, panting and spent, I could feel Ryan's gaze on us. Envy and awe filled his eyes; he couldn’t believe what he had just witnessed.

Mason lifted himself off of me as I lay, legs spread wide, and too exhausted to move.

“Look there, Ryan,” he pointed to my dripping pussy, “You see what I gave her? It’s not just hers.”

Ryan squinted, confused.

“It’s yours too. It’s time for you to commit to being a good husband for your wife and make sure she’s nice and clean for me. I’ll want seconds and I need her clean.”

Giggling, I snapped my fingers and pointed to my pussy. “You heard Mason, babe. C’mon.”

He crawled over to us and, with a nervous glance at Mason, cleaned me up. I sighed contentedly as his tongue lapped at my sensitive folds, easing the ache between my legs.

I reached down and stroked his hair as he tenderly licked away Mason’s cum from my aching and satisfied pussy. “Such a good man.” I said, moaning.

As Ryan finished cleaning me up, I rolled over onto my side, inviting him to slide inside of me. He looked to Mason for permission, but the younger man just nodded, a smirk on his face.

Ryan moved in behind me and with one thrust slide inside of me. He thrust fast, making me squirm. Seeing Mason fuck me sparked a desire inside of him. I moaned, pressed against his hips. He didn’t fill me nearly as much as Mason, but he was making up for it with his zeal.

I moaned, reaching back to grab his ass and pull him deeper. Just as Ryan got close to his orgasm, I pushed him away.

“No baby. That’s for Mason.”

Ryan rolled onto his back, panting and holding his cock. “Fuck.”

“Shh..” I put my finger on his lips. “It’s OK. I won’t leave you pent up like that.”

Slowly slipping down to his waist, I took his cock into my mouth. “Now give me that cum.”

It only took a moment for me to wrap my lips around his small cock and give a slight suck to coax out his hot jizz. He thrust his hips, pushing deeper into my mouth as I released his cum out of my lips to coat his cock.

Grinning, I lifted my head up to kiss him and share his taste.

“See, baby. It’s all OK.”

I moved to my side and rubbed his softening cock. "My pussy is Mason’s now. That doesn’t mean you can never have it. You just have to make sure Mason is OK with it.”

Ryan nodded. “I can do that.”

“I know you can.”

The doorbell jumped me, and I shared a look with Mason and Ryan. Grabbing a robe, I went to open the door. The taste of cum was still salty in my mouth.

Miranda stood on the other side, her arms crossed and tapping her foot. She looked me over and color rose to her cheeks.

“Miranda. What a surprise.” I said.

“Listen, I don’t know what kind of situation you have going on over here, but it’s not appropriate.”

Mason walked over behind me, and Ryan stood behind him. Both were shirtless and I could sense Miranda eying Mason.

“Listen, I think I can explain all of this to you and your husband. It will clear it all up. Why not come by for dinner tomorrow? You and Jake. My treat.”

Miranda frowned. “I - ah, I don’t know what you could say to clear it up, but -”

“It’s a plan.” I said, smiling. “See you at six tomorrow.”

I closed the door before she could say anything else. Mason and Ryan both looked at me questioningly.

“It will be a fun party.” I said, grinning.


Chapter 3

Mason slapped my ass, causing me to squeal.

“Fuck, babe, I want to bend you over right now.” He said.

I grinned back at him. “You need to wait. I don’t want you all tired out before the guests arrive.”

Primping my hair in front of the mirror, I giggled to myself, thinking of what a shock Miranda will have when she sees me wearing only stockings and nipple clamps. Mason tweaked them slightly, making me squirm.

"Don't forget about your makeup, slut," Mason teased as he adjusted the clamps again, causing me to shiver with a mix of pain and excitement.

"Shut up," I playfully swatted at him, trying to focus on applying my mascara.

The sound of Ryan scurrying to set the table sounded through the room, and I glanced at Mason. “My little cuck is doing his best.”

My heart raced when the doorbell rang. Mason smirked at me and adjusted my nipple clamps again before we headed to the front door.

"You look stunning," Mason whispered in my ear, his voice low and sultry. I could feel a thrill rushing through me, knowing that soon everyone at the party would not understand the kinky secrets that lay beneath my seemingly demure appearance.

As we opened the door, Miranda gasped in surprise, her eyes immediately drawn to the nipple clamps. "What the hell is going on here?" she exclaimed, her brows furrowed in confusion and concern. She tried to shield her husband, Jake, from seeing my nude body standing before them, but it was no use. Jake moved her aside and took in the sight from head to toe. He grinned and licked his lips.

“Wow! This may be the best party ever. Great job, hon.” He nudged Miranda. Her face flushed and shook her head.

“Explain yourself Maggie!” Her eyes paused on my perky nipples, squeezed tight by the clamps, and then to Ryan and finally Mason.

"Well, Miranda," I said, beginning with a sly smile, "tonight is a special night. You see, we all know that you've always been a bit of a party pooper. So, we thought we'd spice things up a bit."

I reached up and gently tugged on the nipple clamps, causing a quiet hiss of pain and pleasure to escape my lips.

Miranda gasped but couldn’t find the words she wanted to say. In fact, it was almost as though the whole situation turned her on, but too afraid to admit it.

Turning back to Mason, who was removing his shirt, I reached back to grab his hand and pull him close. Running my hands down his muscled abs, I pressed against him.

"See, Miranda, my husband and I have an agreement," I continued, my voice dripping with seduction. "He isn’t enough for me, so we found Mason." I looked at Ryan, who had now joined us at the door, and he nodded in agreement. Reaching down, I grabbed Mason’s cock. “And boy, is he enough.”

Miranda’s mouth dropped and Jake stood speechless.

“You are OK with this?” Miranda asked Ryan, who nodded silently. “And you? Mason, is it?”

Mason grinned. “Why wouldn’t I be? I fuck his slut wife whenever I want. I can fuck you too."

Miranda pursed her lips and brushed her neck with her fingers.

“You let him fuck your wife?” Jake asked, shocked.

Ryan sat down in a chair. “Yes, and I’m OK with it.”

Kneeling down, I unbuttoned Mason’s jeans, pulling them to the floor. His massive cock sprung out in front of my face.

"But what about your relationship, Ryan?" Miranda asked, curiosity clear in her voice. "Do you love Mason?"

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, savoring the taste and feel of him. Swirling my tongue around the tip, I moaned softly in anticipation of what was to come.

Mason grabbed the back of my hair, pulling me closer to his erection. "He just wants to see my cock fill his wife," he said with a smirk. "And Ryan gets to stroke his three inches to it."

Jake let out a chuckle. "You guys are crazy. This is so fucked up."

I pulled away from his cock, looking up at him with a pleading expression. "You wouldn't understand, Jake. It's a whole other level of pleasure."

Mason firmly gripped the back of my neck and slammed his cock into my throat. I gagged and closed my lips around his thick cock as a stream of spit spilled down my face.

To my surprise, Miranda closed the door and I could hear her taking off her shoes.

As Miranda walked towards us, her eyes widening at the sight before her, Jake shook his head in disbelief.

"You guys are really doing this, huh?" he asked, still trying to process what was happening.

"Yes, Jake," I replied, spitting Mason's saliva out of my mouth as he continued to fuck my throat. "You can have me too."

Miranda stood there for a moment, taking it all in. Her eyes flicked between her husband and her friends, her brows furrowed in confusion and concern.

But then something shifted. Her expression changed, her eyes lit up with desire and curiosity. She looked at Mason, her gaze lingering on his hard, pulsing cock.

"Can I watch?" she asked tentatively, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I can share with you. Mason would love to let you have a taste.” I grabbed his ass. “I bet I can help Jake feel a little better about all of this.”

Miranda's eyes widened at the suggestion, but she seemed to consider it. She looked at Jake, who hesitantly nodded his approval.

"Okay," she whispered, her voice barely audible. She walked towards us and stood behind Mason, her eyes fixed on the sight before her.

Mason, still thrusting into my throat, reached back and grabbed Miranda's hand, guiding it to his straining erection. Her fingers gently wrapped around it, and she began stroking in time with his thrusts.

Jake watched the scene unfold, his eyes darting between his wife and our orgy. His cock was rigid through his pants, but he seemed too shocked to do anything about it.

I grinned and nodded at Mason, who pulled out of my throat with a pop. He stepped back, giving her a clear view of his erection.

Miranda’s eyes locked onto Mason's thick member, as she reached out tentatively to place her hand on it.

"You're so big," she whispered, mesmerized by its size.

“Probably bigger than your little man over there.” Mason said, grinning.

Jake’s face reddened. He turned to look at Ryan, who sat quietly, stroking his cock, which dwarfed in size compared to Mason’s.

I stepped to stand in front of Jack, and whispered into his ear, pressing my clamped tits against him. “Just relax. It’s OK.” Reaching down, I slipped my hand down his pants.

"You're perfectly normal, Jake. Watching us will do wonders for your… ego."

Jake's cock pulsed in my hand as I stroked him gently. He closed his eyes and leaned into me, his breathing becoming deeper and more rapid.

Meanwhile, Miranda continued to stroke Mason's cock, her eyes wide and unblinking as she marveled at the large member before her.

Mason leaned in close to her, whispering in her ear. "You want this, don't you? You want to feel my gigantic cock deep inside you?"

Miranda froze for a moment, her hand shaking slightly on Mason's cock. Then she swallowed hard and nodded, her eyes darting between Mason and Jake.

"It's OK, Jake," I said reassuringly. "She needs this too."

Jake nodding hesitantly.

“Now, be a good boy and go sit with my husband while we help our bull.” I said.

I pulled down his pants and coaxed him to sit next to Ryan, leading him by his cock in my hands.

Mason had Miranda bent over the table, licking her pussy.

Jake watched in awe as Mason continued to pleasure Miranda. He could see the desire in her eyes and heard her soft moans of pleasure.

Ryan turned to look at Jake, a small smile playing on his lips. "You see, Jake," he said, his voice low and calm, "this is what we needed. This is what she needed."

“Fuck, such a wet pussy. So tight. It needs a stretching.” Mason said, still licking and coaxing Miranda to orgasm.

I moved aside the plates next to Miranda and bent over the table, pushing my ass into the air and wagging it, hoping Mason would move to me next. Miranda whimpered, gripping the table.

“Oh, my god. It’s so good. Don’t stop.” She pleaded.

Mason pressed his cock against her lips and pushed his cock deep into her.

She let out a loud moan as he penetrated her, her body shaking with the force of each thrust.

As Miranda cried out in pleasure, her body shaking with each thrust of Mason's cock, Jake watched in a mix of jealousy and arousal.

Ryan turned to him again. "See, Jake? This is what we wanted."

Jake hesitated for a moment before his eyes met mine. Understanding this was truly necessary, he slowly nodded. Whether he fully accepted it, I wasn't sure. But as he watched Miranda continue to be ravished by Mason, his hand slowly drifted to his own erection.

I couldn't help but smile at the sight, feeling a thrill run through me as I watched him stroke himself. Seeing Miranda being pleasured had caused something in Jake - perhaps envy, perhaps lust, or perhaps both. Regardless, it was turning him on, and that was enough for me.

As Miranda squealed in bliss, Mason slipped his cock free from her and pressed it into me.

"Now, baby," I said, my voice shaking with anticipation, "let's see how much you love filling me up."

Mason chuckled darkly and lined his cock up with my entrance. He positioned the tip at my entrance, ready to plunge deep inside me.

Jake watched, mesmerized, as Mason's thick cock disappeared into me. My eyes met his for a moment, and I gave him a reassuring smile.

Mason knelt behind me, his hands gripping my hips, the veins on his biceps straining with the effort he was putting into this. The tip of his cock was difficult to take in without feeling its girth entirely, but it excited me more than anything ever could.

"Fuck," Jake whispered, his eyes meeting mine again as Mason fucked me. "This is... I can't believe this is happening."

With each thrust, my nipple clamps slid across the table, making me squirm in pain and bliss. My orgasm was quick. Arching my back, Mason continued to pound into me. Reaching to my front, he released the clamps.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried out loud, feeling the sting of relief and the waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

Mason didn't slow down. He kept thrusting into me, his hands gripping my hips tighter with each movement.

Jake's eyes widened as he watched, unable to look away from the sight before him. He stroked himself faster and harder, his breathing becoming more ragged.

"You understand now?" I breathed, turning to face him. "You see what a massive bull can do?

Jake hesitated for a moment before nodding his head slowly. Apprehension lingered, yet the events clearly aroused him.

With one last thrust from Mason, my body trembled with the crash of my orgasm.

His cock twitched and throbbed inside me as he reached his own climax, filling me with his hot seed. I could feel him shuddering behind me, his body stiffening as he emptied himself inside me.

"Fuck, I'm cumming!" Jake suddenly cried out, jerking himself furiously. His cum erupted from his cock, coating his hand.

I couldn't help but grin at the sight of him, his eyes wide with shock and arousal. Seeing him like this was just as exciting as everything else that had happened.

"You see that, Jake?" Ryan asked with a smirk. "This is what we needed."

Jake nodded, his eyes darting between us. He was processing everything - the sensations, the emotions...and perhaps most importantly, the new roles we had all assumed in this orgy.

“Fuck, look at that sweet little ass of yours, Miranda!” Mason said. He clapped her hard on her ass and she yelped. “I’m getting hard again and this time, it’s for you.”

As I stood up, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasm, Mason stepped back and admired the sight of my well-fucked ass. His hot and sticky cum dripped down my thighs. I met his eyes, and seeing the look of hunger there, a thrill ran through me. I knew what was coming next.

I looked at Jake and Ryan, who were still watching us intently, their hands still wrapped around their erections. "You see, boys? This is what we all needed," I said firmly. It was a statement more than a question.

Ryan smirked at me and then looked at Jake, who nodded slowly. His lustful gaze was heavy-lidded, his breathing ragged, his hand still moving quickly over his throbbing cock.

I moved closer to Jake, reaching out to stroke him gently. His cock twitched in my hand as I made contact, his eyes fluttering shut in pleasure. "Look at that cummy mess you made.” I teased.

“Now you get to see the reward my cuck gets after watching me get fucked by my bull.”

Ryan grinned and slipped down to the floor, his head facing up. Miranda moaned wildly in the background and I positioned myself over Ryan’s mouth. He lapped out greedily to clean my pussy of Mason’s cum.

As Ryan licked me clean, I could feel the buildup of my next orgasm. I reached back to grab Jake's hand and pulled him close.

Jake hesitantly followed my lead, and I helped guide his rock-hard cock into my waiting mouth. He gasped in pleasure as I took him deep into my throat, feeling his cock throbbing against the back of my throat.

I could hear Miranda moaning in the background, her cries egging me on as she continued to be pleasured by Mason. Mason's hand muffled her moans as he covered her mouth, silencing her cries as he continued to pleasure her.

As I sucked Jake off, I felt another wave of pleasure course through me. My nipples were sore from the clamps, and my pussy was still buzzing from being fucked by Mason. It was all becoming too much for me.

“Let me fuck you.” Jake pleaded.

I giggled and shook my head, letting his cock bob out of my mouth. My spit connected his cock to my chin. “My pussy is for my bull. You and Ryan only get my mouth.”

Miranda slammed her hand on the table and Mason pressed into her.

“Fucking slut. Drain my balls.” Mason grunted. “Your little husband can get his dessert, too.”

Miranda quivered and shook as Mason filled her with his cum.

Giggling, I motioned to Miranda and tapped Jake’s hard cock. “Go to her.”

Glancing down, Ryan was still cleaning me of every last drop of Mason’s cum.

Jake hesitated for a moment, his eyes locked onto mine as he took in my words and the scene unfolding before him. He shook his head slightly, "No... I'm not worthy."

I smirked. "You already are. Come on, you dirty little cuckold, go to her and taste what Mason left for you.”

Jake looked at Miranda, his eyes full of both lust and submission as he made his way over to her. His erection bounced with each step as he approached her. Miranda looked up at him, her eyes full of desire and gratitude for what he was about to do.

Ryan continued to lick me clean, pausing occasionally to savor the taste of Mason's cum on my skin. His tongue traced the outline of my wet slit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. I could feel the buildup of another orgasm approaching. Pulling on his head, I pressed my pussy harder against his eager mouth.

He complied eagerly, his tongue darting out to taste my moist arousal. I could feel his nose pressed against my clit, and the sensation was driving me wild.

Meanwhile, Jake knelt beside Miranda, his eyes filled with a mix of lust and submission as he reached out to touch her. His fingers traced the outline of her wet slit, her juices glistening in the dim light. He hesitated for a moment before plunging his fingers inside her, feeling the warmth and moisture envelop his digits.

As he finger-fucked her, she moaned in pleasure, her body trembling with each thrust. Her hands gripped the back of his head, guiding him as he continued to explore her depths.

Ryan's tongue danced its way up and down my slit, causing me to buck against him. His lips wrapped around my clit,

Mason clapped. “Look at those cucks doing their jobs.”

As Ryan's lips wrapped around my clit, I couldn't help but moan in pleasure. My hips bucked involuntarily as his tongue flicked against me, sending waves of euphoria coursing through my veins.

Mason continued to watch us with a smug grin on his face, clearly enjoying the sight of his wife being pleasured by Ryan, while Jake served as her faithful cuckold. This was what he had hoped for all along - a chance to dominate us all in his own twisted way.

I moaned loudly as my orgasm hit me like a freight train. Ryan's mouth and fingers worked in perfect unison, sending me over the edge. My body convulsed and spasmed, my moans echoing through the room.

Mason laughed as he watched Jake continue to service Miranda, his fingers in her wet pussy, his lips coated in his cum. "Look at them. What loyal cucks we have."

I couldn't help but laugh too, my orgasm still coursing through me. "That's right, baby. You're such a good little cuckold," I whispered to Ryan, my eyes never leaving the sight before me.

As Ryan continued to pleasure me, I felt his fingers slide into my ass. I gasped, my body trembling with both pleasure and surprise.

Giggling, I positioned myself in front of Ryan, taking his small, erect cock into my mouth.

“It’s time for your reward.” I said, while sucking his cock.

Jake, still licking and tasting Miranda, glanced up to see Ryan being taken care of too. He smiled, his cock twitching as he watched the scene unfold.

As Ryan moaned in pleasure, Jake increased the pace of his fingering and sucking on Miranda. I could hear her breath quicken as she approached her orgasm.

Mason laughed, "You see that? They're all so eager to please."

Ryan's moans filled the room as he came into my mouth. His cum tasted salty, and as I shared it with him, swirling my tongue around his as he greedily swallowed it.

Jake continued to tongue Miranda's pussy, sucking on her clit and causing her to writhe beneath him. She was close, oh so close. And that made me wetter than ever.

"It's your turn," I said to Jake, motioning for him to come closer to me. "Ryan just came in my mouth."

Jake looked at me with a mix of excitement and trepidation before he stood up and positioned himself in front of me. The smell of his arousal filled the air, and it was intoxicating. As he entered my mouth, I savored the difference in his taste.

It was earthier, more potent than Ryan's. His cock was bigger, too, but I loved the feeling of his thickness stretching my mouth wider with each passing second.

Mason clapped his hands together, a grin spreading across his face as he watched the scene unfold before him. "Look at you all, so eager to please." He said, his voice filled with satisfaction as he watched us service our respective partners.

Jake's grip on my head tightened as he approached his orgasm, his hips thrusting forward and back in rhythm with his breathing. I could feel his heartbeat pulsing in his erection, and it was intoxicating.

As Jake came into my mouth, I couldn't help but swallow him whole, savoring every drop of his essence. The taste and feeling of him filling my mouth sent waves of pleasure coursing through me.

Jake fell into an open chair and tried to catch his breath. His sticky cum coated my mouth and I cleaned my lips with my finger.

“Now that was a party.” I said. “Why not stay the night and we’ll continue?”

Miranda glanced at Mason, taking his naked body in and licking her lips. “I would love that.”

It seems I unleashed an insatiable monster with Miranda.

Finally, a neighbor we can have fun with, I thought. What excitement we’ll have!


Chapter 4

Waking in a tangle of limbs, I glanced over to see Miranda, her naked body glistening in the morning's light. Both Ryan and Mason on either side of her, and her husband had settled next to me. He opened his eyes and looked at me longingly. Grinning, I rolled to my side to take my husband’s cock into my mouth.

Ryan groaned softly, his hand running through my hair as I took him deep. He was always so responsive, his body a testament to his desire. It wasn't long before he was thrusting into my mouth, his hips bucking wildly as he neared the edge.

Meanwhile, Mason watched us intently, his erection standing proud and firm. Seeing him hard and ready only made me more eager to please him next. Gently, I released Ryan from my mouth and scooted closer to Mason. He welcomed me eagerly, pulling me close as I took him into my hand and stroked him.

Miranda’s eyes fluttered open at the noise and took the sight of us in. She bit her lip, smiling.

“I can’t believe what we did.” She said.

Giggling, I continued to stroke the two men, marveling at how much bigger Mason’s cock was than Ryan’s.

Miranda shifted to her side. “You know, I can’t thank you enough for opening our minds to what our marriage could be.” She patted Jake’s shoulder, waking him up with a start.

Leaning over, she whispered to him, cupping his balls. “Babe, I think you should show Maggie how appreciative we are of last night.”

My mind wandered to what it was she was thinking. She grinned.

“I want to watch you with all of them. Your bull and our cucks.”

Jake's eyes widened at the suggestion, but he quickly recovered and nodded in agreement. With a playful smirk on her face, Miranda scooted closer to Jake, kissing him gently on the lips before guiding his hand towards my pussy. I could see the eagerness in his eyes as he slid his fingers into me, listening intently to the moans that escaped my lips.

As Jake fingered me, Ryan and Mason continued to watch expectantly, their erections still hard and throbbing. Miranda snuggled up to Ryan, stroking his cock while whispering naughty things into his ear. He leaned back, closing his eyes in pleasure as she whispered these sweet nothings.

Gasping, I could feel my orgasm building. “There is only one thing,” I said, catching my breath. “Only Mason can fuck my pussy.”

I glanced to him, admiring his massive erect cock.

Mason laughed. “That’s right. Only my cock fills your wife’s pussy, Ryan.”

Ryan groaned, his face flushed with desire. He nodded, understanding the unspoken rules of their dynamic. Miranda continued to stroke him, whispering more dirty words into his ear, her lips brushing against his skin. The atmosphere in the room was electric, crackling with excitement and anticipation.

I couldn't take it anymore. I needed Mason's cock inside me, to feel him stretching me wide, his thick shaft filling me completely. "Mason," I moaned, "please."

He grinned wickedly, positioning himself at my entrance. I felt the head of his cock press against me and I opened myself for him eagerly. With a single thrust, he plunged deep inside me, filling all of me with his massive erection. I gasped as he hit my sweet spot, my body writhing with pleasure as he fucked me hard and fast.

“That’s right, slut. Take it all.” Mason said. “Come here and fuck her ass, cuck.”

Ryan pulled his cock free of Miranda’s mouth. Miranda watched with lust as he positioned himself behind me.

He spread my ass cheeks wide, exposing my tight hole to him. With a single, forceful thrust, he slid inside me and fucked my ass, each thrust sending waves of pleasure throughout my body.

I could hear the smacking sound of skin on skin as Mason's cock plunged in and out of my pussy, and Ryan's cock pounding into my ass. Miranda was frantically stroking herself, her face a picture of ecstasy as she watched us.

Mason continued to pound into me. The sensation of being filled, front and back, was exhilarating.

Mason beckoned to Miranda’s husband Jake, "Fuck her mouth, cuck," he said to him, "I want this slut filled in every hole."

Jake glanced at Miranda and she nodded as she stroked her pussy furiously.

“Do it, babe. Do as he says.”

Mason laughed. “That’s right. Listen to her.”

My orgasm crashed over me just thinking about having another cock in me. My pussy spasmed around Mason’s massive cock.

“Fuck, you are so wet.” He gasped.

Jake’s cock hovered in front me. It was so small; I giggled slightly, wrapping my hand around it.

“No wonder you fell in love with Mason’s cock, Miranda.”

I could feel my entire body tremble with arousal as I watched Jake's cock disappear into my hand, his eyes fixed on the pleasure I was giving him. Taking a deep breath, I parted my lips and guided him inside me. His small member felt so good, fitting perfectly against the walls of my mouth.

His breathing grew heavier, his hips bucking in time with Mason’s thrusts.

Jake groaned louder and louder as I sucked harder on his cock, the sound sending waves of pleasure through me. His hands gripped the back of my head tightly, pushing himself deeper into my throat.

Mason groaned and his thrusts became erratic, enticing another orgasm from my exhausted body. Warmth spread through my ass as Ryan pushed hard against me and panted. Ryan’s release was enough to entice Mason, and I could feel his massive cock twitch against my walls.

Finally, with a final powerful thrust, Mason let out a guttural groan as he exploded deep inside me. The sudden warmth bursting inside me sent me into an even more intense orgasm.

Jake could no longer control himself as his cock twitched, releasing his load into my mouth. I gulped it all, not wanting even a drop to go to waste.

Mason slipped free from my stretched and soaked pussy. “Clean her up, boys.”

Still on my hands and knees, the two husbands moved in to lick me clean. Ryan licked my pussy eagerly while Jake pressed his face between my ass cheeks. Both moaned as they serviced me.

Miranda watched, a satisfied smile on her face, as Ryan and Jake cleaned me up. Her eyes met mine and she winked.

"You've got us good," she whispered, leaning in to kiss me softly on the lips. "We're all yours now and we will be back for more."

I smiled back at her, feeling a surge of affection for this woman who had opened up not just my marriage, but also their understanding of sexuality and desire. Our journey together was only just beginning, and I couldn't wait to see where it would lead us.
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