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The Bouncer’s BJ

“You want back there you gotta show me somethin’,” the beefy black bouncer barked over the house music. The concert had just ended, and Lily and I were dying to get backstage to meet our favorite band.

Lily bit her bottom lip and considered this. “What do we gotta show you?”

The bouncer looked my girlfriend up and down - she was off the charts sexy that night in a pair of denim short shorts and a white t-shirt that she’d tied through the collar, so that her double D tits were swaddled separately in two perfect hammocks. Her blonde hair was tied back in a cute bun, and a few stray locks hung in her face.

“This yo’ boyfriend?” the bouncer asked, shooting his dark eyes at me.

“Mhmm,” she nodded.

The bouncer crossed his arms over his chest. All around us people were exiting the venue. I stood behind Lily, not liking the way he was staring at her.

“You want backstage you gotta go through me,” the bouncer said, his eyes never leaving Lily’s chest. “And to go through me you gotta do two things.”

Lily bobbed up and down in excitement. “What are the two things?”

The bouncer chuckled. “Yo’ boyfriend ain’t gonna like it.”

I frowned. Lily looked over her shoulder at me, blue eyes dazzling. Then she looked back at the bouncer. “He’s fine,” she assured him. “What do we need to do?”

“Follow me,” the bouncer said.

He led us past the security gate and just before we came into what appeared to be the backstage area, the bouncer made a sharp right and led us into a cramped, messy utility closet.

Once inside, he closed the door behind us.

“First thing you gotta do is take that shirt off,” the bouncer breathed. “Show me them big old white girl titties.”

I stiffened up and swallowed a nervous lump in my throat.

Lily seemed to consider his order for a moment, and then looked at me.

“It’s no big deal, babe, OK?” she said.

I nodded, and my girlfriend pulled the white t-shirt off over her head. Lily’s swaying breasts fell out, so milky and soft. Her nipples were pale and wide, the little nubs at the center just barely visible in the low light of the utility closet.

“Goddamn,” the bouncer huffed, cupping the young breasts in rough palms, and running his thumbs across the nipples. “These natural?”

“Mmhmm,” Lily giggled.

“Goddamn,” he said again, and something in the tone of his voice made me look away. I stared at my shoes while he groped my girlfriend. Even with my eyes averted I could hear the sound of his ashy palms against her smooth skin - exploring, squeezing.

“What’s the other thing,” Lily whispered, standing there with a straight back and tits presented. “To get backstage?”

The bouncer smiled; hands still roaming Lily’s gargantuan white tits. “Gotta see what that mouth do, if you know what I mean.”

Lily’s eyebrows raised and her plump lips parted. Our eyes met once more, but it was hard for me to look at her with the way the bouncer was fondling her chest.

“You want me to blow you?” she asked, voice uneven.

The bouncer nodded.

Lily sighed. She debated it in her mind, but I don’t think ten seconds passed before she sank down to her knees right there in that dirty utility closet.

“Don’t you go getting any crazy ideas kid,” the bouncer said, pulling the leather belt off from around his waist while my girlfriend knelt with her face inches from his crotch. “You try swingin’ on me or something and I’ll beat yo’ ass and toss you outta here. You got that?”

With my voice still cold in my throat I only nodded. I didn’t even really care about going backstage to meet the band. This whole thing had been Lily’s idea…and now that I thought about it, it made sense why she’d dressed so provocatively that evening. Maybe on some level she knew that she was going to do whatever it took to meet her favorite band.

The bouncer pulled his fat black cock out and it hung down across the front of his pants. The middle of the ebony shaft seemed to bulge outward like a whale’s midsection, culminating at the caramel-colored mushroom tip so vividly defined.

“Sooner you start suckin’, sooner we can get you backstage,” the bouncer pointed out.

With one last furtive glance in my direction, Lily picked the hanging piece of meat up with two hands and opened her mouth. She licked the tip tentatively a few times before wrapping her bee-stung lips around it and sucking.

“Oh come on now girl,” the bouncer said, taking her by the back of the head with one hand and grabbing the base of his shaft with the other. “You can do better than that. We ain’t got all night. I said SUCK!”

To my horror, the bouncer started fucking my girlfriend’s sweet mouth. With a fistful of her blonde hair he rocked her head back and forth, keeping his cock nice and steady as he fed it to her.

“ACK!” Lily gagged loud and suddenly. “ACK!”

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Like that. Open yah’ throat. Good.”

“ACK! ACK! ACK!”

I put my hands on the back of my head and tried to keep my cool. I could see Lily struggling with it as it got bigger and bigger, stiffening and slick and smacking into the back of her throat. Lily didn’t give blowjobs like that. She did it softly, sweetly, slowly.

But this…this was something else entirely.

“No hands,” he commanded, slapping away her futile efforts to take control of the blowjob. “If you gotta grab somethin’ grab them fat fuckin’ titties.” And she did just that, squeezing her own breasts for dear life as the bouncer held her by the back of the head and continued his assault on her throat. His ebony cock glistened with deep drool, and Lily’s gags came in time with his aggressive tempo.

“ACK-ACK-ACK-ACK!”

“Eyes on me girl,” he said. “That’s right. Let me see them pretty blue eyes you got. Look up at me while I fuck yah pretty face. Don’t look at him, bitch. Look at me. He ain’t gonna help you. He gonna stand there like the bitch ass mothafucka’ he is while I have my way with his girl’s fuckin’ mouth. Mmmm. That’s it. Gettin’ loose back there now.”

Spit dripped out of Lily’s mouth and hung from her chin, some of it falling onto the hands gripping her tits and thereby slicking her creamy chest. The bouncer was making a right mess out of her, and some of that black mascara she’d applied earlier in the evening was starting to run down her cheeks as her eyes watered from the mass drilling down her gullet.

“ACK! ACK! ACK! ACK!”

“Show me how much you love that band baby,” the bouncer grunted, hand still clutching the back of her skull. “Take it down. As much as you can. Like this.”

Lily’s gags ceased for a moment when he forced her head down as far as it could go. He held her there, all but two inches of his black cock buried in her face. Lily’s complexion went red, and two black mascara tears rolled down her cheeks on either side.

“Ain’t you an eager bitch,” he grunted, shaking her head on it.

“BLEH!” Lily came off it sucking air, spit and pre-cum pouring from her mouth and landing on her perfect tits. The bouncer gave his soaked black rod a few wet strokes while he waited for her to regain composure. When she did, he wasted no time in resuming the exact technique as before - fucking her face mercilessly, steering her by the back of the head.

“ACK-ACK-ACK-ACK!”

I checked my watch. It was certainly the longest blowjob I’d ever seen Lily give, and since I’d only ever seen her give me a blowjob, that meant this cruel stranger had officially gotten more head from my girlfriend than I had. The stats of it made me sick, but I didn’t dare do anything to stop them.

We’d come too far to turn back.

“Watch them teeth now girl,” he grunted. “Keep yah mouth wide. I’m almost there.”

Lily’s shining blue eyes stayed skyward; her cheeks now coated in runny makeup. There was so much spit and drool on her tits that I worried when she put her t-shirt back on that they’d be visible through the cotton. The bouncer continued to rail her face for another five minutes and I could tell Lily was getting tired.

Then the bouncer started moaning.

“UGH,” he gasped. “UGH. Don’t fucking stop. UGH!”

Somehow, Lily’s eyes went wider than they already were, her chin bobbing up and down rapidly like she was catching something. She coughed and a wad of white cum escaped her mouth.

“UUUUGGGGHHHH!” the bouncer groaned, fucking her face sloppy as his balls convulsed. “UUUUGGGHHHH!”

Lily did her best to gobble it all up, but she lost a lot of it to her tits and the floor below. She’d never swallowed my cum before, and that fact was first and foremost in my brain as I watched the bouncer unload.

“UUUUGGGHHH FUCK! SWALLOW IT! SWALLOW IT ALL!”

When he finally let her go, Lily almost fell over, but the first thing she did was cover her mouth with a small hand and do the most strained swallow I’d ever seen. She gagged a little when it went down, but then she was breathing again, sucking air.

Lily had swallowed the bouncer’s cum.

“Fuck girl,” the bouncer chuckled, stuffing his soaked hog back into his pants. “That was the best sloppy I done had in a minute!”

Lily got dressed the best she could, but the overwhelming amount of drool on her body was causing her white T-shirt to stick to her body, revealing her pale pink nipples beneath. I tried to wipe the makeup from her face, but it was no use - she was a mess.

“Do we need a pass or anything?” she asked the bouncer as we walked out of the utility closet behind him.

“Nah,” the bouncer assured her. “But only you get to go back there. Yah little boyfriend gotta wait out here.”

My jaw dropped. Was he serious?

“The fuck you looking at me like that white boy?” he said. “What you do to earn backstage? Nothin’, that’s what. Now run along pretty little lady, me and yah boyfriend will wait here for you.”

Lily looked at me apologetically and shrugged. “Don’t wait up,” she said, turning to leave. “I’ll call when I’m finished.”

I watched my girlfriend disappear backstage, while the man who just had his dick down her throat stood next to me.

“She ain’t suck you like that, huh?” he said.

“No…” I spoke at last.

“I’m not surprised.”

The bouncer sat down on his stool and made sure I didn’t get backstage.

And I didn’t hear from Lily again that night.


Slap Happy Bully

“These are fucking nice,” Chandler chuckled. “And natural too? Un-fucking-believable!”

Chelsea gasped in his grasp, Chandler’s greedy hands fondling her oversized breasts like they were no more than fresh dough in need of kneading. He was doing it from behind, and they were both facing me. I was in a chair in the corner of the room, red in the face and borderline furious.

“I’m sorry little guy,” Chandler went on. “I know you had a strict rule against too much tit play but what I can say? I’m a sucker for nice knockers, especially ones as big and soft as your wife’s!”

His cruel hands came to Chelsea’s wide pale nipples, and he snatched them between thumbs and pointer fingers. He tugged and pulled them wide, the soft flesh of her breasts rippling outward.

“That’s enough,” I said sharply. “I told you I’m not OK with that!”

“But is Chelsea OK with it?” he grinned straight white teeth, his penetrating blue gaze never leaving me as he groped my wife.

Chelsea looked at me nervously, pouty lips parted and unsure how to answer. She grimaced a little when he pulled her nipples too roughly, but she sighed heavy and deep when he cupped her tits once more and pushed the ample white flesh between his fingers.

“That’s enough!” I said again, standing from my cuck chair. “I’m serious! Stop with the tits or I’m out!”

Don’t ask me why that of all things it was Chelsea’s tits that sent me over the edge. I don’t have an answer. My jealousy runs deep despite the fact I agreed to watch her fuck another man. And most of me was OK with it - but when it came to her perfect, luscious tits, I could not stand the idea of another man enjoying them. And that’s why I’d asked both of them to refrain from it. It was the one line I did not want to cross.

“The fuck you gonna do about it?” Chandler taunted me, lifting Chelsea’s tits high on her chest and rubbing the ball of his thumbs over her erect nipples. “If you can’t tell cuck boy, your wife fucking loves it. Ask her to tell me to stop and I’ll do it, how about that?”

My angry gaze fell on Chelsea. I plead to her with my eyes. When she said nothing, I spoke.

“Tell him, Chels…tell him to stop!”

Chelsea bit her bottom lip, sighing breathily. Chandler mushed her breasts together, rolling them around in the palms of his rough hands and then pulling them away from each other.

“I’m sorry baby,” she squeaked. “I don’t want him to stop. I’m sorry, really…ohhhh…”

My face dropped into agony and Chandler started laughing. He juggled her heavy knockers up and down, playfully slapping at them.

“You heard her loser,” he said. “It’s like I said. She doesn’t want me to stop. She loves how I handle her slutty ass. And just for your bad attitude, I’m gonna make it a point to keep at least one hand on these fat fuckin’ knockers the whole time. Strap in, bitch boy. It’s gonna be a long fucking night!”

Chelsea turned her head to the side and Chandler was there, their mouths met, and they kissed passionately. Lots of wet tongue and smacking lips. And true to his word, Chandler’s meaty hands never left her chest - constantly he pulled and prodded and squeezed and smacked. The milky white flesh of Chelsea’s tits was malleable in his grasp, and his fingertips dug deep as he had his way with her.

I turned to leave. I could take no more. And I didn’t know what was worse - Chandler taunting me while he felt my wife’s best asset…or how much Chelsea was enjoying it.

“Where are you going, baby?” Chelsea asked breathless, leaning back into his broad chest while he groped away. “I thought you wanted to watch?”

“I thought I did too,” I said, headed for the door. “But clearly you don’t give a damn how I feel!”

Chandler laughed then, an awful sound I’ll never forget. “Awww! Did the little beta cuck get his wittle feelings hurt? So sad…too fucking bad! Leave if you want but we’re about to get it the fuck on! And I’m gonna leave your girl’s tits so sore she can’t wear a fucking bra for a week!”

I left the room in anger, slamming the door so hard behind me that it bounced open again.

A few minutes later, as I sat in the living room drinking a beer to soothe my sick stomach, I heard them fucking. Chelsea’s moans came loud and high, and the squeak of my own bed indicated they were really going at it.

SMACK!

“OH!” Chelsea cried out.

I jumped from the couch. Was he smacking her ass? It made sense, sure…but it didn’t sound like her ass cheek. Something about it was more…I don’t know - heavy?

SMACK!

“OH FUCK!”

Compelled by curiosity - I had to know. I walked back down the hall. The door was open just a crack. I peered through with one eye and what I saw nearly sent me to my knees.

Chandler was on top of my wife, a hand around her fragile neck and choking, thrusting his powerful hips back and forth at her cunt. His heavy nutsack slapped at her asscrack, and Chelsea’s glassy eyes started up at him with reverence.

Her left tit was red.

SMACK!

“OOOOOHHHH CHANDLER YES!” she wailed.

It was her breasts of course. That’s what he was beating on. And when he did it a fourth time I did fall to my knees. Each time his palm cracked off her supple melons the milky flesh went to jiggling and rippling, beautiful if it wasn’t for the violence of it all.

SMACK!

“I’M CUMMING OOOOHHHHH!” my wife wailed.

Chandler started laughing, and he leaned down and planted several wet kisses along the tit he’d been berating. He took her nipple in his mouth and sucked at it.

And I, against my better judgement, reached into my pants and found that my body had betrayed my emotions.

I watched them till I came in my pants, and by the end of the night my wife’s tits were red all over.


Foot to Face

“You don’t mind if I put my foot here, do you cuck boy?”

Zach doesn’t wait for a reply - he lays the bottom of his foot across Shea’s pouty face, pinning the petite girl to the bed top. Her ass is up, and Zach’s meaty white cock is buried halfway inside her pink, swollen cunt. Shea trembles below him as he digs deeper, cracking his calloused palm off the creamy flesh of her white ass.

“Didn’t think so,” Zach laughs, relishing the view of his veiny member stroking in and out of the married women’s tight pussy.

Her husband Mark kneels beside the bed, his eyes so wide you’d think he’d never seen another man inside his wife before. And actually, he hasn’t. Mark’s seen video, but this is the first time he’s been allowed to watch in real time. And with every passing second, he’s finding the reality of his fantasy to be much more intense than he anticipated.

“OH GOD,” Shea eeks out, her lips mushed together from the size 13 foot pressed to her cheek. Her fidgeting fingers dig into the bedspread, she pinches her eyes shut and moans high and loud just a foot away from where her horrified husband kneels on the floor. “FUCK! FUCK! It’s SO fucking big, go easy Zach. Go easy, baby - OH!”

“Fuck that,” Zach grunts, slapping her ass once more and driving balls deep inside Shea’s soaked sex. Mark can’t take his eyes of the bull’s big toe - the way it’s digging into his wife’s temple, the way he keeps adjusting his fat foot against her beautiful face. “You look ill, cuck boy,” Zach laughs, bent at that strange angle that allows him to fuck Shea and degrade her with his foot at the same time. “Why the long face?”

Zach flaps his foot, gently slapping Shea in the face. The married woman can hardly believe she’s letting someone do such a thing to her - in front of her husband no less - but she’s powerless to resist. Zach’s cock makes her cum, and Mark’s doesn’t. That’s the long and the short of it, really. So if Zach wants to fuck her like a whore, she’s going to let him. Because his cock does what the other’s cannot.

“Fuck yes,” Zach grunts, keeping Shea pinned just so against the bed as he picks up speed, ramming her cunt with reckless abandon, lapping up the regret spelled across her husband’s face. “Take a look at your wife, cuck boy. She’s your special girl, huh? Your one and only she tells me…well to me she’s just another slut. Another fucking notch in my belt. And she doesn’t mind, do you Shea? No she doesn’t mind one bit, boy. Because as long as I make her cum on my cock till she’s deaf in both ears she doesn’t really give a fuck what I do to her. Including this.”

Zach slaps Shea once more with his foot, but this time he walks his foot down across her stunning features until he’s wiggling his big toe between her wet, swollen lips.

“Suck it,” he commands - and she does. Right there in front of her husband she sucks Zach’s toe with greedy ambition, lolling her tongue over the nail and underfoot. Zach laughs at her, at her husband, and continues deep fucking with his shimmering cock. Zach didn’t bother to trim up or shave for the evening, and his wiry patch of pubic hair is outrageous and wild at the base of his cock - hairy nuts swing to and fro as he claims the married woman, hell bent on pushing her husband past the point of no return.

“Are you a good little slut for me, Shea?” Zach taunts.

“Mmhmm,” Shea says, mouth full of man toe.

“You like that big fat daddy cock in your pussy, don’t you?”

“Mmhmm!”

“Your wimpy husband doesn’t fuck you like this, does?”

“Uh-uh,” she cries, near the end.

Zach erupts into laughter and Mark looks away from the scene unfolding on his bed. “What do you say I drop a load in your wife’s pussy, cuck boy? I’ll keep my foot on her little head while I fill her up. That way there’s no confusion about any of this anymore - she’s my property, little guy. Mine to do what I please with. Does that sound good to you?”

Mark can’t answer. His eyes well with wet as he watches his wife open her mouth, announce her orgasm, and start screaming.

“Well wimp?” Zach calls out over Shea’s wailing, repositioning the bottom of his foot against the side of her face. “You gonna kneel there like an idiot or are you going to answer me? I asked you a question - what do you think of me nutting in this whore’s pussy while I keep my foot on her face?”

Mark tries to answer but his wife’s moaning drowns him out.

“Christ your pathetic,” Zach says, slapping Shea’s hand-print-stained ass and grabbing her by the hips - drilling hard, fast, and not once taking his foot off the gas.

“FUUUUUUUCK!” Shea screams, a tiny, helpless frame below Zach’s chiseled body. He handles her like a ragdoll, unrelenting, not slowing until his balls begin to convulse and he’s holding himself deep, deep within her, grunting like an animal, emptying all he has inside her.

“So fucking tight,” Zach sighs, sliding his length out a few inches but keeping himself inside her, the pink walls of her pussy gripping onto his girth for dear life. “Fuck,” he sighs. “I’m still dripping in your wife, cuck. Feels so fucking good. Can you feel that baby? Can you feel my fucking bull seed inside you?”

Shea tries to answer but Zach is slapping her with his foot. She isn’t all the way back yet, still reeling from her orgasm and the size of the man inside her. She cares about nothing else - least of all her husband’s feelings.

Mark watches Zach pull out, watches a thick ooze of white nut slide down Shea’s slit and drip onto his side of the bed. Zach has barely moved - his foot still planted to Shea’s face. He picks up his slouching white cock and uses the pink mushroom head to spread the cum around.

“Look at that,” Zach chuckles. “A beautiful fucking mess. Maybe if you’re lucky she’ll let you lick it up, cuck.” Zach gives Shea one last resounding CRACK along her asscheek and the girl whimpers, drooling into the bedsheets.

Zach removes his foot and gets off the bed.

Shea collapses into the fetal position, hot seed dripping from within.

Mark finds his stiff, insignificant dick below his white underwear and starts jerking, watching his wife, observing the marks the bull has left all over her body.

“I’ll be back tomorrow night,” Zach announces, using Mark’s discarded shirt to wipe up the mess along his elongated cock. “And I’m bringing handcuffs. I’m tired of you playing with yourself while I use her. That ends now.”

Zach dresses and leaves. Mark climbs into bed next to his wife and tries to comfort her, but she’s already asleep.

Mark comes alone, his thoughts conjuring up the exact image of the bull’s foot pressed into his wife’s pretty face.

Video for Cucky

It’s a strange mix of emotions when you watch another man grab your wife by the hair and fuck her mouth. Jealousy comes first, then maybe a little bit of anger…but eventually you give in, and that’s when the lust washes over you.

I wasn’t there when it happened - I only saw the video when she sent it to me.

It’s from his POV, and he’s got his fist balled up in her hair, knuckles digging into her scalp. He uses that grip to pull her face down onto his cock, not stopping until it smacks into the back of her throat.

The first time it happens I’m sort of numb. I’ve never done that with her before, not in a decade of knowing each other. And I’ve certainly never seen another man do it. But then he does it again - pulls her off of it just to shove it back down - and now I’m getting hard. Really hard.

“Fuck,” he moans from behind the camera. “Like that.”

My wife looks up at him, her wide hazel eyes full of urgency. She’s gorgeous, and her seductive, plump lips stay wrapped around his thick white shaft as he uses her in a way I’ve never. Over and over he steers it down her throat, never moving his hips, only that veiny white fist wrapped up in her hair to lead the way.

ECK…ECK…ECK…the moist percussion of his pink mushroom tip gagging her. Deliberate and steady.

“Fuck,” he moans again. He pulls her off of it and three thick strands of drool lead from her wet lips to his glistening head. She looks up at the camera, at me, and smiles. His stiff white cock is so hard it looks like it hurts, and he’s maneuvering it back into her mouth as he pulls her down once more. “Mmmm,” he groans with his cock in my wife’s throat. “Fucking good girl.”

ECK…ECK…ECK…

I can see his balls jiggling below, swaying from the impact of his sturdy cock against her gullet. He likes to keep it in her mouth, rarely letting her take it out at all. I can see my wife’s busy hands below as she kneels in front of him, playing with her tits while he fucks her mouth. She’s enjoying this. She’s turned on by it. And she knows that I’ll see it all, and I know she’d never let me use her like that.

ECK. ECK. ECK.

He’s using her faster now, yanking her back and forth. I can see how focused she is, doing her best not to gag too hard or tap out. Sure, I’ve seen rougher blowjobs…but not when the one giving the blowjob is my wife. This isn’t so rough as it is passionate. Like they’re having deep, meaningful sex together except he’s down her throat instead of her pussy.

Each thrust means something, each attempt to deepthroat is done in earnest.

She can’t do it, though. Deepthroat him. He’s too long. Eight and a half at least. I notice the way the bottom of his shaft braces itself each time he bottoms out inside her, the way it looks as though it might just bend but instead holds its ground. A strong cock. A long white dick made for fucking; a tool used to getting women to do things they wouldn’t otherwise. My wife’s boyfriend has it like that.

I don’t.

ECK-ECK-ECK-ECK!

“Fuck I’m gonna cum soon,” he says, still plowing. “Just like that, baby…fuck, just…like…that…”

ECK ECK ECK ECK ECK!

There’s spit running out of her mouth now, spilling off her chin. His cock glistens differently with that deep drool you can only get further down the throat. My wife is bracing herself, staying loose and keeping her throat open, but it’s getting more intense, and I start to wonder if she can handle it.

Part of me gets angry watching him use her like that.

“Fuck,” he gasps. “FUCK!”

ECK-ECK-ECK-ACK-ACK-ACK-GAK! GAK! GAK! GAK! GAK!

The mud puddle in her throat turns to a squelching gag, and with mounting shock I realize he’s actually cumming in her mouth. My wife’s eyes go saucer-wide, shocked, as if even she didn’t see this coming.

“Uugghhh,” he growls. “Fuuuuck!”

His tempo never slows, and the result is sloppy. Ropes of cum spit up from my wife’s gaped throat, her chin is greased with it, and for a moment it’s as if she is no more than a ragdoll in his vice grip.

Finally he plunges deep and holds there, all but two inches of his stick protruding at the base. She coughs against his forceful ejaculation, against the piece lodged inside of her. But she never takes her eyes off of him…off the camera…off of me.”

“Goddamn,” he breathes, shaking her head rapidly against his manhood.

Then he lets go of her hair, and my wife shoots from his cock like an arrow from a bow. Wads of cum fall out of her mouth and she gasps for air. Her tits are slick with the mess he made, and I’m having a hard time reconciling all of this.

“Holy fuck,” my wife pants. “Did you get all that?”

“Every second,” he pants. “But enough filming for hubby. I’m ready to fuck you.”

The video cuts off and I’m alone in my room, waiting for my wife to get home from her boyfriend’s house. I know that at that very moment he is probably inside of her, fucking her in ways I couldn’t imagine.

I start the video over, this time with my inferior dick clutched in my hand.

ECK…ECK…ECK…


The Town Giant Blows His Lid

Arnie Dalton is driving his blue pickup truck up the dirt road to where the giant man with the giant cock lives, while Arnie’s scantily clad and nervous as hell wife Gloria fidgets in the passenger seat. 

“The hell you so scared about?” Arnie asks irritated. “If anybody should be green in the gills about this whole thing it’s me. I’m the one whose gotta stand by while my wife sucks off some forest freak. Ain’t nobody in town ever gonna look at me the same way again!”

Gloria adjusts her sizeable breasts inside the yellow sundress she wears. “And how do you think they’re going to look at me, Arnie?” she asks. “I’ll just be some whore to them after this, as big an outcast as you!”

“Oh like hell!” Arnie spits. “I’m the one that put you up to it and they all know it! You’re paying my debt. I’m a man of my word after all…but still, don’t mean I gotta like it.”

The blue truck crests the top of the hill and rounds a wooded bend, pulling into a wide clearing with two single sheds dispersed across it. The door to the larger shed is ajar, and something massive moves within.

“This is it, baby,” Arnie shuts the car off. “The sooner you get this thing off the sooner we can get back to town.”

“What if it hurts, Arnie?” Gloria looks at her husband timidly, her pouty red lips trembling.

“Ain’t gonna hurt cus he ain’t gonna fuck you,” Arnie assures her, “it’s too goddamn big for that and even he knows it. You’re gonna do your best to swallow that monster, work it up however you can, and get him off. That’s all you gotta do, OK? And then we’re gone. You don’t even gotta act like you enjoy it.”

“I don’t plan on doing any acting,” Gloria says, her trembling hand coming to the door handle, “I never gave you permission to offer me up the way you did.”

Arnie’s face darkens, “and what the hell is that supposed to mean?”

Gloria opens the door and steps out of the car. When the car door slams shut the shape in the shed turns its head. Ducking and turning sideways to escape the wide entrance, a man the size of a bull moose comes lumbering out.

Naked, sweating, and impossibly hung.

“Oh my God,” Gloria’s voice trembles.

“Jesus Fuck Christ,” Arnie breaks out into a cold sweat as he steps from the car. “Hey man! Hey! Slow down a second alright? Easy! EASY!”

The giant is clearing the space with long, demanding strides that seem to shake the earth. He’s 8 feet tall at least, with shoulders like two tanks side by side. His massive cranium has a mop of dirty blonde hair on top, and his wide features are etched in thick bone.

The flaccid cock swinging between his thighs is as big as an opossum and uncut, with a growth of thick, curly pubic hair surrounding the enormous base.

“I’m Arnie, remember?” Arnie’s voice grows weak as he falls under the giant’s shadow. “Old man Sanderson sent me? He said he wrote you a letter, that you’d be expecting us.”

The giant halts five feet from where Gloria huddles up beside her husband. His titanic arms cross over his expansive chest; the weighted cock below hangs towards the ground.

In a voice like rolling thunder, the giant speaks.

“The girl,” he points a lengthy finger at Gloria, “she will serve Ungar.”

“Yes, that’s right,” Arnie exhales, just glad not to be stomped underfoot. “She’s here to get you off. I’m a man of my word - you’ll tell old man Sanderson the same, won’t you? It was he who arranged this whole thing, so I need you to vouch for me!”

The giant ignores Arnie and takes a lumbering step forward. He reaches out and snatches Gloria by the arm like she weighs nothing and lifts her into the air.

“Oh Jesus!” Gloria screams, sailing through the air until her petite frame is pushed flat against Ungar’s chest. He holds her there with her feet kicking, face to face with the sneering monster.

Ungar takes a long, heavy whiff of Gloria.

“Smell fresh,” Ungar grunts, “no fuck for long time.”

Arnie frowns, “And how the hell could you know something like that?”

Ungar’s eyes fall on Gloria’s bountiful chest, on the heavy mounds of flesh pushing out over her dress. He opens his mouth and sticks out a huge, salivating tongue, and begins to lap at Gloria’s cleavage.

“For the love of Christ,” Arnie huffs, putting a hand to his brow and looking away. “Not so sure I can stand here and watch this shit.”

Gloria holds her breathe as Ungar laps at her chest, his big red tongue snaking into the dress and finding her bare nipple within. When it slides like a snake under her large bosom and runs wet below the cup, she gets warm between the legs and relaxes in the giant’s grasp.

“Fuck,” she sighs, releasing her breath and starting to shake. Gloria looks over at Arnie well below her on the ground. He looks small from here, perhaps he is small from here.

Suddenly Gloria feels something knocking at her toes and she looks down to see Ungar’s erection. It is colossal and dripping, white and bloated, purple at the head and like an entire tent rolled tight and hard. Her breasts have fallen out over the front of the dress and her pale nipples are like two pebbles on mounds of creamy sand. Ungar takes a moment to suck her entire breast into his wide mouth before spitting it out and setting Gloria back down on the ground.

Standing up tall and straight as can be, Ungar’s towering cock is directly at Gloria’s eye level.

“Open eyes fool,” Ungar bellows at Arnie, “no close!”

Arnie winces when he sees his beautiful wife wrap both hands around Ungar’s meat like she’s retrieving firewood from a tall pile. Gloria’s eyes are full of wonder and lust, and it makes Arnie feel something strange in his ribcage, almost like his heart is trying to sink down into his stomach.

Then Gloria’s wrapping her mouth around it, stretching her jaw as wide as it can go, leaning into the front of her shoes to help get it down. Ungar’s ballsack is two ripe melons hanging towards the earth, the left one slightly heavier. He’s got his hands on his hips, and he looks back and forth slowly from Gloria to Arnie to make sure everyone is doing their duty.

“Deeper!” Ungar booms, placing his hand on the back of Gloria’s head. His fingers wrap her entire skull until the tips are pressing into the flesh of her cheeks and eye sockets. Well aware of his own strength, he nudges her downward, which effectively blocks her throat and sends her to hard gagging.

“ACK!” Gloria retches. “ACK!”

“Jesus go easy!” Arnie pleads, pacing in circles. “Not so rough!”

Ungar uses Gloria’s head like a normal person might use a saltshaker, but it’s enough to get a few more inches down her gullet, and now bubbling streams of spit are running down his elongated, impossible shaft.

“ACK! ACK! ACK!”

“Good bitch,” Ungar grunts, “good - good - bitch! UGH!”

“ACK! ACK! ACK!”

“Choke on Ungar’s COCK!” The giant’s voice shakes the treetops. “Gag bitch! Pay your husband’s debt!”

“ACK-ACK-ACK!”

Arnie interlocks his fingers on the back of his head with tears streaming down his face and his voice cracks as he shouts - “AW HELL!”

Gloria never imagined she’d be taken like this - standing straight-spined while her throat is used like a cheap toy. Something about Ungar’s size, something about his unconscionable strength - it calls to her. Awakens a deep, curious desire. It’s more man than perhaps any man to have ever existed, and she’s here to witness him.

Knowing full well Arnie won’t dare try anything while she’s in the grasp of the giant, Gloria reaches under her dress and finds the soaked panties there. She pushes them aside and slides two fingers into her creamy mess.

“Gloria what are you doing!” Arnie exclaims. “What the hell are you doing!”

“HA-HA-HA-HA!” Ungar tilts his head back and barks to the heavens. “Tiny whore is wet sucking Ungar’s cock! HA-HA-HA-HA! Husband watch! Husband no like! HA-HA-HA-HA!”

“ACK-ACK-ACK-ACK!”

Gloria’s arms stretch as far forward as they can, and her shrunken hands almost make it to the base of Ungar’s meat. His massive bush of pubic hair tickles her knuckles as she tries to massage his fifth limb. She can see that free swinging burlap sack below and the gargantuan balls stuffed inside it and she has to know.

Gloria reaches back and places her hands on Ungar’s - the one gripping her skull - and she taps. Ungar halts for a moment and lets her mouth have a rest.

“Balls,” Gloria gasps, mouth dripping drool and sucking oxygen. “Balls! I want to suck them!”

Ungar tils his head up once more - “HA-HA-HA-HAAAA!”

And then he lifts the elephant trunk between his legs to the sky, giving Gloria easy access to the world’s largest testicles.

Arnie Dalton freezes where he stands and goes cold all over - he can no longer see the features of his beautiful wife’s face. She’s being smothered by the giant’s sack and there’s nothing he can do about it.

“Have seat little man,” Ungar grunts, stroking his meat while tiny Gloria worships his balls. “We will take long time!”


Panty Mess

Jayson stuffs my wife’s soaked panties into her waiting mouth. He ties her hands together at the small of her back and loops his leather belt around her neck and pulls it taut. Then he bends her over our marriage bed at such an angle that I have an easy view of her plump ass and succulent cunt.

“Look at that, Chris,” Jayson laughs. “Look at your slutty little wife bent over like a whore waiting for my big fat cock.” He is naked, his 9.5-inch cock juts out from his shaven body like an extra limb. Jayson walks over to where I’m sitting in a leather chair, both my hands cuffed around the enclosed armrest. He unlocks one hand but keeps the other shackled to the chair. “I’m going to allow you to touch yourself tonight, Chris. Isn’t that nice of me? I’m going to let you play with that insignificant little worm you call a dick. But I don’t want to see you jerking it. Understand? You’re going to take two fingers and rub it. Like a clit. Like a woman. If I catch you doing anything other than that I will kick you the fuck out of your own bedroom. Do you understand me?”

“Yes sir,” I say humiliated, wearing nothing but a pair of my wife’s lacey black panties. I’m having a hard time not staring at his throbbing member, at the swollen gland along the undershaft and the bright blue veins snaking up it.

“Good boy,” he grins. “Now let me see you rub your little clitty. Do it over the panties - no need to take them off. You are a pathetic fucking sissy after all, right?”

I nod.

“Right?”

“Yes sir.”

“Good, now rub it.”

I place pointer and middle finger together and push the tips against my undershaft. I’m hard as a rock, so shamefully hard. And small. My dick isn’t half as big as Jayson’s, maybe four and a half inches on a good day. When I rub it, I can feel how close I am to cumming.

And he’s barely touched her yet. Stacy is still bent submissively on the end of the bed, hands bound behind her back and the panties stuffed in her mouth slowly soaking through with drool. She can’t see me from the angle she’s at. But she can certainly hear Jayson ridiculing me.

“Do it in little circles, Chris,” Jayson chuckles. “Like a clit. Because you’re just a little bitch boy aren’t you?”

“Yes sir,” I mumble, moving my fingers the way he tells me to.

“Good boy. Now sit there like the idiot cuck you are and watch me make your wife my bitch.”

He turns back to Stacy, smacks her ass so hard she squeals. Then he’s running the tip of big white cock along the soaked slit of her sex, teasing her. He picks the belt up, the one wrapped around her neck, and uses it like a leash - wrapping it around his hairy fist and pulling back on it until her head comes off the mattress.

Then he’s pushing inside her, and she’s moaning through the panties.

“Oooohhhh,” she whimpers, body shaking.

I watch Jayson’s member disappear inside her, one slick inch at a time. He’s already touching her in places I never will, pulling moans from her that I’ve never heard. I’m rubbing my dick with two fingers like he told me to and I’m getting closer to cumming every second.

“So fucking tight,” Jayson sighs. “Though, not as tight as she used to be. I’ve been inside her far too much for that. And she’ll never be tight for you again, Chris. Because you have a skinny short dick that is so bad at fucking, your wife had to bring in another man to do the job. It’s quite pathetic, don’t you think Chris?”

“Yes sir,” I sigh, rubbing my clit-dick frantically.

Jayson laughs and yanks up on the belt. He grabs hold of the cuffs between Stacy’s wrists and rides her like an animal, digging out her succulent pink cunt with swift, powerful thrusts that cause his enlarged ballsack to swing wildly. Stacy is moaning nonstop. Almost annoyingly so. It’s high and muffled and broken and when he pushes deep and holds it there her thighs start to vibrate.

She’s cumming.

“OOOOOHHHHH,” she screams through the panties.

I’m cumming, too. Soaking the little lacey panties. Feeling that warm mess spread and stick.

Jayson glances back at me, his strong muscled ass rocking back and forth into my wife. He laughs at me. “Another early release for the loser,” he says. “That’s too bad for you, Chris. Because that was your one nut tonight. Your one and fucking only.”

He pulls out of my wife and Stacy falls over on the bed legs wriggling, the orgasm still washing over her. I can’t even clean myself up before Jayson is locking both my hands to the armrest of the chair.

“Fucking pathetic,” he says, clicking the cuffs into place. “Now you’re going to sit there and watch the whole fucking thing. And if you beg me even once to be let out, I’m going to pick you up chair and all and set you out in the hallway. Understand, idiot?”

“Yes sir,” I say, choked and overwhelmed.

“Good boy.”

Jayson spreads my wife’s legs open - she’s on her back - and he shoves himself back inside her. He tears the panties out of her mouth and suddenly Stacey’s wails are significantly louder. He fucks her like a ragdoll, and I can see his hairy sack slapping off the crack of her ass. I can see her cunt lips stretched taut about his meat.

“Gonna be a long night, little buddy,” he huffs over his shoulder. “Hope you’re comfortable!”

I’m not.


The African Warlord

Charles Cook gripped the wrought iron bars of his prison and stared longingly at his sweet wife Laura.

She was free of her shackles now, part of the deal she’d made with the African Warlord known as Chief Guska Weyn. She was free of her clothing too, and knelt naked before Chief Guska as he placed his bloated ebony cock along her face, chin to crown.

“Good dhillo,” Chief Guska grinned, staring down at Laura. “Now suck.”

The other part of the deal Laura had cut with the Chief concerned Charles’ own safety – which had become increasingly questionable since the young married couple had broken about a dozen village laws. The tribe had shown them kindness and warmth upon arrival, but after discovering the two to be secret treasure hunters – and worse, thieves of a priceless artifact hidden deep within the tribal catacombs – the tribe had soured and handed them over to Chief Guska to be judged.

“Open,” Chief Guska said in a deep baritone, his native accent distinct on his tongue. Laura parted pouty lips and the Chief pushed his dark mushroom head into her mouth, reaching further and further back until his cock collided with the back of her throat.

Charles watched his wife gag on the Warlord’s meaty member, and he fell to his knees there within the cramped cage. Laura never took her eyes off the chief as he palmed her by the back of the head and began to fuck her mouth, and Charles, despite the nausea in his stomach, was having a hard time looking away.

Outside the hut two guards watched the entrance, both dark and strong. Escape was not an option, Charles knew, and as he stared past his wife struggling with the black cock down her throat, he realized that most of the village had gathered outside the hut. To listen. To watch.

“ACK-ACK-ACK!” Laura gagged over and over; the Chief so merciless in his handling of her. His balls hung low and hairy, swinging with the impact of Laura’s  head.

Charles watched a wad of deep drool escape her mouth, drip off her chin and land on her luscious, swaying breasts. From there the clear spit ran down her to tummy, stopping at the crude tattoo just below her naval. The chief himself had given her that tattoo the night Laura made a deal for their lives. It was the mark of the bull – engraved permanently on her fair skin. There were other tattoos the tribe had given her as well since their imprisonment, intricate dark lines that colored the pale flesh of her arms and legs, but none had wounded Charles so deeply as the chief’s. Guska’s marking was not for aesthetics – it was a stamp. It was ownership.

The Warlord had laid claim to Laura’s womb.

“Jesus go easy,” Charles plead through the bars. “You’re choking her!”

Chief Guska laughed, taking Laura’s fragile face in both hands, and driving himself ever deeper into her gullet. She looked defenseless below his warrior’s body, something small and tiny made to serve and obey. It hurt Charles to see her like that…but it excited him, too. And without really thinking about it he freed his own stiff cock from his trousers and began to jerk.

At last the chief released her, and Laura came away gasping for breath. Guska’s glistening black cock jutted from his chiseled body like a club, round and rotund and long as an axe handle. He grabbed the white girl by the hair as he laid down on the dirty hut floor, pulling her on top of him, and inserting his heavy prick inside her at such an angle that Charles could see everything.

“FUCK!” Laura cried out, sinking downward, and feeling the Warlord’s weapon spread her. “OH MY GOD!”

Charles watched the chief drive his powerful hips upward, impaling his fair wife as she screamed to the sky. The chief’s fat black ballsack jiggled and bounced with every stroke, sending the white girl’s body to trembling and shaking.

Inside his cage, Charles jerked himself furiously, overcome with the situation and its implications. He and his wife had been to every corner of the world, seen wonders most wouldn’t believe…but this, this was something else entirely. And while a tamer man may have taken it terminally, Charles decided to make the best of a bad situation.

Laura shuddered and collapsed atop the chief, cumming violently as Guska continued to pummel her from below. She had not a moment to recover before the Warlord stood with her in his powerful arms, then squatted low to lay her shoulders along the dirt floor. Holding her legs in both arms Chief Guska assaulted her cunt from above, pounding crudely and driving her lissome frame into the earth.

“OOOOOHHHHH!” she screamed, loud enough for the whole village outside to cheer in response. Charles watched single beads of sweat drip from the chief onto his gorgeous wife. She was his now -- entirely.

The chief drove deep, burying all that he could inside the fertile white wife, holding himself there as his balls began to convulse.

“UUUGGHHHH!” he groaned, unloading his seed deep inside the girl. Laura screamed, eyes rolling back into her head, but the chief simply covered her mouth with his hand as he deposited the last of it against her cervix.

Overcome, Charles fell backwards against the cage bars, his own meager prick still hard in his palm.

Chief Guska dislodged himself from Laura’s dripping pussy and led her like a dog over to where her husband was caged. Thrusting her face against the bars, he entered her once more, pinning Laura to the prison and forcing her to look at her husband as he used her.

“You’re actually jerking off?” Laura managed between breathes. “He just came inside me…is breeding me…and you like it?”

Charles managed a dry laugh. “What else am I supposed to do? Let you have all the fun? Never.”

The chief smacked Laura’s ass hard enough for her to scream in Charles’ face. The squish of her filled cunt was constant against the force of Guska’s cock.

“Nine months, honey,” Laura said breathily through the bars. “Nine months from today and our end of the bargain will be complete. The chief will have his child, and we will have our treasure. And we can go home rich and happy.”

Charles tried to say something then, but he was cut off by his wife’s high, droning moans as the Warlord unleashed a second tidal wave of cum inside her soaked cunt. Her body convulsed and shook, and when the chief pulled away from her she collapsed to the ground, writhing and blind.

The chief walked out of the hut, a single thick rope of shimmering seed dangling from the head of his cock.

Charles watched his wife spread her legs, watched a torrent of thick white nut pour from her gaped entrance. When Laura caught him looking she placed two fingers in the mess, swirling it around and playing with it.

Charles Cook let go there in the cage, cumming in his own hand, the power of his orgasm so strong that for a moment he could hear nothing. And as he watched the guards from outside drag his wife away, leaving a trail of semen in the process, he couldn’t help but think that nine months was a long time.

And that perhaps Laura would need to do some further bargaining to make their stay more comfortable.


He Left Marks

“What’s this?” I asked, stunned and wide-eyed.

“What’s what, honey?”

“This.” I traced the scratches along her back with my fingertips. They were red, deep marks that slashed downwards at different angles. It was like a note written in some ancient cursive from her bull that said - I did this.

Mary turned her back to the mirror to see what I was talking about. “Wow,” she gasped. “He really went in on it, didn’t he?”

I was so transfixed by the deep welts between her shoulders and along the middle portion of her back that I’d barely noticed anything else yet. Mary was completely nude, just home from a date with her bull. It was time for the reclaiming - for us to connect and make love after she’d stepped out. But I was finding it hard to concentrate.

“You look pale, honey,” Mary said, taking me by the chin. “It was fine, I promise. I liked it. All of it. Let’s go to the bedroom.”

I followed her into the master, and she laid me down on the bed. Then she stood there before me, her incredible hourglass figure dipping and curving to perfection. Her breasts were perfect handfuls and her sensitive skin like some milky canvas her boyfriend had painted on. There were marks all over her…too many to count. Too many for my eyes to focus on.

“Play with my ass,” she said, turning around and presenting that incredible muffin to me. It was Mary’s most jaw-dropping feature, that ass of hers. So round and protruded, a great shelf of flesh that was disproportioned to the rest of her frame. She had thick thighs too, and a perfect dip in her lower back just before those two cheeks began to curve outwards.

But there was something different about them that night.

“Jesus,” I whispered, running my cool palm across the handprints embedded into her ass cheeks. “Did he do this?”

“I certainly didn’t smack my own ass that hard,” she giggled.

It was difficult to see. Difficult to imagine another man laying his hands on her in that way, beating her butt so hard that there were still red welts in the shapes of fingers hours afterward. My eyes drifted from those hand markings to the deep, welted scratches along her back…and something like anger flared in my stomach.

“You’re sure you’re ok with this?” I asked, fighting jealousy.

“Kiss it all better, baby,” she moaned, wagging that brilliant butt in my face. “It’s so sore.”

I rubbed her sore spot and kissed directly in the center of one of the many handprints he left on her. I’d never touched her like that before, the way he did. And to see that fiery roadmap of strikes and welts was almost as intense as watching it in real time…almost.

Mary turned around and climbed on top of me. She brought her soft breasts to my face and shuffled them against my cheeks. That’s when I saw them…the marks on her breasts.

“What’s this?” I asked in a whisper, trying to mask the hurt in my voice.

“What can I say, honey,” she ran her hands through my hair. “He likes my tits. He pays a lot of attention to them.”

“Are those hickeys?”

“Mmhmm,” she assured me. “He likes to keep a titty in his mouth when I ride him…but he likes to bite when he’s on top.”

The teeth marks were hard to miss, jagged and sculpted into her fragile flesh. As Mary began to grind into my confused erection, I tried to imagine how hard he must have been sucking to leave such splotchy marks on her nipples and side-tit…how hard he must have bitten her to leave such a detailed story behind.

“What’s the matter, honey?” she sighed in my ear. “You seem upset.”

“I’m not upset,” I lied. “I’m just…a little shocked I guess.”

“By what?”

I hesitated. “That you let him do all this to you. I’ve never done anything of the sort.”

She giggled playfully, running the tips of her nipples against my mouth and cheeks, teasing me. “You never tried, honey. But he did…”

“How did he do it?” I asked, unable to control my curiosity. “The spanking and the scratching?”

“The scratches came when we were making out,” Mary began to grind into my groin. “And when I was on top. Those marks are what I’d call crimes of passion. Sometimes he scratches too hard, but somehow that made me wetter…the spanking was something else entirely.”

“How so?”

“Well for starters he blindfolded me,” she said, reaching down and tearing at my boxers. “Then he stuffed my panties into my mouth and bent me over the bed.”

My voice caught in my throat. He did what?

“And then he spanked me. I never knew when or how hard it was going to land, which made it so exciting. My legs were shaking by the time he was done…and I was so fucking wet, honey. My ears were ringing from the sound of him hitting me.”

I slid inside her from the bottom, and I could feel how turned on she was…how warmed up…how loose.

“It’s kind of crazy actually,” she moaned, fucking me from above with her mouth to my ear. “I don’t think I’d have let anyone put their hands on me like that, but after I saw his cock…after I sucked his cock, well, I would have let him do anything to me. It was that big, that beautiful.”

I was silent, breathing deep, very near to finishing inside of her.

“I hope you’re not upset, honey,” she went on. “You said you were comfortable with whatever I’m comfortable with…even when it’s uncomfortable.”

Mary raised up over me, her fat ass dropping again and again as she road me with the precision of a woman quite familiar with regular promiscuous sex. She’d gotten better, there was no doubt about that. And I was on the receiving end of it.

I started to relax, realizing I’d have never gotten it this good if she hadn’t fucked him.

“Does it make you jealous, baby,” she breathed faster. “Seeing the way he handled me?”

“Yes,” I replied, weak in the knees. “So fucking jealous, Mary.”

“Good,” she smiled. “You should be. He was incredible.”

Mary came down on top of me, burying her face in my shoulder as she bucked her hips behind, bringing me to climax sooner than I’d have liked. As I stared down the straightness of her back, I saw the scratches, saw the red prints on her twerking cheeks.

But I saw something else, too. Something I hadn’t noticed before.

“I’m cumming,” I shuddered. “Fuck!”

There on the back of Mary’s neck, about the size of the ball of a thumb, was a bruise. Light blue and grey.

I kissed it.

“That’s where he choked me,” Mary sighed. “I’m glad I have you to make it all better, honey.”

“Always,” I breathed.


A Pie

They’re lying on my bed right in front me, covered in sweat and breathing heavy.

Demarius gets off of her so I can see better.

Tilly, my delicate blonde girlfriend is a sweaty mess on the bed top, her thighs are shaking like they’re attached to electrodes but I know it’s just the after effects of her orgasm. Her legs are spread. Her cunt is glossy pink and there is thick white cum seeping slow from her slit. She’s smiling at me.

Fuck – she’s smiling at him.

“Have a good look at it, kid,” Demarius says condescendingly. “I dropped a fat one in your bitch…hahaha…”

My breath is caught in my throat because my brain is having a hard time understanding exactly what it’s looking at. Tilly is winded, and her bright blue eyes shift to look at me and all my anxious fear. She giggles. She points at me and beckons me closer.

“Did you see that baby?” she says, her voice a high whisper. “Did you see the way he fucked me? Do you understand now? Do you see that you could never fuck me the way he does?”

Tiny droplets of sweat cling to Tilly’s tits, dotting her wide pink nipples and dripping down the curve of her bosom. Some of that sweat is Demarius’. I saw it pour off of his forehead in droves when he was fucking her just a few minutes ago. I saw him wipe it off his dripping face and smother is across her body.

I can smell them.

When I kneel down in front of the bed, I can feel them watching me. I look to the side and see Demarius’ big swinging dick slouching toward the floor, a thin stringy strand of leftover cum hanging from the tip. I still don’t understand how it fit inside of her, but before I can really contemplate it any further Tilly is taking me by the hair and directing my face to the mess between her legs.

The cum I asked Demarius not to put inside my girlfriend is now running in a thick stream down and across the crack of her plump white ass. Her spread pink lips are glazed with it, and that sacred hole between her legs is like a milky white eye, staring at me.

And it just keeps flowing.

“I was gonna have her swallow it,” Demarius chuckles, “but when you told me not to cum inside her, I didn’t like your tone. You can say please next time, kid. Got it?”

“You’ve got to get it all up, baby,” Tilly sighs, actively pushing more of his load out of her cunt. “Otherwise I might get pregnant…and you know we can’t have that.”

My mouth comes to her smooth, greased cunt lips and I don’t even have a second to reconsider before she’s bucking her hips into my face, smothering me with hot salty seed. My tongue moves on instinct- I swallow and suck it back like a hungry animal deprived of food. Tilly is laughing…laughing at me, sharing some inside joke with Demarius who keeps calling me kid and Tilly a ‘bitch.’ In a very real sense I can’t stand him - the sight of him drilling my sweet, tiny Tilly in every position known to man…but in another sense I’m powerless to resist his masculinity, powerless to even attempt standing up to him or telling him to get his gigantic cock out of my girl.

That’s the other problem…Demarius is significantly bigger than me…in every way. His length is three times my own at least, and his girth exceeds the size of my forearm. Side by side they are comical in their contrast.

“How’s my nut taste, boy?” he calls from somewhere above. I can’t see. “Better get used to it. Because that’s my pussy now. You only get to clean it after I’m done with it.”

“Mmmm, good boy,” Tilly moans as she runs her hands through my hair. “Don’t miss a single drop…suck it all back baby…mmmmm…”

Once I’m sure I’ve swallowed it all I look up at my girlfriend. Demarius is on the bed, kneeling beside Tilly’s swooning face and feeding her his half-limp ebony monster. Even at half-mast he puts my size to shame, and as Tilly’s little red tongue laps at his glistening head I can tell he’s getting hard again.

I start to wonder if the night will ever end.

“Suck on my big black balls, bitch,” Demarius grunts, dragging his smooth sack across Tilly’s supple mouth. “Worked up quite a sweat beatin’ that pussy up…I want you to drink every drop…that’s it…worship my nuts while your wimp of a boyfriend eats my nut out yah pussy…good girl…”

I’m sort of frozen there with my head between her thighs and a mixture of cum and pussy juice slicking my chin. I can’t pull my eyes away from the sight of Demarius’ fat left testicle inside Tilly’s mouth. She’s sucking on it like candy, and when she’s given it enough attention, she swaps it out for the other.

“Enjoying the view from down there, bitch boy?” he chuckles. “Does she suck on your nuts like this? Bet not…not with those little peanuts you got. Little Tilly here needs a man’s balls in her mouth. Look how she sucks on em’, boy…like she’s sayin’ thank you for dropping that fat nut inside her pussy.”

Demarius pulls his sagging sack from her mouth and lets it drape across her forehead like a face mask.

“Go on and tell my nuts ‘Thank you’, Tilly,” he commands.

“Thank you for filling me up,” she giggles, then plants a cute little smooch on each of them.

Demarius gets off the bed and kicks me out of the way with his size 14 foot. I stumble to the floor as he gets between my girlfriend’s legs.

“Unlike you, I can go more than one round,” he tells me as he slings her legs over his broad black shoulders. “That ain’t the last creampie you’re cleaning up tonight, boy.”

Tilly screams when he enters her, and then her discomfort turns to soft, soothing moans. I watch them fuck for what seems like hours.

And then my mouth is between her folds again…doing my duty.


Groped

I’m standing at the pool bar when I see it happen and my stomach drops into my shoes.

My wife Molly is standing in the shallow end of the pool, and she’s got no idea that I can see her from here. She’s wearing a pink micro-bikini and she’s surrounded by three absurdly tall black men. They’re basketball players, NBA rookies come to Las Vegas for summer league. 

Molly is giggling so hard her breasts are jiggling in that tiny top, her white teeth flashing up at the men looming above. The athletes, whose names I cannot remember, are standing extremely close to her. They were friendly when I was there, careful not to cross any boundaries.

But the moment I left, they swarmed.

And now, before my very eyes, I watch one of the men reach out and grab my wife.

I audibly gasp at the bar.

His massive hand engulfs her left tit, squeezing so hard Molly actually squeals. For the faintest, briefest moment her face is confusion and embarrassment…but that quickly gives way to laughter. And as she’s standing there, crowded by three muscular black bodies with one of her tits palmed like a basketball, I see her look up…toward the bar…looking for me.

It’s enough time for me to do something instinctual.

I avert my eyes. I look away. I pretend I didn’t see anything.

I can feel my wife’s eyes on me. Staring.

The bartender passes me my drinks and slowly, carefully I turn my head to see if Molly is still staring. She’s not. In fact, it seems as though I’m the furthest thing from her mind.

All three men are now groping her. Fondling her. Bony black hands at her luscious, pale breasts - pulling and tugging and pinching. Wide palms fill with the flesh of her ass cheeks, squeezing around the hot-pink thong and shaking her ass about. The shortest of the three men (still a foot taller than I) and the most brazen decides to take Molly for all she’s worth and quite blatantly shoves his hand down the front of her bikini bottoms.

And all the while Molly is laughing. Her face is flushed, and her eyes are drunk and she’s fucking giggling while they search her. Every inch of her.

I’m frozen where I stand. The thought of marching over and interrupting their disgusting behavior doesn’t even occur to me. I’m too afraid to do anything. Afraid of the men, afraid of the situation, and afraid of sticking up for myself or my wife.

“Say buddy is that your wife over there?” the bartender asks.

I can’t take my eyes off the awful scene happening just ten yards away, so I simply nod in response.

“Don’t take it too personally, pal,” he says. “What are those kids - 21, 22? They’ll get their fill and move on. Best not to cause a scene, right?”

Molly is wriggling in their arms, worked up and as far as I can tell, turned on. The one behind her is slapping her ass repeatedly, admiring the way it bounces and ripples. The broadest, biggest of the three is fixated on her Double-G breasts, fondling them in such way that her milky flesh fills the spaces between his long fingers. The third rookie is openly massaging her pussy there in the pool, and the people around them have started to notice.

I start to wonder how long this is going to go on for and then I can see the change on Molly’s face – she’s concerned about getting caught. She says something to the boys I don’t quite catch, and she’s making lazy attempts to push their probing hands away. After a few more well-placed squeezes and slaps the strong black hands finally fall away from my wife’s desecrated figure.

All four of them, my wife and the NBA players, turn to look at the bar. To see where I’m at.

I immediately avert my gaze and try to pretend as if I’m waiting for another drink.

“Can I get you somethin’, pal?” the bartender asks when he sees me staring straight ahead.

Flustered, I say the first thing that comes to mind. “Uh, four shots of tequila please!”

The bartender nods, a sly grin on his face.

When I look back to the group in the pool, wouldn’t you know it – they’re grabbing my wife again. The one behind Molly has reached around and filled both hands with her tits while pinning her petite frame against the front of his body. He’s grinding his hips into her backside and Molly’s face is wide-eyed shock.

The bartender hands me my four shots and I pick them up. Resolving to end the embarrassment taking place in the pool, I start to walk back over to my wife – but I’m careful to avert my eyes the entire way. I don’t want to get caught catching them!

As I get closer, I see their hands drop from my wife’s body out of the corner of my eye.

“Four shots,” I say when I get there, as if I’d seen no evil.

The basketball players and my wife take the tequila and make a drunken toast.

“To my husband, Lenny,” Molly slurs drunkenly. “May you stay always aloof!”

The four of them laugh and drink, and I don’t let Molly out of my sight for the rest of the weekend.


Wedding Night Promises

Damien pushed his way into our hotel room, stinking of beer and cigarettes and bad decisions. Even though I shoved back with all my weight, his stiff-arm was enough to wedge the door wide enough to slip in.

He shoved past me and headed straight for Penelope.

She stood there framed against giant hotel windows wearing nothing but the white lingerie she would soon conceal underneath a wedding dress. Behind her the city skyline stretched on forever, a cacophony of light and sound. There was a look of surprised expectance across her face. Penelope would tell me later that she always knew Damien would come for her eventually; she just didn’t think it would be an hour before our wedding ceremony.

“Deals a fucking deal,” Damien spat at her. “You can’t go backing out just because your little boyfriend here doesn’t like it.”

“Get the hell out of here, Damien,” I marched across the room.

“Make me soy boy!” he hurled.

“I’ll call hotel security, Damien,” I fumed. “Don’t think I won’t!”

“You see?” he turned his attention back to Penelope. “He’s a fucking wimp, Penny. Give him what he deserves.”

“Don’t look at her - look at me!” I screamed.

Penelope watched us bicker in silence. She was just a tiny thing standing there next to the two of us, myself an easy six feet and Damien several inches taller than that. She seemed unconvinced and it bothered the hell out of me. Why wasn’t she saying anything?

“You can shut the fuck up and watch or get the hell out, beta boy,” Damien slurred, the day-drunk written across his face. “Doesn’t make any difference to me what you do. But I’m here to collect. And ain’t no fucking way a little dipshit like you is going to stop me.”

“I wouldn’t waste my time on trash like you, Damien,” I said with smug courage. “Besides, Penny isn’t going to just give it to you. Which means you get nothing. So, get out of our goddamned hotel room before I call the police!”

When he shoved me in the chest I could smell the nicotine on his dirty fingers. His eyes were dark fire behind greasy locks of black hair, and I could see his hatred for me welling there. For a moment I truly believed he would strike me, but as his tattooed arms rose in the air, Penelope finally spoke.

“Fine,” she said just above a whisper. “Fine. Let’s do it.”

My jaw dropped. “Penny you can’t be serious –

“About fucking time!” Damien interrupted.

“But you can’t leave, Teddy,” Penelope ignored my protests, “I don’t want this to drive a wedge in our marriage…so I need you to stay, OK? I need you to see it…”

My ears felt hot, the sound of their voices sounded suddenly underwater. My heart rate rose so quickly that when I tried to speak my voice came out cracked or not at all. “Penny you can’t…this isn’t right…”

I watched Damien turn from me and move on my fiancée inside a waking nightmare. Not until he pushed her against the giant glass window, and I heard the hollow sound of her lithesome frame bouncing of it did I realize what he was about to do.

“On your knees,” he had her by the throat. “I want it dripping before I fuck your tight little ass.”

Guided by instinct I lunged at him, already knowing how futile the attempt would be. His back was to me, and I was able to get both hands around his left shoulder and yank him from my wife, but he spun like a cornered alligator and popped both his palms into my chest. It sent me stumbling backwards until I went crashing down to the floor.

“Don’t fucking touch me again soy boy or we’re going to have some fucking problems!” Damien didn’t wait for my response. He simply turned back around, snatched my soon to be wife by the throat, and shoved her down to her knees.

Penelope seemed to have a hard time deciding where to look. Her face was a sad apology to me one moment; a fertile excitement for Damien the next.

“I’ll make this real fucking easy for both of you, Damien growled, tearing at the button on his jeans and yanking down on the denim. “You’re gonna suck my dick and then I’m going to take your sweet asshole. Just like you promised me. And if you’re wimpy boyfriend tries to stop me, I’ll knock him the fuck out. Got it?”

Penny’s fidgeting eyes shot to where I lay sprawled on the carpet. She looked as if she might say something to me in the way of an excuse, but before the words could leave her mouth Damien was slapping her across the face with his rigid, veiny prick.

“Say ah, Penny,” Damien barked, pressing his mass past her surprised lips and digging around in her wet mouth. “Good girl. We wouldn’t want this to hurt now would we? I want you to enjoy this. I want your pathetic fucking boyfriend to hear was a whore you are for me! So lube it the fuck up!”

Penelope’s deep blue eyes seemed to pop just a little extra that day, her long black lashes blinking at me apologetically.  Her mouth was spread wide, struggling a bit to fill all of Damien between her rosy cheeks.

“AWK!” she gagged as he slammed into the back of her throat. “AWK AWK AWK!”

“Jesus,” I muttered, sick to my stomach.

“Don’t be such a little bitch,” Damien laughed, one hand on his hip and the other wrapped around the back of Penelope’s head. “Need I remind you of your wife and I’s little promise to one another. At least she’s a woman of her word. You should be proud of her, cuck boy. UGH!”

“AWK AWK AWK!” went Penny’s throat. Soon her chin, neck and tits were washed over with drool, and long ropes of it hung from her face and Damien’s elongated shaft. I couldn’t stand the way she kept shifting her gaze between him and me- thanking him in one moment and begging forgiveness from me in the next.

Damien gave Penny’s face a few more savage pumps, ending it with one final plunge down her throat and holding it there. His entire body flexed, all but two inches of his raging hard-on buried inside of her. Penny’s eyes went wide, teared over, and fresh mascara ran in two perfect rivers down her flushed cheeks. Her grasping hands dug into Damien’s thighs, waiting for him to allow her some air.

“UUUUGGGHHH,” Damien grunted loud and long before releasing her from his member. Penelope came away coughing and gasping, but in between the drool and spit running down her body I saw her smile. “On your feet!” he commanded, stepping back, and dragging my fiancée up by her lush blonde hair. He spun Penelope on her heels and shoved her flat against the window, her face turned to the side and her breath fogging the glass there.

Damien grabbed the lacey white panties about her plump, pale ass and tore them from her body in one resounding RIP!

“Would you look at that,” Damien said, filling both hands with her creamy cheeks. “Fucking untouched. Fucking perfect.” He began to slide his pulsing rod between her ass, running it up and down the length of her crack.

“Oh fuck,” Penelope gasped, “oh fuck it’s so hard…”

“Goddamn right it is,” he whispered right in her hear, snatching her by the hair and yanking back. “You want it, baby? Want it in your fucking asshole right here in front of the whole fucking city and your stupid boyfriend to boot?”

“Mmmm,” she moaned, eyes closed.

“Tell me,” he said. “Beg me for it.”

“Fuck my ass, Damien,” Penelope’s voice was a high whine, something I’d never heard from her before. “Stick it in my tight hole and fuck me. Please. Please. Please just fuck it, Damien!”

Damien looked back at me with a shit eating grin across his face, his inebriated eyes barely focused on anything. “You hear that bitch boy? Your wife wants me to fuck her in the ass. Who am I to deny the bride on her wedding day? Ha. You just stand there and watch like the good cuck you are!”

Damien bent down, spread her cheeks, and spit. Then he stood tall, pressed his body to hers, and lined his fat cock up against her virgin opening.

“Make it nice and loud for hubby,” he said, “so he never forgets.”

Penelope’s mouth opened wide as he began to enter.


Voicemail From Your Bully

Voicemail Transcription from Doyle Henderson

July 7th, 2022, at 11:37 p.m.

Hey what’s up wimp? Why didn’t you answer your phone? Probably at home, asleep on a Friday night like the loser you are. Didn’t see you at Brad’s party tonight, which is a real shame because you know who was there? Your slutty girlfriend Alicia. Shit man you should have seen her. She had this skirt on, it was so fucking short any time she walked upstairs every guy in the place could see straight up it. No panties on! Hah. Incredible what she wears when you’re not around.

And fuck man, those tits. Well, you know. Or at least, I hope you know. She at least lets you play with them a little, right? They’re fucking perfect man. So big and soft. She had this low-cut shirt on, and her nipples were hard like all fucking night. When I asked her where her boyfriend was she just shrugged. What the hell are you even doing with a fine piece of ass like that? Letting her out of your sight on a Friday night is just a bad idea all around, dude. Trust me.

Sorry for all the whispering but I don’t want to wake her up. She looks so cute when she’s sleeping man, I’m sure you know that. But honestly I don’t think she’ll be waking up anytime soon. I wore her the fuck out. She told me how you can only go once, ha. I wasn’t surprised. She also told me how you last five minutes on a good day.

Dude - I fucked her for four and a half hours.

Now don’t go getting all upset, it’s not like I was in her pussy for four and a half hours. There was lots of foreplay. So my cock was in her throat too…and eventually her ass. Did you know she likes it up there? Said you’ve never tried it before and buddy, let me tell you, you do not know what you’re missing. It’s fucking tight. Like impossibly tight. At least for me it is. Alicia pointed out multiple times how much bigger I am than you. Lengthwise of course, but what she said really stuck out was how thick I am. It really turned her on man. You should have been there.

The first time I came I thought it’d be funny to cover your pretty little girlfriend’s face, so that’s what I did. Big fat puddles of it on her cheeks and in her eyes, fucking glistening on her forehead all glazed and shit. She asked for a towel and I said yeah sure, hold on a sec…but then I just shoved her back on the bed and put my dripping cock back inside of her. Fucked her like that for a while - fresh load of nut on her face while I plowed her cunt out. She forgot all about that sticky load on her face after a while and just stared moaning like a whore again. It was so fucking hot I busted like fifteen minutes later, but that time I didn’t pull out.

So I hope she’s on birth control or you got some sort of backup plan buddy, because I filled that fertile cunt wall to wall! Ha! And to think your sorry ass was at home sleeping when I did it.

You’re such a fuckin’ loser dude.

I let her clean up a bit and then let her lick my balls until I got hard again. Didn’t take long - not like you - but I was enjoying the feel of your girl sucking on them so much I just let her go with it. Took my time, know what I mean? She seemed happy to do it, like she’d never seen a pair so big in her life.

That’s when I flipped her over and spit on that cute, puckered asshole. It took damn near ten minutes just to get the head of my cock inside but when I did she howled like a fuckin’ bitch dog at the moon. It was a good time using your girl like a whore buddy, I gotta tell yah. Shoved her face into mattress top while I dug that tiny ass out. Some of the guys from the party came in and took pics too, so at least you’ll have those. Everybody’s got one so ask around.

I dropped a fat fuckin’ load in there too, and I gotta be honest, it was one of the most memorable orgasms I’ve had in a long, long time. Her whole body was shaking on my cock, her asshole all spread, and I’m just blowin’ my balls out all inside her. Even three loads in it was a goddamn geyser. You should have seen it pour out of her ass like a fuckin’ river when I finally pulled out. It was fucking beautiful, man.

Anyways, don’t want to keep you. Just thought I’d call and remind you what a whore your girlfriend is. It’s funny, back in high school when I used to bully your wimpy ass you would tell me that some day, I’d regret it. Well when is that day coming, little guy? Because right now I’m lying next to your girl and thinking about waking her up for another round.

Don’t worry though, I’ll send her home in the morning when I’m done with her, and maybe you can suck some of my leftover nut right out of her used holes.

Sleep tight loser!

End Voicemail.


The Condom’s Fate

I came in my own hand watching Donny plow my sweet Elizabeth. It had been fun up until that point- I’d enjoyed his rough handling and verbal jabs. But now, bathed in post-nut clarity, I was getting uncomfortable.

Sadly, Elizabeth was not.

“OH fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck,” she repeated in time with his thrusts. Donny had been fucking her in doggystyle for the last ten minutes, and only now that I’d finished making a mess of myself did he decide to pull my wife by the hair, and wrap his meaty hand around her delicate throat.

“That’s it baby moan for me,” Donny growled, yanking back on her blonde ponytail. “Let your loser husband hear the sounds you make for a real man.” His hair was long and dark, hanging several inches past his shoulders. Donny’s broad chest was hairy and masculine, his entire torso muscled and cut. He had a thick brown beard that made his mouth mean, and he seemed to relish every second spent inside my wife.

THAP-THAP-THAP-THAP- it came constant and wet, their bodies colliding.

Donny shoved two fingers in her mouth from behind and turned my wife to look at me.

“Look at him,” he said. “Sitting there in his own cum. Fucking loser can’t please so you I have to come over and do it. And he fucking loves it. Look at him. Laugh at him. He’s a fucking joke, isn’t he?”

I watched Elizabeth’s moaning mouth curl into a smile around his probing fingers, watched her tongue lap at his knuckles. “Did you cum already?” she panted. “Jesus, Jeff. You’re so fucking pathetic!”

Donny and my wife laughed at me. Together. My stomach did a somersault.

I’d told them before we started that I liked humiliation…and I truly thought I did. But I wasn’t prepared for how it would make me feel after I came. Maybe I expected it to all be over when I was done, like how it was when I jerked off to cuckold porn on the internet.

But this wasn’t the internet. It was real life. And real life has consequences.

Donny flipped Elizabeth over on to her back. Briefly I glimpsed his cloaked cock wrapped in white latex before he buried it back inside my wife. I knew it was the XL size based on the wrapper crumpled on my bedside table. Even with the extra room, Donny’s fat white cock seemed to be testing the condom’s limits.

“Oh Donny,” Elizabeth choked out, his fat paw wrapped cruelly around her throat. “Oh baby it’s so fucking gooood…” Her tits were perky little handfuls, jostling and jiggling up and down as Donny power-fucked her petite body. The bull had an ass like a body builder, rounded and strong as it rocked back and forth, drilling my wife in a way that I could have never hoped to do.

My own cum cooled on my skin, and I sat there frozen with fear cradling my limp dick. I was ready for it to be over.

“What’s the matter, Jeff?” Donny placated me. “You lose your load? Tired of me plowing your wife? Too fucking bad. I got stamina, motherfucker. Ever heard of it? Unfortunately for you I’ve got a condom on, so chances are high I’ll be here for a while. In your bed. Fucking your wife. Feel free to catch a nap out on the couch. As long as it isn’t too noisy for you.”

“OOOOOOHHHHHH!” Elizabeth’s screams reached a deafening pitch as Donny railed her mercilessly in missionary. Her face was red from the choking and her thighs were starting to shake. As Donny leaned over her his long brown hair hung all about them - in her face and mouth, swaying in time with his body.

Donny leaned down and spit in my wife’s mouth. I looked away instinctually - sickened.

“Your hubby didn’t like that,” he kissed her. “Not one bit. Let’s do it again. TUH!” Donny spat in her mouth, and she swallowed it. “TUH! TUH!” Twice more, and Elizabeth gobbled it greedily. “Well your wife sure as shit likes it,” Donny laughed, using the hand gripping her neck to push himself up again and continue his thrusting.

Elizabeth laid there for a long time, moaning constant and high. I could tell it no longer mattered if I was there or not. For all I knew she’d completely forgotten my existence. I looked at the clock, wondering when it would all be over, secretly hoping that I might get aroused again and start to enjoy myself.

But every time I seemed to be coming back around, Donny did something to devastate my desire.

“You like that big fat cock don’t you, girl?” Donny asked, grabbing her by the mouth and mushing her lips together.

“Yesh,” she whined.

“You want to feel it raw, don’t you?”

“Yesh dadgey,” Elizabeth slurred through his fingers.

“Hey Jeff,” Donny chuckled, pulling out of my wife. “Watch this.”

I sat up in a panic as he began to roll the condom off his dick. “Hey wait a minute!” I protested. “We talked about this! Not raw! COME ON!”

Donny just kept laughing. He rolled the battered condom of his cock and lifted it with two fingers. I watched it dangle in the air.

Then he dropped it on Elizabeth’s face where it lay like a wrinkled slug from chin to forehead. Donny snatched her wrists and pinned them to the bed before Elizabeth could remove it.

“What the fuck!” I stood up. “You can’t do that!”

Donny slid his bare cock into my wife’s cunt, and Elizabeth’s thighs began to shake involuntarily. He turned to me, held his hand up, and flicked me off. “Fuck you cuck!” he gloated.

“OH DONNY FUCK ME BABY! FUCK ME RAW!” Elizabeth screamed, arms pinned above her head, the condom stuck to her beautiful face.

“You heard the whore, Jeff,” he grinned, sliding deep inside her. “She wants it raw. UUUUGGGHHHH!”

I fell back in my chair dejected and soundless, my penis so humiliated that it tried to shrivel back up into my body.

THAP-THAP-THAP-THAP- louder and wetter now without protection. Constant and squelching.

Donny snatched the condom off her face and tossed it at me. It landed in my lap, touching some of my mess from earlier. “A souvenir for you Jeff,” Donny chided. “Something to remember me by!”

I flicked the condom to the floor as if it were cursed.

“I want your cum baby,” Elizabeth moaned. “Fill me up please Donny…please…”

“Elizabeth…no…” I plead quiet and pathetic. “Not like this…”

Donny went deep and held himself there. His fat ballsack began to convulse along the crack of my wife’s ass.

“OOOOHHHH I CAN FEEL IT FUUUUUCK YES!” Elizabeth wailed.

“UUUUGGGGH!” the hairy bull snarled atop her.

I averted my eyes, embarrassed…staring at the discarded condom on the floor.


Smack Smack Smack

Tara was on her knees in front of him, her face a mixture of shock and curiosity. Dean sat on the edge of the couch, a raging hard on shooting straight up between his tatted thighs, his calloused hands groping Tara’s all natural double Ds.

Where her tits had once been so pale and fair, now they were stained red by the bully’s constant berating.

“Fuck these are nice,” Dean pressed the milky flesh roughly between his fingers, ignoring Tara’s sharp gasp. “You must really care about your boyfriend if you’re willing to let me use them like this.”

WHAP!

“AH!”

Dean talked about me as if I wasn’t there. As if I wasn’t standing just a few feet away, awkward and impatient, averting my eyes every time he opened his hardened palm.

“You promise to leave him alone after this, right?” Tara said breathless, her anxious eyes shifting back and forth between Dean’s handsome face and his blue-veined prick.

“We’ll see,” Dean said, taking her wide nipples between thumb and forefinger and twisting.

“OUCH!” Tara winced.

“We’ll see how good of a slut you are for me,” Dean kept his fingers clenched tight, turning his hands methodically. “Maybe I’ll find a new target if we can turn this into a regular thing.”

Then Dean let go of her nipples, raised his open palm, and slapped my girlfriend down across the right breast.

“OH!” Tara cried.

WACK! Across her left.

“AH!”

“Good girl,” Dean praised her, rubbing along the two new blemishes now forming above her nipples. “I always wondered why a broad with tits like yours was hanging out with a fucking wimp like him,” Dean cocked his head flippantly in my direction. “Not that it matters. I’ll get what he gets…and more. Stand up, beautiful.”

Dean snatched Tara by her long red hair and stood up, dragging her with him. He kept her head yanked back, face to the ceiling. They were both completely naked, with Dean three times the size of my petite girlfriend. Tara’s tits were oversized for her lissome body, and I’d had to hear Dean make disgusting remarks about her body since the start of our Freshman year at college.

Now he had her right where he wanted, and it was all because I didn’t know how to stick up for myself.

“You let your boyfriend touch you like this?” Dean asked, a fist balled up in her hair, keeping her upright while his free hand groped freely. Without warning his hand came away and slapped her suddenly - WHACK - right across the side of her bosom, sending both tits to jiggle madly.

“OH! FUCK!” Tara cried out, her breath quickening.

“Do you like it?” he asked, delivering another resounding slap to each tit in turn.

“AH! OH!” Tara cried.

“I said - do you like it?”

WHACK!

“OH! FUCK!” Tara tried to look at me, her face red with embarrassment. “Um…um, no?” she said weakly.

“Awww,” Dean said, sliding his free hand down her torso until it was cupping her tucked sex. “Don’t lie to make the wimp feel better. Here…let’s just see…” Dean parted her lips with veteran expertise and slid his middle finger the length of her cunt. He held up his glistening digit for all to see. “You’re sure you don’t like it?”

Tara bit her bottom lip, looking anywhere but my direction. “OK fine maybe a little,” she moaned. “I’m sorry, baby I can’t help it!”

I looked at my feet, Dean’s laughter ringing in my ears.

“Eyes on your girlfriend cuck,” Dean ordered, sliding another finger inside Tara. “This is what a woman looks like when she’s been deprived. When she hasn’t gotten dicked down properly in long time. How long you and that fucking wimp over there been together, sweety?”

“Um, oh…a year,” Tara wiggled in his grasp. “Give or take.”

I sighed loud and disgusted. “Jesus Tara…Today is our one-year anniversary!”

“I’m sorry babe - OUCH!” Tara could barely finish her sentence before Dean began to spank her breasts - one at a time, over and over.

WHAP! To the left.

WHAP! To the right, neither tit able to cease its swaying between spanks. Over and over his hand came down from above, swatting loud across her upper tit and grazing his palm off her nipples.

“AH!”

WHAP!

“FUCK!”

WHAP!

“OH! AH! OW! OUCH!”

WHAP-WHAP-WHAP-WHAP!

I knew better than to look away, despite every ounce of my being telling me to do so. Tara’s perfect breasts, the ones she shared with me and me alone, were now red with my bully’s handprints.

“Come sit down right here cuck boy,” Dean pointed at the couch beside them. “Right the fuck here.”

I knew better than to argue with him. I was terrified of Dean. Stalking over with my head down I took a seat right beside them, averting my gaze the best I could.

“Now sit in your boyfriend’s lap,” Dean yanked Tara by the hair and forced her roughly to sit on my knees. “Hold your girlfriend’s arms down. At her side. Like that. Good cuck, you’re a quick learner.”

Tara’s arms tensed in my hands as I pinned them to her side. Her long red hair fell down her bare back, pooling in my lap. Looking up I saw Dean come closer, looming over the both of us.

“Now open wide,” Dean gathered her gorgeous hair up in his hand and guided my girlfriend’s mouth onto his throbbing, veiny cock. “Let’s see what you do with a real cock down your throat.”

Dean, never the gentle one, got right to fucking her mouth. I felt Tara’s little body gagging in my lap, felt every cough and wretch as he slammed it into the back of her throat.

“ACK…ACK…ACK…” her gags came in a slow tempo, half the speed he railed her face at.

Dean’s free hand got to work on her magnificent breasts, slapping at them as they jiggled about, tugging and twisting her taut nipples. I felt Tara’s arms strain in my grasp every time she gagged, but still she seemed content to sit there and let Dean have his way.

I think the worst part of it for her was that I was there…and I shuddered to think what she would do if I wasn’t.

“ACK-ACK-ACK-ACK!” Tara’s gagging intensified.

“Hear that cuck? Fucking music to my ears. Breaking in your girlfriend’s throat. Do you make her gag like that? Who am I kidding - of course you don’t. How could you with that tiny dick between your legs. I remember that tiny worm from the time we hazed you in the showers. A fucking joke!”

“ACK-ACK-ACK-ACK!”

“Want me to let her up for some air, cuck?” he stared into my eyes from above, nonchalantly railing Tara’s throat.

“That would be nice…” I mumbled.

“Great idea!” Dean dislodged, thick white drool spilling from Tara’s mouth. Then he shoved the two of us back against the couch, so that Tara’s naked body laid back against me. With her double Ds exposed, Dean held her by the throat with one hand while he used the other to slap her tits around, harsh and quick.

“OH FUCK!” Tara choked. “OH FUCK…yes…yes…FUCK!”

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!


I Ruined Your Wife’s Dress

Listen buddy - I’m sorry, truly I am. Your wife’s new little black dress is totally ruined, and I’ll be honest with you, I am not picking up the dry-cleaning tab. They won’t be able to get it all out anyway. It’s a fucking mess, man. It got everywhere.

Now don’t go getting angry with me. Your wife came to this party with that dress on for a reason, right? Why else would she corner me in the bathroom just as you started giving that boring little speech? I mean, I’m sure it was a wonderful speech, and I’m sure your guests just loved it - and I’d have been there too, if it wasn’t for your wife.

It’s sort of crazy your wife even wore that thing tonight, right? Lot of pomp and circumstance at this party, lot of stand up straight moral sort of citizens, no? Older, more refined ladies that might not like the site of your wife’s big old tits bursting out of that hole in her dress. Might not like seeing their gracious old hubbies starin’ at them, either.  I mean, her melons are just sitting right there in the open man! Side tit and all, defying gravity, pale as two goddamn gallons of vanilla ice cream.

She told me how you forbid her from wearing it. That was right before she locked the bathroom door. Then she got her on knees and pulled my cock out. You wouldn’t believe how fuckin eager your wife was to get my pants down. Little fingers of hers taking off my belt and pulling down my zipper. It was a sight to see I’ll tell you that, buddy.

I just kept watching those big old tits of hers jiggle around while I fucked her mouth. Didn’t take but a smack or two to get them to burst out of that damned dress. Then they were just hanging there like giant udders - how big are your wife’s tits man? G size? Double H? Fuck if I know. But I sure as hell enjoyed squeezing on em’ and slappin’ em’ around while she gobbled my cock. She’s got perfect nipples man, and I mean that. Perfect. Take that as a compliment. You should be proud of that.

So obviously, there’s just absolutely no way I’m gonna have my dick that close to your wife’s tits without getting it between them suckers. So using a bunch of the spit I dug out of her mouth we greased those puppies up and I took em’ for a ride. Best tit-fuck of my goddamn life, man. I was in fucking heaven. Your wife mentioned that your prick isn’t quite long enough to properly tit fuck her, and man, I want you to know that is just one big old goddamn shame. I feel for you, I really do. But trust me when I say I did enough tit-fucking for the both of us tonight.

They even tasted good, man. Her nipples were like hard candy in my mouth, and I just sucked and sucked and sucked she was wetter than fuck by the time I crammed three fingers up her cunt. She was in that bathroom moaning like a goddamn whore on the Vegas strip while you were out here fussin’ on about fundraising and making the right kind of friends.  I’m gonna warn you right now, buddy - I did not use a condom. I didn’t have one on me first of all, and second most of em’ don’t fit me on account of the girth and all. Your wife had no problem with that, believe you me.

I rolled that little black dress up over her waist and fucked the shit out of your wife on top of that nice long sink you got in there. When she started screaming too loud, I had to cover her mouth up - I had no choice. Shit, you probably heard her at least a little when you were wrapping up that speech up. I snatched these little purple panties up off the floor, your wife had tossed em when she was ready for me to fuck her. I stuffed em’ in her mouth to shut her the fuck up. Didn’t help much. Especially when she started cumming. But I did my best pal, and I hope your speech wasn’t ruined or nothin’.

As much as I wanted to stay there in the bathroom with her all goddamn night, just grabbin’ on her big fat knockers and railin’ the shit out of her, I knew we were on a time crunch. So after she came again, I asked her where she wanted me to cum.

She says - where do you want to cum.

Tough choice, I know. The face? No that won’t do. We can’t ruin her makeup after all. The cunt? Easy cleanup yeah, but then she’d be for sure preggers and I can’t have that. And then I realized the answer was right there in front of me, pal. Two answers, just bouncing away, that milky fucking skin of hers all red with my handprints, two fuckin’ answers starin’ me right in the face.

So the moment of truth arrives, and I tell your wife to get on her knees. I’m thinking this’ll be great, right? I can shoot it on those big beautiful titties, get her a towel and we’re on our way. No harm no foul. So I’m strokin’ it, she gets down there with her tits hangin’ out the front of her little black dress, and she’s doing this thing with her arms so that she’s sort of cradling them together. Big as fuckin’ watermelons those tits. Well, it was about the hottest goddamn thing I’ve ever seen pal, and I just started blowing loads…and that’s where the trouble started.

Must have been your wife’s pussy or somethin’ buddy but when I came it was a goddamn hailstorm. Them first few ropes hit the tops of her tits so goddamned hard they splashed in ten different directions. Her tits are running with it right? Just streamin’ down and off her nipples, but meanwhile she’s caught splash back in her face, in her hair, on her neck…and all over that goddamn dress!

And wouldn’t you know it? I was just getting started.

I was like fuckin’ Poseidon or somethin’ man, the Greek God of spraying fat ropes. I plastered those gorgeous melons man, every fucking inch, but it just kept coming and pretty soon it’s drippin’ off her titties and all over the damn dress. Huge gobs of it just streaking the whole thing up.

Now your wife is looking up at me and she’s pissed man. Not because I’ve covered basically everything from her waist up in cum, but because I’ve stained her favorite dress. The new dress. She starts yellin’ at me about how much it costs and yada yada yada so I just stuffed my dick back in my pants and bolted. Not sure where she is now but I’d steer clear if I were you.

Say buddy, you seen the bartender? I need a refill on whiskey. Great party by the way. Thanks for the invite, pal.


Cum Covered Fucking

“Does your husband fuck you like this?” Shane breathed in Wendy’s ear, hand around her neck as he took her from behind.

She looked me in the eyes and shook her head. “No,” she moaned.

“Why not?” he said, his strong hips moving in perfect rhythm as he fucked my wife.

“Because he can’t,” she said breathless. 

Shane smiled and kissed her on the cheek, then he shot me a wink and a shit-eating grin. He picked up his pace, taking Wendy by the hips and drilling her, his toned body slick with sweat and shimmering in the low light of the motel room.

Wendy fell face first into the bed top, ass up in the air behind her, biting the sheets and whining like a banshee. I stood there at the foot of the bed; my emasculated dick taut against the cage I was forced to wear.

“You see this big fucking cock taking your woman, Stu?” Shane wiped his brow and smacked my wife’s ass. “You see this big fucking cock touching your wife in places you could never dream of? Must feel pretty fucking pathetic to stand there in a chastity cage trying to imagine what it feels like, huh?”

Shane’s body was a shredded work of art, his abdominals so clearly defined along with his broad chest and vascular biceps. His tempo increased and the sound of his body slamming into Wendy’s was like bigfoot stomping around in a mud puddle.

“Hear how fuckin’ wet she is, Stu?” Shane reached down and wrapped his hand in my wife’s long auburn hair. He yanked her up, so she had to look at me. “You ever heard her so fucking wet before? I bet not. Not with that fuckin’ four inches between your legs. I’m railing your fucking wife with nine inches of pure man-cock, boy. Might as well nickname my cock The Motherfuckin’ Truth for all the honesty it pulls out of your wife.”

“Oooohhhh fuck,” Wendy whined, staring me in the eyes. “He’s so fucking good, Stu,” she went on. “His cock is so much bigger than yours…he’s better in bed, too. Oooohhh!”

Shane fish-hooked my wife from behind, digging fingers from each hand into both cheeks and pulling back to reveal teeth and tongue. He thrust his hips in and out with unmatched power, his pounding constant and merciless. When Wendy started to cum her tongue flailed in her mouth, licking at his hairy knuckles, body trembling and reckless.

“OOOOOHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!”

“Listen to your wife, Stu,” Shane barked over Wendy’s high droning. “She’s cumming on my cock again. How many times is that tonight? I lost count, honestly. She’s gonna sleep real good when I’m done with her. And she’ll be way too worn out to spend any time with your dumbass. Don’t even think about taking that fucking cage off after I leave either, boy. That little dick of yours is free when I say it is. Not before!”

I stood there in shocked lust, hands cuffed behind me in the small of my back. Between Wendy’s screams and Shane’s verbal abuse I was as aroused as my cage would allow, and it was uncomfortable.

“Ever do this before, Stuey?” Shane mocked me, breathing heavy. He pulled out of Wendy and got off the bed, standing next to me. Wendy looked up at him as he brought his cock in close and jerked in her face. A moment later gushing ropes of cum began to decorate Wendy’s elfish face. “UUUUUGGHHH!” Shane grunted, covering her in his seed. Strands of it coated her cheeks while different wads decorated her lips and chin. Wendy just stayed there on hands and knees, taking it as submissively as she could. “UUUUUGGHHH! ALL OVER YOUR WIFE’S FACE STU! UUUUGGGHHHH!”

Shane shook the last of it out as Wendy panted half-blind and glazed. Then he grabbed her by the hair and flipped her over roughly, legs dangling off the edge of the bed. His enormous purple prick lost none of its vigor as he spread my wife and penetrated deep into her cunt.

“Ever done this before, Stu? Huh? Have you?” he taunted me. “Fucked your wife with a big fat load of cum on her pretty face? No? Well why the hell not, little guy? Is it because she won’t let you cum on her face? Or is it because once you cum your fuckin’ done for the night? Or is it maybe all of the above? Look at her, Stu. Ain’t she pretty with my nut fuckin’ jiggling on her face?”

Wendy lay open-mouthed with her arms stretched out to her sides, pale breasts swaying in time with Shane’s thrusts. His cum was still fresh on her face, stuck and plastered there like too much glue on an arts and crafts project. It was so vivid, so mind-altering in its raunchiness that I found myself focused on one single strand of white nut running down her cheek and off the jaw.

“Ooohhhhh Shane,” she cried. “You’re so fucking gooooood.”

“Open your mouth,” he said. When she did, he spat a perfect ball across her body and directly between her parted lips. “Kobe!” he shouted.

I listened to the sloppy wet sounds of Wendy’s worn cunt for another twenty minutes and no one ever made any attempt to clean the mess from her face. Shane went balls deep inside and held himself there, grunting and shouting like an animal.

“AND ONE MORE FOR YOUR WIFE’S PUSSY, BOY! UUUGGGHHH! MY FUCKING TERRITORY NOW! LOOK AT IT! UUUUUGGGHHHH!”

Wendy’s face was disbelief as he unloaded, her body twitching with each shot fired into her sex. Cum leaked from the tip of my cock cage, the feel of the cold steel alone enough to push me over the edge.

“UUUUGGGHHH!” Shane emptied himself inside her. “GOOD LITTLE WIFE UUUUGGGHHH!”

Shane pulled out, his swollen prick dangling a single thin strand of semen from its lips. He grabbed me by the back of the head and got me to my knees, shoving me face first into the wreck of pink folds that was my wife’s used pussy.

“Eat it up, cuck,” he barked. “Every last drop. And when you’re done with that, you can have some dessert and lick it off her face!”

I did as I was told.


Music Fest Test

I only did it because I knew I’d never have another chance.

Don’t think of it as cheating, OK baby? It was just something I needed to get out of my system, and I honestly think it’s better that I did it then instead of waiting until we were married.

Because you know I would never do something like that now, don’t you?

We were back at the campsites one afternoon. Me and the girls were taking a much-needed breather after a few nights of typical Coachella partying, just sitting around under the pop-up tent, and taking in some shade. We had a camper with air conditioning we were blowing 24/7, and every so often I’d go in there to cool down. Even with just some booty shorts and a bikini top on I was sweating my ass off. You know how hot it gets out there.

After catching a few minutes in the AC I came out and there was this guy under our pop-up. He was really tall, long blonde hair to his shoulders, tat sleeves - the whole deal. A total festy type. He had some drugs he was selling; I don’t remember which. Maybe mushrooms? Molly? Anyway, when he saw me come out our eyes kinda met and…well, all he had on were these like, basketball shorts. You know the kind? Really baggy and loose?

The thing is…it was like super obvious that he didn’t have any underwear on underneath them. He was hanging, um…low? Yeah, I guess you could say that. It looked like there was one of those Liquid Death water cans hidden in those black basketball shorts. It was sort of obscene and I didn’t want to look…but I don’t know if it was all those nights of drugs and alcohol and no sleep, but I was really horny. I’d been thinking of you just that morning actually…

Anyway, he noticed me staring. He didn’t make it weird or anything - he was actually a pretty cool guy. He just sort of chuckled, I think maybe he was used to getting looks like that. He had a really nice body, super toned with a six-pack you usually see on rock climbers or soccer players.

His name was Randy.

We got to talking, so he hung around at the pop-up for a while. Me and the girls and him had some margaritas, it was fun. Totally plutonic stuff.

Then he asked if he could use our bathroom. The one on the RV.

I said sure, why not?

While he was gone, Peggy and Nora teased me for getting caught. For staring at his, you know, package. They kind of egged it on and put the idea in my head that this was a sort of bachelorette party, a final fling before tying the knot.

They promised to never tell anyone. And they didn’t. So don’t blame them for what happens next, OK?

A little brave off the tequila I went back on the RV. The second I closed the door behind me he walked out of the bathroom. I swear to God baby it was swinging around in those little shorts. He stopped in the doorway and smiled at me.

Then he asked me if I wanted to see it.

I laughed; I couldn’t help it. I was kind of embarrassed, I guess. But more than that I was curious. You know I haven’t been with a lot of guys, baby. And none of them were, you know, hung. I mean I love you and you’re great and all, you know that! And I think your size is like totally fine. Really it is. It’s fine.

But I’d never seen one up close before. Not like his.

So I told him yes, I wanted to see it.

I thought he was going to pull the waistband down but instead he grabbed the bottom of the shorts, the leg part, and pulled up. Kind of like a skirt if you can image, sort of funny in a way. But what was under there wasn’t funny at all. It was like a club, swinging and fat. It was really pretty too if you can believe that. I know, I’ve never had like a thing with dicks before but this one just looked good. It was a nice white color and there were these gorgeous blue veins running through it. His head was nice and smooth and pink…and it was just so-fucking-big.

Then he asked me if I wanted to touch it.

I took him over to one of the bunks, the lower one so he could sit down on the edge of it. When he took the shorts off, he was completely naked except for the Chacos on his feet. He was pretty sweaty from the heat of the day, so his body was all wet and stuff. But he didn’t smell bad…he smelled kind of manly, actually. It was hot.

It hung over the edge of the bunk, along with his balls which were super saggy and swollen. He was trimmed and that was nice.

I picked it up with both hands and squeezed. He got hard pretty much right away, and feeling it come to life like that in my hands just got me so fucking horny, baby! I’m sorry but it’s the truth. He asked me if I minded taking my top off…I figured since he was showing I might as well. So I took it off and let him feel my tits for a while. He said they were perfect. That he’d never seen a pair so big and symmetrical…and natural, no less.

By the time I put it in my mouth I was really, really worked up. I had to remind myself to stretch my jaw properly, I didn’t want to get any teeth on it, but he was just so fucking thick. I used two hands two stroke him, which is crazy because I can’t get two hands around yours on a good day.

And then he sat back and let me blow him. Let me suck that big, gorgeous cock of his. I took my time and I didn’t mind that salty sweaty taste he had. And the more I sucked the less it tasted like sweat and the more it tasted like, you know, cum. He was a leaker, that’s for sure. I think he might have been a vegetarian because his cum wasn’t so icky like yours is. It tasted fine, actually. I think to date it’s still the longest blowjob I’ve ever given. You know me, baby - just long enough to get you excited is usually good for me. But something about his cock made me want to be bad…to be sloppy. So that’s what I was. And eventually I wasn’t using my hands at all - he just sort of took me by the hair and started fucking my mouth.

I licked his balls, too. Sucked on them. It was fun because I’ve never done it before, as you know. But his were really easy to get to. They didn’t sit all bunched up near his body - they swung super low, and I could get them into my mouth one at a time. He liked jerking off and watching me do it, kept telling me to keep my eyes on him. Randy was really hot and pleasuring him like that made me feel good. Like he deserved it because he was so good looking and so endowed. A silly thought, I know. But like I said, I was delirious and drunk.

I was just having a little fun before we got married, baby. That’s it, OK?

When he was close to finishing, he had me play with my titties while he steered my face. He fucked my mouth nice and fast, and as deep as he dared. There’s only so much a petite girl like me can handle physically, you know? He was conscious of that, and that was nice.

He told me he was going to cum. He asked me where he should do it. But I couldn’t answer because he was still fucking my mouth but also, I didn’t really care where he did it. I wanted him to do it wherever he wanted. So he did.

Randy started breathing heavily and then I tasted it. Big gobs of it just spraying inside my mouth. It was hot and thick and there was just so fucking much of it! I did my best to swallow, but it was my first time ever trying it, so I did make a bit of a mess. He held me down on it for that last spurt, and I remember looking up at him and him staring down at me and this fucking connection between us in that moment…it’s difficult to explain if you weren’t there, baby. But it was one of the hottest things I’ve ever experienced in the bedroom.

When he was done, I licked up my mess. He was super impressed by that. The wads of it that were all over his shaft and pubes had fallen out of my mouth, so I felt like it was only right that I clean it up. He told me I was kinky, and if I kept doing that he was going to get hard again.

I told him he better get hard again. Because there was no way I was going to let him out of that RV until he fucked me with that big white cock of his.


Dear Reader,

Please take a moment to navigate to the site you purchased this book from and leave a review. It means the world!

Be sure to join my mailing list for advanced content and updates! Copy and paste this link: https://tinyurl.com/2yfrpxun
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