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My story goes back 20 years to when I meet my first wife. We were both in our early twenties and for me anyway it was lust at first site.
Hazel was a voluptuous big titted blond with long legs and brown come to bed eyes. She really was sex on legs. I've always been a tit man and her 38" DD's were out of this world. Not only were they big, but, in those days they stood out rather than droop and were topped by magnificent sensitive nipples. She was the first girl I'd ever had who could achieve multiple orgasms, it seemed that once she started, they just went on forever. Our sex life was good, but she always wanted more and always wore me out. I used to joke that I'd married a nymphomaniac.
During the first year of marriage we lived in a rented one bedroom flat in High Wycombe and like most young couples we struggled to make ends meet. As a self employed motor sports photographer, I managed to supplement our income by doing the odd weekend wedding etc but overall life was pretty hard.
Hazel was a giggly immature girl that loved being the center of attention and put in front of the camera she would pout and pose all day. I'd taken some shots of her wearing what we called her whore suit; thigh high black high heel boots over black stockings and suspenders, an under the nipple bra which made her tits look even bigger and a pair of open crutch panties that showed of her shaven pussy to perfection. Some were of me fucking her in various positions or of her playing with herself or sucking cock. I had my own darkroom set up in the flat so she felt safe in the knowledge that only I would see the results and was quite happy doing open leg shots and even some of her bringing herself off with a large dildo.
I'd spent Monday morning developing the film and left the prints on the drying rack while I went to the agency. On my return I had the shock of my life, Mr. Houseman, our landlord had let himself into the flat and was happily going through the photo's. "What the hell do you think your doing," I yelled, "steady son, I'm only here to fix the leaking sink, you were aware that I was coming today, I spoke to your missus on the phone".
Fuck, I'd completely forgotten. "Bit of all right, your missus, wouldn't mind some of that meself." I snatched the pictures away and shoved them in a drawer. I didn't like Houseman, he was about mid fifties, fat and balding with a nasty attitude, a real shifty character with a dodgy reputation and not someone to fall out with. He usually called twice a month to collect the rent and always had a couple of heavies with him, mostly coloured lads built like brick shit houses. Coming close to me he whispered in my ear, "if ever she wants a real man, you let me know." With that he was gone.
I didn't tell Hazel, how could I, she'd have gone absolutely mad. After that day, whenever he came to collect the rent he would openly stare at her tits or legs. "Christ, he gives me the creeps," she said one day, "always staring at my tits, dirty old bastard."
A few months later and disaster hit, Hazel was made redundant and I sprained my ankle falling of a step ladder. With no income and no savings to fall back on we were in deep shit and didn't have enough money to pay the rent. As usual, Houseman called on Friday night and listened patiently to our tale of woe. "Tell you what," he said, "I'll give you to next Friday to get the money together or I send the lads in to take the telly and hi-fi and you find somewhere else to live, now I can't say fairer than that, can I," he said patting Hazel on the leg as he got up to leave.
We tried everything, family, friends etc, but nobody had that sort of money. We waited for the inevitable and sure enough, Friday night and Houseman arrives with one of his heavies. "Well," he said after we told him we didn't have the money, "looks like you're in a real fix then doesn't it." "Barry, go get the motor and load the telly and hi-fi." The black guy disappeared and Hazel started to cry. "Hey pretty thing, no need for tears," he said standing over her. "Tell you what, perhaps there is a way you can stay here and clear your debts." Hazel stropped crying and we both looked at him expectantly. "See, I don't know if your husband told you but I seen you all dressed up in those stockings and fancy knickers and I like what I seen, get my drift." Hazel looked from him to me, "what does he mean?" "Sorry love, I know I should have told you." I explained what had happened with the photographs. "You did what." She was furious.
"Hey, hey, remember me," Houseman interrupted, "now then, it's dead easy really, I get to do what I like with your missus once a week until your back on your feet like, that way the rents paid and you still got somewhere to live. Tell you what, I'll call Barry off and finish my rounds while you think it over, if agreeable, then I want her dressed like she was in the photo's when I come back. See you in about two hours, nice hi-fi that."
There was stunned silence after he left, I just didn't know what to say. "Well, this is a fine mess," Hazel said, "fat boy fucks me of we loose everything." "Look, why don't we throw what we can in car and just get the hell out of here," I suggested, "and how do you drive with a sprained ankle, (Hazel didn't drive) for Christ's sake Tony, we've no bloody option, we can't just walk out and leave all our furniture, where do we go, what do we do." She was in tears again. "What do you mean, surely your not going to let him fuck you?" "I can't let him take everything we've ever worked for, look, it's once a week, he's fat and old, he can't last that long and besides, your the one that always said you wanted to watch me with another man, well, thanks to you and your bloody photo's now you can." That was true, it had been a fantasy we'd discussed during sex but Houseman was not exactly what I had in mind.
Without further discussion she stormed of into the bedroom slamming the door in my face. When she came out about an hour later I got an instant hard on. She looked absolutely stunning, she'd put on some really tarty make up, thick black eye shadow and bright red lipstick and she was wearing her whore suite. Her big tits were heaving up and down with each breath and her pussy lips were clearly visible through the open crutch knickers. "You're really going to go through with it?" I asked her. "No, I'm going shopping," she replied sarcastically. "Look, when he comes back it'll be a quick fuck and then he goes. I'm going to insist that you stay or the deals off, OK?"
My stomach was in mouth and my hands were shaking. What other option did we have? We sat in silence for what seemed like hours until suddenly there was a knock on the door. Hazel ran to the bedroom while I let Houseman in. "Well, what's it to be then?" he said looking round the room for Hazel. Before I could answer, she came into the room and stood in front of him. She was deathly white and shaking from head to toe. "Once a week until we're back on our feet right," "right," he confirmed looking her up and down. "No pain, you just fuck me and leave OK." "Whoa, not so quick little lady, I want to enjoy it, not rush it. The deal is, you do anything and I mean anything I want. If I want two or even three fucks a night then you say yes, get it." "Fuck him," I said, "lets just go Haze, we don't need this."
"No, it's OK, really, I'll do what you say on two conditions, 1) Tony stays with me and 2) no pain." "If he wants to watch a real man in action that's OK with me, I might even let him join in," he said moving towards Hazel and grabbing both tits in his hands. "Oh yes, I've waited a long time to play with these little babies."
I sat and watched as this fat old bastard ran his hands over every part of my lovely wife. I felt real anger towards him but at the same time I was more turned on than I've ever been in my life. He made her stand with her legs open as her chewed on her nipples and slipped first one then two fingers into her cunt. "Well now, looks like she's enjoying it," he said holding up two very wet fingers for my inspection.
It was true, she was getting very wet and her breathing had become irregular. She stood there with her eyes closed and her head tilted back as he did what he liked. A few more minutes of chewing her nipples and fingering her clit and cunt and she let out a huge sigh. Her legs gave way as her orgasm hit her and Houseman had to lower her to the floor before she fell. "Looks like the little sluts going to enjoy herself after all," he said taking his clothes off. It wasn't a pretty site. He stood about 5'6"; what hair he had left was on each side of his head and I'm sure his beer gut prevented him from seeing his feet. However, it was when he pulled his underpants down that I got the biggest shock, this guy was extremely well endowed with at least twice the thickness of my own 6" cock.
Standing over Hazel with a semi hard dick, he grabbed the back of her head and steered her into a kneeling position towards his cock. She's never really been one for giving a blow job and would never, ever swallow, claiming it made her feel sick. "OK sweet thing, you know what to do." Before she could object, he was stuffing as much cock as possible past her ruby red lips into her mouth towards the back of her throat. She struggled to get her lips round the girth, gagged and pushed him away only to be forced even harder onto his now hardening prick. "Oh I just love it when they fight back," he said holding her head still in his hands and literally fucking her mouth. She spluttered and gasped for air each time he withdrew, only to gag again when he shoved it further in. I was about to intervene when with a final thrust and a pig like grunt he filled her mouth with spunk.
She struggled to free herself but his grip had now moved to the back of her head and he held her tight until he was spent. I could see her swallowing time and time again as jet after jet emptied into her, what she didn't swallow started to run down the sides of her mouth down her chin and onto her tits. "Oh yea, drink it all up Baby, that's it." He pulled his cock from her mouth and wiped it round her face leaving a slimy trail. When he eventually released her she fell back on the floor fighting for air. "Why don't you get some while I get my breath back," he said looking at me. I moved to the floor and sat beside her, "we can stop this right here and now," I said feeling my anger rise towards him, "no, it's OK Hon, honest, I'm all right," and then in a whisper she said, "I don't reckon he'll be able to get it up again anyway".
Sure enough, he was lying there on his back like a stranded whale, puffing and panting with his big gut rising and falling. "Come on Baby, come and suck it hard again, then you can ride it." He pulled her into a 69 position and was reaming her pussy while she sucked on his cock. Every now and again he would break of to tell me how wet she was getting and what he was going to do with her. "She's going to take my big fat cock right up her cunt," and "man, this little slut sure knows her way round a cock." All the while, Hazel was sucking his cock until it reached full length. "OK Baby, time for a real ride." I watched as she positioned herself over the bulbous purple head of his cock and slowly lowered herself down. The licking he had given her enabled her to take most of his cock in one go and I watched as her pussy lips were dragged inside her. As she pulled up, they would cling to his cock and stretch outwards.
She did this three or four times until in sheer frustration, he grabbed her by the nipples and pulled her completely down in one foul swoop. For the first time in her life she had about 9" of cock up her. Holding her tits, he forced himself in and out several times making her moan with pleasure. Her eyes were shut tight and every now and then she would lick her lips. He was fucking her faster now and her moans were getting louder. "Told you she'd appreciate a real man," he said looking at me with a big grin on his face.
He made her get on all fours and holding onto her suspender straps, he rammed it up her from behind. "Stick you dick in her mouth," he said, "looks like one's not enough." Before I could move, Hazel had grabbed hold of me and releasing my cock from my trousers stuffed it into her mouth and sucked it like never before. She was really getting off on this fat old bastard fucking her cunt with his huge prick whilst taking mine in her mouth. I didn't last long and within a few sucks I was filling her mouth with spunk. I'd expected her to push me away but she just grabbed my arse and pulled me in deeper, swallowing every last drop. Fat boy came soon after filling her cunt with another load of spunk. "Oh boy, I can see you and me are going to get along fine," he said slapping her arse as he pulled out.
Then, for the second time that night, she got to do something she had never done before, he made her lick his prick clean. "Knows how to look after a man does this one," he said watching her lick every drop from his dwindling cock.
He couldn't get it up a third time but the night was far from over. He made her lay back on the sofa, legs spread wide while she fingered herself to another orgasm. Then he watched while I fucked her. The final act of the evening was watching Hazel fuck herself with a cucumber, something that turned me on so much I got another hard on.
He eventually left around eleven and Hazel and I climbed into bed where I fucked her again. "Did you enjoy him," I asked, slowly moving my prick in and out of her well fucked cunt, "I wouldn't say enjoy, but it wasn't as bad as I thought it would be." "Looked like you were enjoying it to me, maybe you liked his big prick." I upped the pace a little and could feel her respond. "Did you like his fat cock up you?" She was reaching her orgasm, "yes, yes I liked his fat cock up me," "and does my little fuck slut want him to fuck her again?" "Oh Christ, yesssssss, oh yes, please, oh my God." Considering what she'd been through, she had the biggest orgasm of the night. I waited until she had calmed down and started again.
"You really looked like a cheap whore fucking that fat old bastard," she gyrated her hips to meet my thrusts, "in fact, I think you really liked his fat cock didn't you slut," "yeah" she said staring me straight in the eye and pushing harder against me. "You really are a cheap fucking whore aren't you, you even look like a whore, letting a fat old man fuck your cunt and mouth, you want more slut." The dirtier the words the closer she was getting to another orgasm. She was grinding her pelvis up to meet my every thrust and had both hands round my arse trying to pull me in deeper. "Fuck me like he did," she suddenly said, "hard and deep, oh yesssssssss, don't stop." She threw her head back and we both came together in a shattering climax.
Once back down to earth I asked her if she really had enjoyed it, "well, it's paid the rent hasn't it," "yes but did you really enjoy two cocks at the same time?" "it was... OK," she lied.
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After that first night with Houseman, Hazel was a changed girl. She was soooooo sexy it was unbelievable, she seemed in a constant state of arousal and we would sometimes fuck three or four times a day (at that age you could). From someone who hated giving a blow job and wouldn't even think about swallowing cum, she became hungry for cock and drank every drop. I had mixed feelings about the whole thing, sure I was turned on watching this fat old git help himself to my lovely wife but at the same time I couldn't handle the thought that she was actually enjoying it.
My ankle was still in plaster, which kept me pretty well confined to the flat while she was desperately going round the agencies trying to find work. Every time she came home it was the same story, "they'll call me if anything comes up." Just how hard she was trying I'm not sure.
All too soon it was rent time again. This time we received a telephone call early afternoon asking if we had the money. "Can't you give us just a little more time, please," I pleaded, "you know the score son, 10 o'clock, same gear as last time," he said and hung up. "Looks like I've got to fuck fat boy again, still it keeps the rent paid," she said not looking too unhappy. "Anyone would think you liked his big cock," I teased. "Not as much as I like yours," she said tearing my fly open and sucking my cock to life.
After a few minutes of her tongue and teeth working my cock I was desperate to either cum in her mouth or fuck her but she suddenly pulled away and said "no, save it till later, I like it better with two." From 8 o'clock onwards she was in the bedroom getting ready and once again emerged dressed to kill. This time she had on a black one-piece waspie with under the nipple uplift bra, Black stockings and suspenders, open crutch knickers and high heels with 6" spikes. It made her look 10 feet tall and the legs, Christ they looked fantastic. "Think he'll like it?" she purred doing a twirl and running her hands over her tits. "Like it, he'll probably cum just from looking at you."
She laughed. "Your very relaxed for someone that's about to get fucked by Friar Tuck, you really like it don't you," I said seriously. "What is it about this guy, do you like being made to feel dirty, treated like a slut, what?" She thought for a minute before replying. "Mmmm, I don't know, it's just the thought of him being in total control, making me do whatever he wants, it really turns me on." As if to prove the point she took my hand and placed it on her cunt, she was so wet my fingers slipped in easily. "Steady lover boy, you'll have me coming before he gets here."
She pushed me away and sat back on the sofa with her legs splayed obscenely wide, her wet pink cunt lips clearly visible and her nipples poking out the top of her waspie. A knock on the door, "well go on then, answer it," she said not moving, "what and let him see you like that." "He's already seen it, remember." She knew what I meant but made no effort to close her legs or cover up. I opened the door and Houseman brushed past me into the room. "Fucking hell, now that's a sight for sore eyes." Hazel just stared up at the man and lazily played a finger over her moist clit. "Oh yeah Baby, work that pussy, get it nice and ready for uncle Harry, see son, I told you she'd like it."
The bastard was right, the more he abused her the more she liked it. He stood directly in front of her and slowly undressed. Her eyes never left his crutch and she continued to circle her clit with her fingers. When he was finally down to his underpants you could see the outline of his big cock twitching and growing erect. Hazel just stared at it, licking her lips and speeding up the finger motion on her clit while her other hand teased an erect nipple. "That's it baby, get if nice and wet for me, you know how much you love my dick." He lowered his pants and Hazel went in spasm, flooding her fingers with cum as she stared at his semi hard cock.
Once she'd recovered he offered it to her mouth and she readily sucked it in. "Oh yeah, right little whore you've got here son, you should put her on the game, make some real money, I've got just the right contacts if your interested, ohhhhh, keep sucking baby, I'm nearly there." She did just that and this time managed to drink it all. Again, at his instruction, I fucked her while he recovered, sitting there making obscene comments, telling her what a fine whore she'd make. Kneeling between her legs while she laid back on the sofa tweaking her nipples I watched as she deliberately licked her lips, savouring the spunk from Houseman's cock. I didn't take much of this before I shot my load up her wet cunt
We took her into the bedroom for the second round and Houseman had her missionary style, his fat gut crushing her beneath him. She was in a constant state of excitement and was continuously egging him on. "Oh God, I can feel your prick right up me, that's it, just there, a bit deeper, ohhh yessss." He waited for her to cum again before making her get on all fours and fucking her roughly while she sucked my prick. "I know loads of blokes who would pay good money for some of this young cunt," he said casually to me still ploughing away at her cunt. "Yeah, she could make 2 maybe £300 per week easy," he continued. "What d'ya say bitch, like to be a real whore, make lots of money." Hazel was close to coming again and happily agreed to everything he said.
He was holding her hips and pounding faster now, I'd long since filled her mouth and was sitting at the side of the bed watching. "Oh yeah, 2 maybe 3 blokes a night, would you like that slut, 2-3 total strangers feeling you up, fucking their cocks in your mouth and cunt," "oh fuck, I'm cummmmming," she screamed pushing back against his prick. Houseman grunted and rammed forward filling her cunt with spunk. He rolled off her and lay there getting his breath back. She immediately played with her cunt bringing herself off again. "See, she's really into it aren't you darlin', like some more cock?" "Mmmmmm, oh yeah," She mumbled through half closed eyes. I just couldn't believe it, she was in a total state of non stop sexual excitement.
We had the usual round of making her shove various items up her cunt and even a dress up parade with Hazel modelling the various sexy outfits she had. She absolutely loved it and did everything he said without question. When Houseman said finger you cunt her hand was straight there, if he said lick my cock, she was on her knees in seconds. My demure loving wife was suddenly a cock hungry whore. When he asked her if she wanted more cock she simply said, "yes please."
Shortly before he left he gave me a business card with his home phone number on it. "You and the little lady think it over son, it's easy money and the bitch obviously likes it, give me a call, let me know like."
I turned back to Hazel. She was in the same position on the sofa as she was when he'd arrived. Legs spread obscenely wide, only this time she had her eyes closed, a sleepy satisfied smile on her face, her cunt lips were red and puffy and her thighs were covered in love juice. "Do you really want more cock?" I asked her. She just squirmed in the seat but I thought I heard a very low, "hmmmmmm!"
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My ankle was now fully recovered and the agency had given me two assignments to cover, so now there was no excuse, we had the rent money and as far as I was concerned, from now on, Houseman could go fuck himself.
Unfortunately, Hazel had other ideas. The whole scene turned her on more than you could imagine and after several arguments I reluctantly agreed to let her have him one more time "after all," she argued, "it's your fault in the first place, all those dirty photo's laying around." "For Christ sake Haze, the guys turning you into a slut, don't you see it, he's even suggested you go on the game." "Yeah, and just look at the money we could make, makes your £25 per week look a bit sick doesn't it."
"Your not seriously considering his offer, are you?" "Might be, you think, in a years time we could save enough money to buy our own flat." My stomach was in knots, here was my own wife suggesting that she became a prostitute. "Hazel, you can have your precious Houseman one more time, after that it's either him or me, I will not be married to a common whore."
She put on her little girl lost look and stood in front of me. Placing her arms round my neck she gently kissed my lips, moving round to my throat and ears. "I'm sorry sweetheart, of course I don't really want to become a whore, it's just the idea of it that's exciting," she purred in my ear, her hand tracing patterns across my crutch, "it's just that I found it really turns me on being dominated, it's sort of opened up a new side to me I didn't know existed. Anyway, you can't say you haven't enjoyed watching him fuck me while I suck on your cock." My cock started to twitch under her hand bringing a triumphant smile to her face. "You love watching him spunk in my mouth, your little slut wife drinking it all down," my cock was now growing rapidly and she undid the zip to release it. "And you like it when he calls me a slut or whore and makes me kneel on all fours like a dog while he fucks me hard."
Her own breathing was now increasing as she continued the dialogue. "Wouldn't you like to watch other men use me, watch then slowly strip me off to my stockings and then finger my cunt, watch them command me to lick their cocks and suck them off, wouldn't you like that darling?" My cock was at full mast and dropping to her knees she took the entire length down her throat in one go. I held her head and fucked her face, thinking only of my own enjoyment, the same way Houseman used her. When I eventually came I just pushed my cock into her throat and held it there. She licked and sucked every drop. "You see, you do like it don't you, you like me being a whore, just using me for sex, go on admit it you really like it don't you?"
After that I could hardly say no and reluctantly admitted that it did turn me on but, "I just don't want to see you being hurt or turned into something I don't like." "Oh, don't worry, I know when to say no," she said confidently.
Although we could pay the rent that week, we told Houseman we couldn't. "Oh dear, never mind, put the slut on," I was a bit put out but passed the phone to Hazel. There were several 'OK's' and 'alrights' before she eventually hung up. "What did he say," "oh nothing much, he wants me in all the white gear ready for 9 o'clock stretched out on the settee like last time, says he's got a surprise for me." "What sort of surprise?" "Don't know, he didn't say but it's probably a dildo or something like that." I knew she was lying but no amount of pressing would get her to tell me any more.
By 8:45 she was stretched out on the sofa wearing a white see through bra, matching open crutch panties, white stockings pulled right up to her crutch and a pair of white PVC high heels. "You only want the wedding dress and you'd be complete," I said. She seemed very nervous and although she was playing with her clit as before, I sensed a feeling of uncertainty.
This time, Houseman was late and Hazel was getting really anxious. By the time the knock came it was nearly quarter pass nine and she jumped out of her skin. Opening the door I was greeted by Houseman ...... and Barry. "There you go Baz, didn't I tell you what a beautiful slut she was and all in white too, go a treat with your black cock." "What the fucks going on?" I protested, "what, didn't she tell you, oh dear, sounds like a lovers tiff coming up, better get started Baz before he throws you out."
Barry, or Baz was nearly 6'4" and built like a prize fighter, he was one of Houseman's minders when he collected the rent money and had a reputation for being a ruthless thug. At the comment about me throwing him out he roared with laughter and before I knew it I was being lifted of my feet and thrown across the room, landing on the sofa next to Hazel. "Better learn some respect white boy," the hulk said removing his tee shirt to show rippling biceps and arm muscles as thick as my thighs. He stood in front of Hazel and ordered her to remove his track suite bottoms. I thought Houseman was big but this guy left him standing. Hazel just stared in disbelief as this big thick black cock started to twitch and swing around in front of her face.
He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head forward until she was inches from his cock. "Arry says you like sucking cock, that right white bitch?" "Y-y-yes," she stuttered, not taking her eyes from his black monster. "Den you better show me adn't you." She started to lick his cock, running her tongue from the base to the top and back again. She found it hard to get the bloated head in her mouth but eventually succeeded. As his cock got harder the true dimensions became apparent, it was at least ten inches long and very thick.
"What you waiting for White boy, dere's plenty dere for two, help the bitch lick it." "W w w what? You got to be joking, I'm not sucking a man's cock," I protested. Before I knew what was happening he'd grabbed my wrist and turned it in on itself, the pain was excruciating. "Dere's two ways of doing this white boy, which one you want?"
He guided me onto my knees next to Hazel and grabbing my hair steered me towards his prick. "Lick bitches." Hazel was trying to avoid eye contact with me and started to lick up and down his shaft again. A quick tug on my hair had me poking my tongue out and matching her stroke for stroke. He then turned fully towards me and pushed his cock into my mouth. It really was big and I struggled to accommodate it. He tried to push it into my throat but I gagged so severely that he pulled out. "Looks like he need some training boss," Barry said towards Houseman. Both men laughed as Hazel and I continued to lick and suck Barry's cock. Suddenly, my head was pulled away and I found myself face to face with Houseman's bloated erection. "You use the bitch while I'll break him in," he said to Baz.
I had no choice but to suck it in, at least it was a bit more manageable than Barry's. I gagged each time he tried to deep throat me and in the end he settled for a few inches in my mouth. I could see Hazel fighting to get Barry's cock down her throat and at one time at least three quarters of it had disappeared. I felt disgusted at being forced to suck a mans cock but at the same time I suddenly understood that feeling that Hazel described of being totally used with nothing you could do about it. I was just getting used to the cock in my mouth when it exploded. Jet after jet of warm sticky fluid hit the back of my throat making me retch. Some I swallowed but most of it dribbled down my chin dropping onto the floor.
"Not bad for a first attempt son," Houseman said, "we'll get the bitch to show you how it's done, your be better next time." I looked across at Hazel who now had Barry's cock imbedded in her throat. You could actually see the bulge in her throat as her nose nested deep in his pubic hair. She pulled it all the way out before lunging forward again. "Oh fuck, she's fucking good boss, look, every fucking inch, oh yeah, you love it don't ya bitch." Hazel was really getting into it, taking it deep in her throat and using her tongue on the way out. In no time at all Barry was grunting and filling her mouth with spunk, she drank the lot and after sucking the remaining drops clear, sat back on her haunches with a grin a mile wide on her face. "My God, that's so big, Christ knows how I got it all in."
They positioned me between her open legs and made me fuck her, making comments about the size of my cock and how I should get her ready for the real men. Hazel could see I was hurting and did her best to avoid eye contact. Although she pulled on her nipples and made all the right sounds I new she was faking it. Eventually I shot my load and pulled out. Baz took my place and I watched as his black shaft slid easily into her lubricated cunt.
This time there was no mistaking the realism in her love making as she sat up further looking down at the action between her thighs. "Oh yeah, I love to see your big black cock disappear up my cunt, you like it, you like my white cunt?" "Looks like she likes the old black trouser snake," Barry grunted, "maybe I give her to the bruvvers." They pulled Hazel onto the floor on all fours and for the next few minutes Barry and Houseman took turns fucking her mouth and cunt. She was loving it and between mouthfuls of cock did her best to act like a total slut. At one point they were fucking her so hard and she was moaning so much I thought she must be in pain. Not a chance, as they filled each end her whole body shook in one gigantic orgasm. When they both pulled out, copious amounts of spunk ran down her thighs and her chin. As she licked her lips, Barry dragged me between her open thighs and ordered me to clean her up.
I hesitated with my mouth inches from her dripping cunt. A firm shove from a big black hand forced my face into the pick smelly mess and a menacing voice said "lick white boy." "Yeah, lick my cunt clean, go on, lick it." I couldn't believe it, my own wife was now joining in with them. I licked but already I was planning my revenge.
The rest of the evening was spent with both men doing whatever they wanted to Hazel while she positively encouraged them. "Make him suck your cock again Barry, I want to watch as he sucks it clean." The fucking bitch was really getting off on my discomfort and egging them on all the time. I was made to either watch, lick her clean or suck some cock. We had both become their sex slaves and while Hazel revelled in it, my mind was working overtime.
By the end of the evening she looked a real mess. Her stockings were torn and laddered, her bra had been ripped off, she had bruises and love bites all over her, her makeup was smeared across her face and she was covered in dried up spunk. Barry and Houseman couldn't perform anymore but before leaving they made it clear that from now on they would return whenever they wished and do whatever they liked to us. Hazel was now their whore and from now on would be working for them, if I interfered, I would be dealt with.
It was several minutes after they left that anything was said. "I'm sorry Hon, I really didn't know they were going to make you do all those things, I tried to stop them, honest, but he was too strong." I looked over at the settee, she was sitting there, legs spread wide playing with her cunt. "You really have become a whore haven't you, look at yourself, you're a complete mess, you've just been used by three men if you include me and you absolutely loved it didn't you. And don't give me that shit about trying to stop them, you fucking egged them on, what was it, just because you loved being used you thought I would, was that it, turned you on even more did it." I was getting mad and it showed.
"Oh, don't get cross at me, you know I can't help it, the more they use me the more I like it. It wasn't my idea to make you do things." "No, but you liked it didn't you, turned you on even more didn't it." "Well, maybe a little, watching you suck his black cock was exciting, why don't you come over here and make love to me." By now I was feeling totally gutted, the whole situation was out of hand. "You mean fuck you don't you, only people in love actually make love, your just a cheap whore." With that I stormed of to bed.
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Tom still wasn't sure if the offer to fuck Hazel whenever he liked was genuine or made in the heat of the moment. Returning from work the next day he collared me going up the stairs. "Hi Tony, I just wanted to say thanks for last night, it was unbelievable, that little wife of yours in so sexy."
We went into his flat and over a couple of beers I told him the whole story. "Seems like you've got two choices, join in and enjoy or ditch her and find someone new." "Yeah, I know. I have to admit, it does turn me on watching her behave like a slut but at the same time I feel hurt that I'm not enough for her anymore. I still owe the bitch for what she made me do with that fucking Barry."
Tom thought for a while as we drank our beers. "You know, old Charlie's missus, that's the one me and boys used to fuck, well, she was a bit like Hazel, couldn't get enough cock and would fuck anything in trousers. At first, when Charlie found out he was furious, he beat her up real bad and she ended up in hospital. Fortunately she didn't press charges, instead, she fucked all the male nurses and doctors she could and made sure Charlie knew about it. Apparently, one night he went to visit her and found her in a private room with three guys going at her. He took the attitude; if you can't beat 'em, join them. It worked for them, they had a good marriage up until she died a couple of years ago; we still talk about at our reunions.
"So what you saying, let her get on with it and just enjoy it?" " Basically, there's not much else you can, apart from ..." Tom stopped for a minute, "go on, apart from what?" "Well, there was one time when me, Charlie and some of the lads fucked her so bad she couldn't take any more, really made her think and put her off sex for a least a month. In fact, I think she would have stopped completely only Charlie missed the fun and started her going again." "You think that would work with Hazel?" "How many cocks she had at one time?" "two, no three including me," "and how many do you think she could take in one session, a gang bang?" "Search me, she seems insatiable but I guess she must have her limits."
We discussed the idea for some time before Tom came up with a suggestion. "Tell you what, I've got a regiment reunion next week, there's about 20 of us left, mostly retired but all fit and healthy, we're no studs but there should be enough of us to sort Hazel out, what do you think?" It sounded good to me, 20 old boys fucking the arse of her; that should teach the bitch a lesson.
The reunion was to be held in a private room above a pub, I would tell Hazel we were going to a party and take it from there. As usual, it didn't take any persuasion to get her to dress sexy and by 8.30 we were on our way. When we arrived I was surprised to see a number of other women in the hall and at least 40-50 guys. I found Tom and asked what was going on. "Don't worry, some of them are wives or girlfriends, they'll all be gone by 11 at the latest, I know the landlord so once he's locked up he'll come and join us.
Hazel enjoyed the evening flirty with the old soldiers and chatting to some of the women, she had no idea what was in store for her. Sure enough, last orders was called and most of the people made their way out, Tom and his mates stayed behind. "Shouldn't we be going then?" Hazel asked, "No, the Landlords invited us to stay on for a special party treat for Tom," I lied. "Oh, I love surprises, what sort of party treat?" She was obviously a little tipsy and the thought of something special happening excited her imagination. "You'll just have to wait and see."
We all waited quietly as the Landlord locked up. Hazel was busy being chatted up by a couple of the guys and hadn't even noticed she was the only woman left. "I see you've met my sexy little lady friend," said Tom, sidling up beside her and patting her on her mini skirted rump. "Tom," Hazel chided, making a pretend effort to remove his hand. "She loves it really," Tom said, now playing with one her tits through the silky blouse. Hazel wasn't sure what to do, "Tom," she whispered, "everyone's looking."
Tom now started to undo the blouse, button by button. "C'mon, you told me you liked being a slut, don't you want my friends to see what a good little slut you can be?" "Tom ..." It was no use and suddenly the realisation of the situation hit her like a brick. With Tom pulling her blouse wide open exposing her black bra, Hazel stood there, looking round the room at all the eager faces. Next the mini skirt was unzipped and dropped to the floor leaving her in bra, panties, stockings, suspenders and high heels. "Now, your going to walk round the room and introduce yourself to everyone," Tom said, patting her behind to send her on her way. She tottered over to the nearest guy and looking back at Tom said, "hello, I'm Hazel." "No, no, no," said Tom, "you tell them what you are, you say, hello, I'm Hazel, Tom's slut."
The colour drained from her cheeks, she really wasn't expecting this. "Go on, we haven't got all night." There was complete silence in the room and she turned back to the guy and said in a low voice, "Hello, I'm Hazel, Tom's ... slut." A big cheer went up from the guys. "Well Tom's slut," the guy said, "you'd better show us what you can do." She went round the room or was rather pushed from guy to guy, each one grabbing a handful of tit, arse or pussy as she went. I lost sight of her for a short while but when she re-immerged both tits were hanging out of her bra and her panties had completely disappeared.
Tom grabbed her and pushing his hand between her legs gave her a big kiss. "Looks like she's ready lads," he said holding his wet fingers up to show them, "who's first?" An old gym mat was laid on the floor and Hazel pushed onto it. Immediately a guy was climbing on top of her and with out saying a word just shoved his cock straight up her. "That's Joanna, never could wait," said Tom with a big grin on his face. The guys all cheered as Joanna's arse pounded up and down, two other guys held her legs apart while others played with her tits. "Yeah, c'mon you bastard, fuck me." It was Hazel, the first cock of the night and already she was loving it. "Pull my nipples, hey you, pull my nipples, harder, that's it, oh yessssss, don't stop." She lay there shouting instructions, egging them on. Joanna announced to the world he was coming and Hazel's scream announced she was to. No sooner had Joanna got of than the next guy took his place.
After three of four fucks, they placed her on all fours, now they could fuck her mouth as well. "Has she ever been DP'd?" asked Tom, "what's a DP?" I asked innocently. "Double penetration, one up her cunt and one up her arse," explained Tom. Now that was something she had never let me do, fuck her arse, but under the circumstances ...
I told Tom that I would like to be the first up her virgin arse. "Hang tight, I'll find Charlie and arrange it." A few minutes later Tom emerged from the cheering mob with a large, extremely fit looking guy and introduced him as Charlie. "Hello mate, your missus certainly likes her cock don't she. Tom tells me you want to break her arse in, that right?" I nodded yes. As the two guys fucking Hazel reached their respective climaxes, Charlie stepped in. "Hold up lads, we got a special treat for her." Stripping of, Charlie lay on the mattress, his big cock sticking straight up. "OK slut, on you get." Hazel didn't need asking twice and climbed onto his prick taking it straight to the hilt. He allowed her to fuck and down for a while, enjoying the feeling of her spunk soaked cunt on his cock. Grabbing her nipples he pulled her forward and then held her there crushing her tits against his chest. Tom stepped forward and started to rub a mixture of cunt juice and spunk into her arse hole, eventually getting two fingers in right to the knuckles. He motioned to me and I replaced his fingers with my knob, also generously coated in juices. Before Hazel realised what was happening I had the first few inches of my cock up her virgin hole. It was real tight and she was doing her best to move forward, preventing me getting any more in. Charlie held her tighter, "I've got her, go for it son." The rest cheered me on as I savagely rammed my cock up my wife's virgin arse.
"Arghhhhh, please, your hurting." Tears were running down her face. I could feel Charlie's cock up her cunt with just a thin piece of skin separating the two of us; the sensation was incredible. Another guy lifted her head and forced his cock into her mouth. It was too much for me, a couple more strokes and I was filling her arse with spunk. I don't think I've ever cum so much in my life; jet after jet rushed from my cock, I was so turned on. Not only did I have the physical sensations of my prick up her tight passage with Charlie's rubbing me through her cunt, I also had the sight of my lovely young wife, dressed like a whore, on her knees astride one cock with another in her mouth and mine in her arse. I could feel her silk stocking brushing my legs and see the back of her black bra strap, I watched her head bob back and forth as the guy relentlessly fucked her mouth, it really was mind blowing.
As I pulled out, Tom took my place. With the first load in place it was easier now and within seconds he was pumping her arse while holding onto her hips. The guy in her mouth exploded and was quickly replaced with another, hardly giving her time to swallow. Once Charlie had cum, they turned her over. Now she had the guy underneath with his cock up her arse with another kneeling in front fucking her cunt, another in her mouth whiles others could now reach her tits and nipples. Tom pointed out that rather than try to get away she was now pressing down on the cock up her arse and trying to get it in deeper. I watched one guy stand in front of her forcing a large fat prick into her mouth. With out warning, he grabbed the back of her head and just pulled until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. He held her there while he emptied his balls directly down her throat. When he eventually leg go she was gasping for breath.
Others openly wanked themselves off over her face, tits and hair. Every guy in the room had her at least once, some of them, including Charlie, managed three fucks. The final scene of the night was Fred, the fat jolly barman. He made her stand up against the wall while he fucked her well-used arse from behind. With her arms outstretched, it looked like a crucifixion. Having shot his load up her slippery arse, he made Hazel kneel in front of him and lick his prick clean. She licked his prick, balls and legs, savouring every mouthful. At one point she even scooped some spunk from her cunt and ate the lot.
"Fucking hell lads," Tom said surveying the room, "reminds me WWII after a day's heavy fighting." "Fuck off," another retorted, "we were never this knackered after a good scrap." Laughter echoed round the room as slowly the lads got dressed. Hazel, still dressed like the slut she was stood at the door and thanked each one as they said good night.
Did it cure her? Did it bollocks.
* * * * *
Hazel was my first wife and I've documented our life together as a series of short stories, all of which are true. See Hazel meets the Rent Man (part I & II), Hazel Meets Barry and Hazel escapes. There's more to follow including photo stories.
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After the last episode with Houseman and his henchman Barry, I decided it was time to get out, she might enjoy being used but I didn't. I gave Hazel an ultimatum, either we leave High Wycombe and get away from them or I would leave her. She tried the old come on, flashing her big brown come to bed eyes and stroking my dick, but this time I was adamant. Reluctantly, she agreed and by the following Saturday we were loading up the rental van and heading for our new flat in Reading.
In out haste to escape, we had taken the first flat that became vacant, a two-bedroom apartment on the top floor of a three storey building. It was OK but we had to share a bathroom with the tenant down stairs. Hazel was really pissed at me for making her move and this reflected in everything including our sex life. One night in sheer desperation and at her suggestion, I tied her spread-eagled to the bed dressed in her aptly named whore suit and spent ages licking her cunt and fingering her arse, something that usually drives her crazy. After 30 minutes she was still dry and I was totally pissed off.
"OK, lets have bitch, just what is it you want huh, fucking fat boy and his black side kick, is that it, your missing them already?" "Oh don't get mad Hon, I sorry, I'm just not getting turned on. I don't miss Harry and Barry, but I do miss the excitement, you know how much it turns me on me being treated like a slut, I just can't help it." I was furious, my own wife was basically telling me that I wasn't enough anymore. I stormed out of the bedroom leaving her tied to the bed and went downstairs to take a piss.
As I approached the bathroom, Tom, the old boy in the middle flat was coming out. "Hello there," he beamed, "it's free now, I just finished my shower." "Thanks," I muttered not really paying much attention. "Oh my, is there something wrong, I don't mean to interfere but if there's anything I can do just shout." "Thanks Tom." Coming out of the bathroom I had an idea. I knocked on Tom's door and out he came still in his dressing gown and slippers. "Still want to help?" Tom was old by our standards but probably only mid fifties. He was tall and lean and had obviously looked after himself, I found out later he was ex marines.
"Certainly, what can I do for you," he was a real gentleman. "Come with me, I got a problem in one of the bedrooms." Tom went to get changed but I said he was fine as he was, "it will only take a minute."
As we entered the bedroom Hazel was lying with her eyes closed, Tom was stood with his eyes wide open. Standing at the foot of the bed he had a clear view from her high heels, along the black seamed stockings to her shaven cunt and on towards her massive tits struggling to break free of the under the nipple bra. "My, you do have a problem don't you." Hearing his voice Hazel's eyes sprung open and she stared in disbelief at the two of us. I thought she was going to say something, instead, a sly smile spread across her face. "Ah, I see you've brought reinforcements."
Tom took this as a sign of approval and started to run his hand up one stockinged leg, stopping just short of her cunt. "Hmmm, seems she's having a little trouble getting wet," I said, "I thought maybe two cocks might get her going." "Reminds me of my army days," Tom said, "one of the guys was married to a lovely young girl like this and every Friday me and lads would go round to his place and help fuck the living daylights out of her, she loved it." "Sounds like a man of experience," Hazel purred, writhing on the bed as Tom played with her pussy and nipples. Within a few minutes I could hear that familiar slurping sound as Tom inserted three fingers into her now very wet cunt. He smeared her love juice all round her shaven mound before offering his fingers to her mouth. As expected, the little slut made a big show of sucking each one of them clean. "Like the taste of cunt do you?" "Hmmm, I love it," "and what about cock?" he said offering his semi hard prick to her mouth.
He wasn't as big as Houseman or Barry but this didn't seem to bother Hazel, she pursed her lips and sucked it all in, leaving a lovely red lipstick ring at the base of his cock. Tom simply stood still while Hazel moved back and forth on his hardening cock, slurping her tongue round the end before taking it deep into her throat. "She's a real fucking slut once she gets going Tom, just feel free to do whatever you like to her." "Can I fuck her?" "Asked her," I said. "Would you like my cock up your cunt?" he asked Hazel, "Hmmmm, I love it up my cunt but don't you want to cum in my mouth first?" "I haven't had a fuck for months and I'm not sure I can get it twice these days."
We untied her legs and holding them high in the air Tom climbed between them. By now she was so wet his cock just slide straight in. He held her legs over his arms leaving his hands free to play with her tits. She loved it as he rammed his cock up her and pulled hard on her sensitive nipples. "C'mon Hon, let me show Tom how I like to suck cock while I'm being fucked," "You mean show him what a little fuck slut you are," "Hmm, I'm sure Tom likes horny little sluts, don't you Tom?" God, what an actress, she was staring directly into Tom's eyes with that pouting little innocent girl look on her face and asking him if he like sluts. "Is that what you are? A slut," Tom asked, "Oh yes, I'm a real sluty whore Tom, I love to drink a mans spunk and I love to feel a big hard cock shooting up my cunt, do you like my cunt Tom, is it nice and wet for you, I love the feel of your cock, oh yes, that's good."
Tom couldn't believe his ears or his luck and banged away like it was his last fuck on earth. I shoved my cock in her mouth and holding her head still fucked her face. Within seconds we were both coming, filling her mouth and cunt with warm spunk, sending her over the top into a crashing orgasm that lifted her body completely of the bed. Pulling my limp dick from her mouth I undid the cuffs holding her arms allowing her to wrap them round Toms neck.
She was kissing his neck and ears thanking him for the tremendous fuck. When he eventually rolled off her she immediately took his limp cock in her mouth and licked him clean. "Told you I like the taste, was I good?" she asked coming up for air and laying beside him, "good, you were fucking fantastic."
Tom went back to his flat with the promise that he could fuck Hazel whenever he wanted. I took his place between her legs and enjoyed some sloppy seconds. As we lay together afterwards I asked her, "is this what it takes to have a sex life with you, sloppy seconds, always having to have other guys involved?" "Oh your angry aren't you, I'm sorry Hon, I didn't know this side to me exited before, well, you know." "Yeah, but are we aver going to have a normal sex life, that's what I'm asking." She started to stroke my cock again while kissing my neck and licking my ear. "Don't you like you little wife being a slut, watching her suck other men's cocks, drinking all that lovely spunk, you like it when it gets all over my face and in my hair." The little bitch, talk about go for the jugular. "And you know how you love it when you shove your cock up my spunk filled pussy, you told me it was the best feeling in the world, another man's spunk and my wet cunt, you like that don't you Hon, how would you like to fuck me after several men had shot there loads up me, huh, would you like that, your cock likes that." She was right, my cock was rock hard again at the thought it her taking a gang bang, I imagined Barry and his black mates using her as a total slut.
Hazel straddled my cock and started to ride it. "Imaging all those lovely fat cocks going in and out of my juicy cunt, you lovely little wife being used like a whore, all that spunk in my mouth and cunt, ohhh yes, can you imaging that love, a big, big cock up my cunt fucking me hard while I played with two others, wanking them off, getting them ready for there turn, oh yesssss, maybe one in my mouth, oh God I'm going to cummmmmmmm." Cum she did, she was bucking so wildly I had a job to hang on. Her dirty talk really turned me on, I flipped her into the doggy position and rammed my cock up her as hard as I could. Her cunt was still soaking wet from the previous two loads she had taken but it only heightened the feeling. "You want to be a real whore, fuck anyone I tell you to?" "Yesssss." That was it for me, in no time I was coming again, holding her hips tight as I rammed home.
I wasn't sure what the future held but it sure going to be interesting.
* * * * *
Hazel was my first wife and I've documented our life together as a series of short stories, all of which are true. See Hazel meets the Rent Man (part I & II) and Hazel Meets Barry. There's more to follow including photo stories.
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I had some leave to take so on the spur of the moment I left RAF Lucas and caught the train to Bedford, I decided I'd spring a surprise visit on my parents.
I thumbed a lift from the station to the small village where they lived and walked the last mile or so to the bungalow. It was about 10:30pm when I arrived and I was surprised to find all the lights out. Either they were away for the weekend or had opted for an early night. I'd been travelling all day and felt pretty knackered myself, so letting myself in I headed for my room and quietly went to bed.
It must have been about an hour later when the sound of several car doors being slammed woke me from my slumber. A light went on in the hall spilling under the door. I pulled my robe on and had opened the door about an inch when I heard a mans voice say, "go put something sexy on and meet us in the lounge." Through the gap in the door I could make out three men and my mother. The men went into the lounge and Mum made her way to the bedroom, directly opposite mine. She threw open the bedroom door, switched on the light and stumbled inside, she was obviously a little tipsy. I watched as she removed her evening gown and stood there in black lace stockings and matching bra and panties admiring herself in front of a full length mirror. "Sexy huh, I'll shlow them sexy," she slurred. She went into the on-suite bathroom and re-appeared about ten minutes later minus the knickers and bra. As she turned towards me I noticed her cunt was completely smooth, not a hair in sight.
I'd never really thought sexy things about my own Mother before but I had to admit, she had a great body. Leaving the stocking and suspenders in place, she went to a drawer and pulled out a pair of lace crutchless knickers. They showed of her bare pussy to perfection. Next an under the nipple bra that pushed her 36" tits up and out while leaving the nipples completely exposed. Finally, a pair of patient leather high heels with 6" spikes. Boy, she looked a million dollars. She sat at the dressing table putting on bright red lipstick and black mascara, a final look in the mirror and she seemed satisfied. She left the bedroom, turning the light of and headed along the corridor to the lounge.
I was horrified, surely she wasn't going to go in there dressed like that, in front of three men, where was Dad for Christ sake.
Sure enough, she threw open the lounge door and walked straight in. "Well, about fucking time, Mr Nolan's a busy man." "David, you must learn to appreciate that all good things are worth waiting for." Said Nolan, a short fat man, about 5'2", somewhere between 50 and 60 and from his accent, obviously American. He was dressed in an expensive looking suit and camel hair overcoat. Next to him was a giant of a man, Latin American in appearance, built like a brick shithouse and looking like he'd swallowed a wasp. David, the guy that addressed Mum, was a typical British business executive, dark suit, white shirt and shinny shoes.
"Grant, bring the lady closer please." The big fella led Mum into the room and positioned her directly in front of the seated Mr Nolan. Nolan ran his hands up her legs making her spread them wider. "Now my dear, you know the deal yes?" Mum nodded her head, "good, in a few hours time, your husband and my legal people will be discussing the details over breakfast in New York. They are waiting for my telephone call before signing on the bottom line. Now, you do know how much this deal is worth don't you? And of course what it's worth to you and your husband in commission. So, you indulge my little fantasy and I'll help to make you and your husband very rich."
As he was talking he gently caressed Mum's bare cunt, running his fingers over her lips and up and down her slit. "You see my dear, since my unfortunate accident I have a little trouble controlling my weight," he laughed, patting his stomach as both he and Mum looked down. "Oh, I can still make love and get a hard on but these day's I prefer to watch, well, most of the time." He continued to finger her clit until without warning Mum had her first orgasm of the night. If it wasn't for Grant catching her under the arms she would have ended up on Mr Nolan's lap.
"Well held Grant, looks like she's ready to start." Grant lowered mum onto the sofa and spread her legs wide. From my position in the half opened bedroom doorway I had a clear if not long view straight down the corridor, into the lounge and straight up her cunt. I couldn't risk getting any closer without being caught but I did have the next best thing, a new digital video camera with a powerful zoom lens and built in zoom mike. Within minutes I was staring at a close up of my Mum's glistening cunt on the colour viewfinder. "Play with it some," said Grant. Mum immediately placed her hand over her pussy and gently twirled her finger over her erect clit. "Put your fingers in your cunt, I like that," said Grant standing next to her removing his clothes.
Mum was laid back on the sofa, eyes closed gently fingering her wet hole and hot little bud, when Grant spoke again she opened her eyes, "Oh my God, its enormous." Nolan chuckled as both Mum and David stared at Grant's crutch. Unfortunately he had his back to me so I couldn't make out what they were going on about. "Don't you worry sweety, Grant here has stretched more cunts than I can remember and they always come back for more," Nolan said seeing the look of apprehension on Mum's face. "David, shouldn't you be helping?"
David snapped out of his trance and started to undress, meanwhile, Grant now stood directly in front of Mum pulling her head forward towards his cock. All I could see was this giant's arse and Mums legs either side of him. "Arghhh, uh, ug," it was Mum making funny gurgling noises as she tried to take his cock into her mouth. Several times he pulled right back only to shuffle forward again, bringing even more noises from Mum. "Put her on the floor and swap with David, I want to see some real action." Grant did as Nolan instructed and as he stepped aside I saw for the first time what Mum and David had been staring at. It was fucking huge.
Even half limp it hung to his knees and was easily as think as my wrist, no wonder she was struggling to get it in her mouth. Now on all fours, David fed his normal size cock into her mouth and told her to blow him. Grant knelt behind and gently rubbed the head of his cock up and down her wet slit. When he was happy that it was lubricated enough he slowly started to push forward. "Oh God, no, please Mr Nolan, he's much too big, I'll never take all that up me." "Don't worry Hon, Grant knows what he's doing, in a few more minutes your be begging him not to stop." He nodded to Grant to continue.
I thought of racing to her rescue but there was no way I could take on three guys, especially Grant, besides, she seemed to know them and had entered the lounge voluntary. I decided to stay put but if they hurt her I would intervene. My conscience clear, I continued to watch. Grant was taking it very easy and was obviously not out to hurt her. As every inch went in he would wait, giving her time to get used to the massive width before pulling out and pushing in a little further with each trust. Eventually, after several rest periods he was fully home. "My God," said David, "she's actually done it, she taking his whole prick up her." "Nah, piece of cake," Nolan replied, "they can all take it, just needs a little practice that's all." Grant was now slowly screwing my Mother, withdrawing his massive cock until it was almost all the way out and then gently but firmly pushing forward until his large balls slapped against her arse. Mum was moaning as she sucked on David's cock. "Remember, nobody cum's till I say so," said Nolan, now sitting on the edge of his chair watching the action. David was obviously close to coming so he pulled out leaving Grant to up the pace a little. Mum was now moaning louder than ever and with her mouth free of cock started to shout encouragement. "Oh yesssssss, that's it, a bit faster, my God, it's so deep, yesssss." The zoom mike was picking up every sound including one I hadn't noticed before. It was a slurping sound and I soon realised it was coming from Mums cunt. I could actually see her juices coating Grant's cock each time he pulled out.
Grant looked towards Mr Nolan, and with a slight nod of approval he speeded up considerably bringing Mum to a very loud and verbal orgasm. "Don't stop, don't you dare stop, I'm nearly there, oh yesss, that's it, faster, oh God I'm cummingggggggggggg." We all watched as her whole body shook. She threw her head back and closed her eyes, her nipples looked like two 38's and her thighs ran with her love juice. Grant held her by the hips, his cock buried to the hilt and simply waited for her to come down again. "So Mrs King, are we to take it that you like Grant's cock?" "God yes, I fucking love it." This was the first time I had ever heard my Mother swear. "Good, then I'm sure you'd like a little more then."
Mum licked her lips and waited for Grant to start again. Instead he withdrew and lay on his back. "W-w-what are you doing?" asked Mum. Grant replied by grabbing her nipples and guiding her to a sitting position on top of him. "Now you do the work," was all he said. Mum got the message and immediately started to lower her well fucked cunt onto his giant pole. It took her several attempts before she was completely impaled on it but boy did she look happy. With Grants prick as far up her as possible, she started to slowly grind her hips back and forward. Leaning forward slightly allowed her to rub her clit against his pubic hair and in no time she was coming again. "Oh yes, God your incredible and you haven't even cum yet," she said leaning forward and covering his face with kisses.
"Don't worry Mrs King, he'll cum soon enough, now, I think your ready for the next bit, David, you know what to do." David knelt behind Mum and using her own love juice proceeded to rub it into her arse hole. "Oh no, not that, your not fucking me there!" screamed Mum struggling to get up. It was no use, Grant simply wrapped his large arms around her and pulled her forward crushing her tits into his chest. "Now now, I was rather hoping that by this stage you would trust me, tut tut Mrs King, you do want your husband to close this deal don't you?"
Mum stopped struggling, "yes, you know our financial situation," "good, then perhaps we can continue." Mum relaxed slightly as David repositioned himself behind her. After working first one then two fingers into her virgin arse he replaced them with his prick and pushing hard forced the purple head past her ring piece. Both men waited a few minutes before David thrust forward, imbedding about half of his seven inches up Mums arse. "Ohhh," was all that escaped her lips and by zooming in on her face I could see tears streaming down her cheeks. Again I thought about intervening but it had already gone too far. With a final thrust, David was all the way home. "Well done my Dear, you see, I told you you could do it, now, from here on in its all pleasure. Who knows, I might even join in myself." Grant was now moving his hips up and down, withdrawing maybe and inch or two before slamming it back. David was trying to match him. Mum was groaning. As the two men built up a rhythm Mum's groans became louder and sounded more like grunts. After tens minutes she was positively screaming at them to fuck her harder. "Yes, that's it, don't you dare stop, oh Christ David, can you feel Grant's cock up my cunt?" David grunted yes, "and what about you Grant, can you feel David's cock up my arse?" "You bet Mam." They see sawed in and out of her holes bringing her to several orgasms when suddenly Mr Nolan stood up and dropped his pants. Beneath the considerable roll of flab you could just make out his bloated cock, the big surprise was the size of his balls, they were the size of tennis balls.
Kneeling on the floor in front of Mum, he steered her head towards his cock. She almost had to headbutt the flab out of the way to get at it but eventually got the first few inches into her mouth. With his gut resting on top of her head, Nolan thrust forward, trying to cram as much cock as possible into her mouth. "Now this is what you call a good fuck," he chuckled, "OK guys, lets give this bitch what she wants." With that, both Grant and David speeded up, Grant lifting Mum of the floor with his enormous hands round her waist. As he slammed her down on his cock, David would slam into her arse. God knows what she would have been saying if Nolan's cock wasn't in her mouth but if body language was anything to go by she was in heaven.
David came first, throwing his full weight on top of her and clenching his arse cheeks as jet after jet of hot sticky spunk filled her arse. Next it was Nolan, holding her head tight he pushed forward trying to get as much cock as possible into her willing mouth and just let rip. I've never seen a man cum so much, you could actually see jet after jet pulse along his shaft making Mum gag trying to keep up. I could see her swallowing but still it gushed out until finally he pulled his cock from her mouth and fired the last two jets into her hair. I thought it was all over but of course, Grant was still to finish. "Now Mr Nolan?" he asked, "She's all yours Grant."
Grant pushed Mum away, his prick slurping from her wet hole making an obscene sound. He positioned her on her back on the sofa with her arse hanging over the edge. Kneeling between her legs he fed his monster into her now more than willing pussy and started to bang away in earnest. "Oh yes, that's it, fuck me Grant, let me feel that fucking great cock of yours stretch my cunt, c'mon baby, fuck me hard." I couldn't believe it, my own Mother using words like that. She was covered in spunk and still she wanted more. "C'mon baby. Fill my cunt, that's it, fuck me hard, oh yesssss, I'm coming." Her hips raised of the edge of the sofa as she came again. Grant was now pumping for all he was worth, hanging onto her tits and stretching the nipples. "You like this bitch?" "Yesssssss, I love it," "you want I cum in your cunt?" "Yes. Please, let me feel it," "OK bitch, you asked for it." He slammed forward completely knocking the wind out of Mum, Nolan, now fully dressed again was egging him on and David was stroking his new erection. "Yeahhhhhhh, fuck you bitch," Grant screamed as he filled my Mums cunt with spunk. It was several thrusts before he was completely spent and when he pulled out I got a great view of her opened pussy, just gushing with fresh spunk. In fact, he'd stretched her so much I was able to zoom in right up her hole, fantastic.
Shortly after, Mr Nolan thanked Mother for a pleasant evening and assured her that as agreed, the call would be made. Both he and Grant then said polite goodbyes and left. Mum was still lying back on the sofa exactly where Grant had left her. She looked radiant in her black silk stocking and high heels. Her open crutch knickers were soaked and her under the nipple bra was nowhere to be seen. David knelt between her legs and without a word shoved his cock up her and fucked her till he came.
"Well," he said, finally getting to his feet," "you proved a real find, I can see we'll have to get together every time John's away." Mum looked at him. "Don't you dare presume I would let you touch me again, I did this for the money, not for you or your perverted friends, now piss off, get out of my house." "Little fucking whore, if it wasn't for me you wouldn't be in this position now, think your old man was capable of closing that deal on his own, without my help you'd both be bankrupt."
Mum started to back down. "Alright David, you've said you piece and you've had your fun, now if you don't mind I'd like to shower and go to bed." David, now fastening his tie, lent forward and stuck three fingers up mum's dripping cunt. "Lick them clean slut," he said holding them to her mouth. Staring him in the face she did as he commanded. "Good, now that's straight you know who's boss, don't you. Johns away again next week and I've got two Jap's coming over. Guess who's going to entertain them." With that he left.
Mum staggered from the lounge with spunk running down her thighs onto her stockings. I kept the camera running as long as possible before stepping back into the shadows. Mum went into her bedroom and this time slammed the door.
I wanked myself stupid that night watching the tape and in the morning left before Mum got up. What should I do now I wondered?
Get some new tapes and be home next week!!
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Chapter 3: Rebecca's First Orgy
Although Harry had plenty of money he was a tight old git and decided that once a week with Rebecca would be enough. She of course loved taking us both at once and would fuck and suck us dry. "It's no use Fred," Harry said as we sat in the Legion one Saturday night, "lets face it mate, we're too fucking old to keep up with her, she's insatiable."
Harry was right, as much as I enjoy sex it was becoming impossible to keep up with her demands. The original agreement was for Becky to work three days a week, Monday, Wednesday and Friday but she had now started to call round every day, the only rest I got was at weekends when she couldn't get out because Richard was home. There was only one thing for it, reinforcements.
Bill was another ex army buddy and club secretary, once Harry and I explained the situation he was more than keen to join in. "If she's that sex mad, why don't we get a few of the lads together and really give her a good seeing to." "Who do you suggest Bill?" "Well, I can go down the members list and suss out who's single, then we can sound them out, what d'ya reckon?" It sounded good to me.
That Monday when Becky arrived I introduced her to Bill. She just accepted him as casually as meeting an old friend; Bill was flabbergasted. "I know you said she was gorgeous but wow, she's like a young Marilyn Munroe." The poor sod soon found out what we had been talking about, within no time Becky was stripped off laying on the bed playing with her cunt and begging us to fuck her. Two hours later she had taken a load up the arse, two in her cunt and one down her throat. "What's up with you two," she said playing with our limp dicks, "you've only cum twice." "Do you think you could take more then?" I asked her, "hmmmm, I could go on all day, I love it."
That clinched it, "Bill, better make that list." That week Becky earned her £150, £50 each from me, Harry and Bill. The following week she earned over £600.
Richard was off on a course lasting from Wednesday to Friday so me, Bill and Harry together with ten guys we'd recruited from the Legion arranged a little party for Thursday. Included in the ten were Bill's two sons, both single and in there twenties, Harry's son, a married 30 something but always up for a bit of extra, two young serving soldiers and Alex, the Legion Steward. Each paid their £50 in and arrived at my place Thursday afternoon.
I hadn't told Becky about the plans to gang bang her but I had asked if she would perform a striptease for me and some friends. "Afterwards, we can slip off into the bedroom with Bill and Harry if you like." "What, you three studs and little old me," she laughed. I'll say one thing for her, since discovering her new found sexuality she was turning into a very confident young lady. "Well, you up for it?" "What would I have to do?" she asked. "I've bought you a really sexy outfit with some nice leather boots and things, so all you have to do is a slow teasing striptease until all your wearing is your stockings and boots, OK?" "Will I get paid for it?" "Oh yes, the better you make it the more they'll pay you."
I sat her down and showed her a video where a stripper slowly undoes her buttons and then chooses a guy to remove her blouse, then she does the same with the skirt. She sexily struts round the room letting each guy have a quick feel before removing her bra and going round again. "Do I have to let all of them play with my tits?" "Why, don't you like that?" "hmmm, you know I do, it's just that with all those men playing with my nipples I'll probably have an orgasm and make my knickers all wet and sticky."
I couldn't believe my ears, she wasn't in the least concerned about flaunting her body in front of 13 guys, just about coming in her knickers. "Tell you what, if you do cum in your knickers I bet all the blokes will love it, you can take them off and go round the room wiping them on there faces." "Oh Fred, you really are a dirty old man, I love it." She threw her arms round me and kissed me hard, her tongue fencing with my tonsils, "I'll give them the best strip show they've ever seen and afterwards ........." Her hand cupped my balls and gently squeezed, a big sexy smile on her face and lust in her baby blue eyes.
As arranged, Becky arrived straight after her morning job on Thursday and after a shower went into the bedroom to get changed. I'd laid out her outfit on the bed and when she saw the thigh length leather boots her eyes lit up. "Wow, there so sexy." I watched as she dressed. First, she seductively rolled the black seamed stockings up her long legs, smoothing them out and feeling the fabric against her skin before attaching them to a matching suspender belt. I had to fight the urge to throw her on the bed and fuck her brains out when she asked me to straighten the seams. Next, a minute pair of black panties covered her newly shaved cunt while a matching black silky bra fought to contain her perfectly formed tits. Over this she wore a black see through blouse which complemented her red mini skirt. It was when she finally put the boots on that the picture was complete. They had 2" platform soles and a 6" heel, making her look ten feet tall. Each boot reached the top of her thigh showing perhaps an inch or two of stocking top. The suspender straps were extra wide, accentuating her creamy smooth thighs.
"How do I look?" Before I could say anything she looked down, "hmm, I think that answers my question." My cock was forming a tent in my trousers. She came over and undid my jeans, pulling them and my underpants to the floor. My cock ached so much it was almost painful. She knelt before me and staring straight into my eyes she lowered her red lips down the shaft, thrashing about with her tongue as she went. Within seconds I was coming, I just couldn't stop myself, the visual stimulation almost had my mind on overload. Becky drank every last drop before pulling my clothes back up and standing in front of me. Throwing her arms round my neck she kissed me, letting me taste the spunk coating her tongue and mouth. It was so erotic my spent cock started to twitch again.
"That should hold you until later," she laughed turning back to the mirror to adjust her makeup. She never usually wore makeup but today she had on some bright red lip gloss and some light blue eye shadow. The lip gloss matched her mini skirt and the eye shadow her beautiful blue eyes. "Becky," I said taking in the beautiful sight before me, "will you marry me?" "She just giggled, "don't be silly, I'm married to Richard." We laughed, "You wait there until I call you OK." As I left the room she was busy pouting in the mirror and practising walking in the boots.
Everyone had arrived and the lounge was crowded with excited men. We had moved all the furniture save the chairs and sofa into the dining room creating a mini stage in the middle of the room. "C'mon then, lets see some action," one of them shouted. "Gentlemen, thank you all for coming," "get on with it you old fart," they all laughed, "gentlemen, please remember that this young lady is not a professional stripper so please give her a chance to get over her nerves OK," they all nodded OK. "Right then, I give you the fabulous, the sexy, the one and only .......... REBECCA!"
I opened the door to the bedroom just as the music began to play. Becky stepped out into the lounge and stood in the middle of the room, hand on hips, looking at each guy in turn. I honestly thought she was going to turn and run but then I saw that familiar faint smile cross her lips. With her hands still on her hips, she started to slowly gyrate them. Apart from the music not a sound was made. Still fully dressed she walked round the room, pausing in front of each man while running her hands seductively up her body and over her tits. When she got to Harry she actually ran her hand over his balls, this caused a few catcalls from the audience. "Oh yeah, go on baby, do your stuff." Encouraged by the response so far, an even bigger smile crossed her face. She now invited several men to undo a button on her blouse and once it was fully undone she held it open and twirled round giving everyone a clear view of her bra covered tits. "Oh yeah, c'mom baby, show us those tits."
Discarding the blouse and still swinging her hips in time to the music she seductively lifted the short skirt up each thigh, giving a clear view of her little black panties and suspender belt. Slowly she lowered the zipper on her skirt, letting it fall to the floor before stepping out of it. Wow, what a sight, she was standing in the middle of a room full of men dressed in towering thigh high black leather boots with matching stockings bra and knickers. I looked round the room to see guys rubbing their cocks, staring at this beauty before them, if only the prick Richard could see his young wife now. There was an audible intake of breath as she reached up to unclip the front fastening bra. Holding it in place with her hands over her tits she stood in front of one of the young soldiers, lent forward slightly and let it drop. "Wow, look at those tits," one guy said, "Her fucking nipples are enormous," another added. Becky went round the room encouraging the men to feel her tits. Some of the less shy sucked her nipples and she stood there, holding their heads to her tits enjoying the sensations coursing through her body.
It took her a good half hour to get round the room, each guy grabbing a handful or sucking an engorged nipple, others allowed there hands to wander over her arse or brush against her cunt mound. By the time she got round to me her panties were dripping. She pressed herself against me and whispered in my ear, "Oh Fred, I'm so wet, I've already cum twice." "Good, then let one of them take your knickers off and show them how wet they've made you." Sure enough, she pulled one guy out and made him kneel on the floor. With her boots on she towered over him. "C'mon then big boy, you know what I want." Crafty bitch, she was copying the dialogue from the video. The guy took hold of her panties with shaking hands and slowly lowered them down over her thighs, over the boots and onto the floor. He looked up to find himself face to face with the smoothest, wettest cunt you have ever seen.
Becky pulled his head forward, grinding his face into her cunt before pushing him away and retrieving her wet knickers. One by one she went round the audience holding her knickers up to their faces. Some of them simply sniffed the offering, the bolder ones grabbed a handful of tit or pussy, Becky was loving it. She stopped by Alex, the Steward from the Legion and offered him her knickers. "I'd rather have the real thing darlin'" he said cupping her smooth mound in his hand. She rubbed her cunt against him. The guy next to him tweaked her left nipple while the guy the other side, seeing what was going on, tweaked her other nipple. Soon, hands were all over her and she was in heaven.
"Oh yes, yes, yesssss," she screamed as Alex shoved two fingers up her soaking wet cunt bringing her off. She threw her arms round his neck and held on for dear life as her body shuddered. Some of the guys were stripping of now and several hands lowered Becky onto the carpet. She held her arms open to the nearest naked guy and pulled him on top of her, his cock going straight up her wet snatch. Another guy lay beside them and offered her his cock to suck. It didn't take long for the first guy to fill her cunt with spunk and he was quickly replaced by another. After three or four guys had had their way we carried her through to the bedroom. Bill got underneath and lowered her dripping cunt onto his prick while Harry climbed behind them. Becky looked round to see what was happening. "Yes, oh yes, that's it, fuck my arse, shove your fat prick up my arse."
Harry pushed forward filling her arse with cock, as she turned back another was offered to her mouth. Others played with her tits or simply wanked themselves over her face. During the course of the next four hours Becky learned the art of deep throating (although I don't think it was intentional), she took two spunking pricks in her mouth at the same time and had all three holes filled at once. She was grunting with contentment as wave after wave of pure lust and excitement went through her body. The three guys were replaced by three others and everyone took a turn as Becky became a receptacle for there spunk. The younger guys had her several times each and most of the others at least twice. If there was a break in the proceedings, Becky would be scanning the room for the next hard cock, she really was insatiable.
By 8 o'clock the last drained sore cock had left to go home. Becky stood at the front door in full view of the main road kissing each one goodnight, ensuring they got a last feel of her tits or cunt and sometimes grabbing there limp cock attempting to encourage just one more fuck from it. We eventually retired to the bedroom where I slipped my hard cock into her wet cunt for the second time that day. I was so turned on by the sights and sounds of the afternoon's session that I seemed to have a permanent hard on.
However, after twenty minutes of fucking her in different positions I realised there was no way I was going to cum again. I fell asleep with Becky's ruby red lips sucking my cock, straining to get the last possible drop of spunk from a tired old dick. It was morning before I finally obliged her, giving her one last mouthful of creamy spunk before a very happy, well paid, well fucked young lady headed home to await the arrival of her husband.
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Hi, I'm Fred, 59 years old and a widower for two years. I lost my wife in a car crash and since then I must admit, it's been pretty lonely. You see, when you get to this age it's not easy to go out and meet other people, I'm not exactly into the club scene and the pubs in my area seem to cater for the younger set, all TV's and arcade games. I do go to the British Legion twice a week, but it's mostly my old army chums, all about the same age and mostly still married. I've always been sexually active but now it's a case of the old five finger widow three or four times a week while watching one of the many porno videos I've collected over the years. To make it worse, my wife was a wonderful woman and very experimental when it came to sex, she would try anything including group sex and light bondage. I really miss her.
I sold the big house when she died and bought a small two bedroom semi detached bungalow here in Dorset. The insurance money and balance from the house sale meant I could retire and still maintain a good standard of living, you could say I'm not short of a few bob.
6 months ago my new neighbours moved in and well, it changed my life. Richard and Rebecca are a young couple, probably mid twenties, newly wed and this was there first house. Rebecca's an absolute dream, a blue eyed blond with a models figure and tits to die for, she's a lovely girl and we hit it of right away. Richard's a prize plonker, a stuck up arrogant little turd who thinks the world owes him a favour. To make matters worse, he's a practising Baptist and takes every opportunity to preach the gospel trying to convert not only me but the rest of the neighbours. He works as a car salesman and according to Becky he has to rely on commission to make up his wages, this leaves them continuously short of money. Money worries and the fact that they can't have kids causes endless rows which I can hear through the walls. I've really started to hate that guy.
Becky was looking for work to supplement there meagre income but to be honest she was just a little bit slow, lovely girl but thick as two short planks. Eventually, through a contact in the church she did manage to find a part time morning job cleaning houses.
She was sun bathing in the garden one afternoon looking sorry for herself when I brought a tray of tea and biscuits out. "Hi Becky, thought this might cheer you up." There was a gate linking our two gardens and with a big smile on her face over she came. She was wearing a white bikini which contrasted nicely against her tanned skin and those tits were just fighting to get out. We chatted about all sorts, the weather, gardening etc, but then I mentioned children and she just burst into tears. It seems she was medically incapable of having kids and this was causing all sorts of arguments with Richard. Add to that the fact that he hadn't made a sale for three months left them with financial problems as well. She really was on a downer. "Tell you what, now I'm on my own I sure could use some help keeping the place tidy, maybe a couple of hours every other day in the afternoons, it would help you with the money side." She leapt up and planted a great big kiss on my lips, "Oh Fred, your so kind, thank you."
For the next three weeks Becky would clean the house, do the washing and ironing and all the other little house hold chores. I loved having her about and being summer she would wear cut of denim shorts and tee shirts, often going braless, I was constantly having to hide my erection. One afternoon she turned up late. "I'm sorry Fred," she said, nearly in tears, "Richards just phoned and said that unless he makes a sale by the end of this month he's out." She broke down completely.
I led her into the lounge and sat her on the sofa. "What are we going to do, if he looses his job we'll have no money and loose the house, oh Fred, what can I do?" "Well, for one thing you're sitting on a gold mine ..."
Now to this day I don't know what made me say it and I immediately wished the ground would open up and swallow me. "Fred, what do you mean sitting on a gold mine?" "No, nothing really, just joking." She sat and thought for a minute, as I said, she wasn't the brightest kid at school and things took time to sink in. "You mean sell my body for sex don't you." "I'm sorry Becky, I don't know what made me say it, it just came out, really, it was a joke." She thought some more. "What sort of money are we talking about?" "Becky, I was joking, you can't be serious," she just stared at me with those baby blue eyes, "well, I guess the going rate is about £50 an hour." "FIFTY POUNDS!" Becky's eyes lit up, "that's more than I make all week, what would I have to do?"
"Well, you'd um, you err, you would have to have sex with different men." "Would you pay £50 to have sex with me?" Christ, my pecker shot to attention at the mere thought of fucking this beautiful woman. "Of course I would, your absolutely beautiful." Becky stood up and went to remove her tee shirt. "What are you doing?"
"I'm taking my clothes of to have sex with you," she replied matter-of-factly.
"Whoa Becky," here was an opportunity I couldn't pass up, and the thought of getting back at Richard by fucking his beautiful wife just made it worse, "you can't just strip off, you've got to be dressed properly if your going to do it for money." "Oh, what should I wear then?" "Well, some nice stockings and high heels, a mini skirt and maybe a see through blouse with no bra, um, some nice red lipstick and some mascara, that sort of thing." "Wait there," she said, "I'll be right back."
Twenty minutes later Becky let herself in the back door. I nearly had a heart attack, she had taken my suggestion to the letter, what a picture, the red mini skirt barely covered her stocking tops and her tits were clearly visible through a black silk blouse, with the make up on she looked like a real whore. "Well," she asked, doing a twirl, "is this OK?" "OK, its fantastic." I pulled her towards me and started to kiss her. She was hesitant at first but soon responded once I started caressing her tits through the thin material. "Hmmm, that's nice, what else do I have to do?"
I led her into the lounge and sat her on the sofa. Kneeling in front of her I ran my hands up each leg, feeling the silky smoothness of her stockings and stopping just short of her little black panties. Then I caressed her thighs, gently brushing against her pussy mound. "Do you like this?" "Hmmm, it feels lovely," she purred. I didn't want to push her along to fast but I was dying to see her cunt so lifting her arse of the sofa I hooked my fingers into her panties and slowly pulled them down.
Becky sat there and allowed me to open her legs wide; it was a beautiful sight. Her cunt was glistening with juice and she really was a natural blond. I leaned forward. "Fred, what are you doing?" She had both hands on my forehead trying to push me away. "I'm going to lick you pussy, don't you like that?" "I've never done that before, Richard says it's unnatural." "Then Richards a bigger arsehole than I thought, trust me, your love it."
She reluctantly released her grip on my head and let me open her legs again. I started by licking along her thighs, from her stocking tops to just below her cunt. Then I licked all round her labia letting my tongue drift across her clit very lightly. I felt her hands on my head again, only this time they were on the back of my head and she was pulling me closer, trying to grind her cunt into my face. I could feel her stomach muscles tighten and small earthquake like shudders raked her body. I attacked her clit with my tongue and nibbled it gently with my teeth.
"Oh my God, what's happening, arghhhhhhhh FRED!" She raised her hips of the sofa and gripping my head with both hands held her cunt to my face while her orgasm tore through her body. It lasted a good full minute and as she slowly released her hold a series of small shudders went through her. I waited until she had fully relaxed before sitting up, my face covered in her succulent cunt juice. "Oh Fred, that was wonderful, I didn't know it could be like that." "Did you enjoy your orgasm?" "Is that what is was, an orgasm, wow, my very first orgasm." She was off in a dream world as she savoured the feeling.
"Doesn't Richard bring you to orgasm when you make love?" I asked, "No, he just gets on, does me and gets off." "You mean he never makes you cum or plays with your pussy?" "No, never, he says the good book states that sex is for making babies and not for our enjoyment." I couldn't believe my ears, that jerk of a husband didn't even know what he had. "Looks like I'm going to have to teach you then." I reached up and started to tweak her nipples, eventually, undoing the buttons to expose both perfect tits. The nipples responded instantly and were just begging to be sucked. I sucked each titty in turn letting my fingers glide across her soaking wet mound, occasionally dipping them into her honey pot or across her clit. It wasn't long before she was coming again, this time holding my head to her tit and clamping her legs shut on my hand. It was time to fuck.
"Have you ever sucked a cock?"
"Urgh no, I couldn't, Richard says its dirty."
"Sweetheart, you said that about having you pussy licked and look how much pleasure that gave you. Don't you think you should at least try it?" "Well OK, but you'll have to tell me what to do." Fuck me, I thought, I've died and gone to heaven.
I quickly stripped off and we changed places with Becky now kneeling between my knees. "My God, it's much bigger than Richard's, and you haven't got all that loose skin on the end," she said staring at my rigid prick. "Becky, is Richard the only man you've ever had?" "Yes, well until now," she smiled. "OK, well mine's been circumcised which makes it nicer for you to suck, just lick round the end a little bit, feel how smooth it is, when you feel comfortable slide your lips over it, take some in your mouth." She did as instructed and within a few minutes she had half my cock in her mouth sucking on it like a stick of rock. "Like it," "hmmmm, it's so soft," "use you tongue a bit more, swirl it round my cock when it's in your mouth." Boy was she was so eager to please.
I decided not to cum in her mouth, at my age you can't always get it up a second time and I really wanted to fuck that sweet pussy. I pulled her reluctantly off my cock and had her straddle me. I hadn't fucked anyone since my wife died and the feeling of her hot wet soft cunt sliding down my pole was out of this world. To look into the face of an angel at the same time was mind blowing. As her warm velvet glove embraced my cock a look of pure bliss filed her face. "I've never done it like this before, it feels soooooo deep." She was now fully home and we kissed passionately as she rocked her pelvis back and forth on my prick sending shudders through both of us. Then, on her own accord, she started to ride up and down, her big succulent tits swinging just inches in front of my face. I poked my tongue out and licked the nipples as they flew past bringing little squeals of joy from Becky. "Oh God, this is incredible, my whole bodies on fire, oh Fred, don't stop, please don't stop."
I let her continue to ride my cock until another orgasm ripped through her. Her cunt absolutely flooded my thighs and as she rested her head on my shoulder I could feel her damp hair and hear here rasping for breath. Suddenly she was kissing my entire face, my eyes, my mouth, my neck, my ears, "Oh Fred, thank you, thank you, thank you, it was wonderful, oh Fred, I'm so happy."
"Whoa, hold up there, we haven't finished yet." Her big blue eyes flew open in surprise, "there's more?"
"You bet there's more, I haven't cum yet." We changed places and now it was my turn to get between her legs and thrust my cock up her. As she lay back on the sofa I hooked her legs over my arms and manoeuvred her so her arse was hanging over the edge. This way I had a clear shot at her cunt and my hands were free to play with those luscious tits again. As I thrust my cock in, her eyes opened wide and she grabbed my arms. "Fred, its so big." I'd always considered myself pretty average in the cock department but hey, who was I to argue.
I was in heaven. Looking down at this beautiful young woman with flawless skin, massaging her massive tits, running my palms over her erect nipples while ramming my cock up her wet cunt, life couldn't get any better. "Like it Becky, do you like being a whore?" "Oh yes, I love it," "you want more Becky, maybe other men to fuck you?" "yessss, oh yes, please Fred, don't stop, oh God, it's lovely."
At this point she would have agreed to anything and the thought of other guys fucking this little sex goddess sent me over the top. I shot what felt like gallons into her willing pussy. She pushed up to meet my final thrusts and went into her own orgasm, her cunt pulsing round my cock, pulling me in deeper and holding me there. When we eventually came down to earth I pulled out and plonked down beside her. "You've just earned £50, not bad eh?" She cuddled up to me, "Oh Fred, I think I'm going to like earning money from now on."
To Be Continued...
* * * * *
In part two, find out how Becky gets on with other men fucking her.
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Over the next few days Becky continued to visit. Not much cleaning got done but boy did that girl have a sexual appetite, I think I'd awakened a monster. All she wanted to do was fuck. I explained that I couldn't afford to pay her every time but she wasn't bothered about the money side, she just wanted more and more sex, I just couldn't keep up with her demands. No sooner would I fill her with spunk than she was down on her knees trying to suck my cock back to life. You'd have thought she had struck gold the first time I came in her mouth, instead of spitting it out or choking she drank it like a seasoned whore, licking up every last drop.
"What happened," she asked afterwards, licking her lips, "don't you know Becky, you just made me cum in your mouth," I explained. "Wow, you mean I did that, just by sucking your prick." It was all so new to her, she really was like a young kid let loose in a sweet shop.
"Becky, look, if your going to fuck other men and start to earn some serious money then we need to make up a story to keep Richard quiet." "I know," she said curling up to me with nothing on but stockings, shoes and a smile, "I'll tell him I've got a job." "Yes, but he'll want to know what sort of job, where, the hours, how much you earn, all those sorts of things." "Hmmm, s'pose your right. What do you suggest Fred?"
Now I'd been giving this some thought, if she was willing to let other guys fuck her then I wanted to be there, two reasons, first I felt protective towards her and didn't want just any jerk having her and two, I figured she might just want to experiment a little further. "OK Beck's, how about this, you tell Richard that I'm doing some part time freelance accountancy work and I've offered you a job in the afternoons helping with the typing etc, how's that sound?" "But I can't type," she said, lazily playing with my limp dick, "no Becky, you won't have too, he just has to think you can, besides, I can teach you on my PC, enough to look convincing anyway. I'll give you a proper wage slip and make it look kosher, OK."
"But if I'm doing typing for you when will I get to fuck other men and earn my £50?" Christ Almighty, she really could be thick at times. "Look, I'll arrange for men I know to come here during the afternoons your pretending to work. You go into the bedroom and let them fuck you, they pay you £50 and go away, easy isn't it." "Won't you be jealous, all those men fucking me?" She was pouting now and was genuinely concerned about my feelings, if I was 20 years younger I'd have murdered Richard and married her myself, what a find. "No Beck's, I won't be too jealous, besides, I'll be here to, you never know, I might peak round the door and watch." "Oh Fred, you are naughty," she giggled cuddling up close and pecking me on the cheek.
The problem now was, where do I find some suitable punters. When my wife was alive we used to place adverts in contact magazines, this always brought a good response and we made a lot of new friends over the years, trouble was it took a few weeks to get results. I was thinking of trying the internet but then it hit me, the British Legion, there were lots of blokes there in a similar situation to me, not only that but they all knew a good thing when they saw it and wouldn't let on.
Saturday night and I was first at the bar. Harry was the next in, he was in the same regiment as me, had been divorced for the last five years and as far as I knew didn't have a steady partner. In the old days when Mary, my wife, had been alive Harry had joined us on several occasions for a good threesome. "How do Fred mate, how's it hanging?" "Arry, if a told you, you wouldn't believe me." We both laughed and chatted about all and sundry for a while. After a few beers I finally plucked up the courage. "Arry, you was always a randy old bugger, what do you do for sex now?" "Oh I get by, there's still some of the old crowd gets down the bingo hall, why, you wanna marry me?" We roared with laughter, "no chance mate, you're two butch for me."
We took our drinks to a corner table. "Arry, how would you like to get your hands on a beautiful 25 year old blue eyed blond?" "Oh look," he joked pointing to a fat old dear coming through the door with her even fatter husband, "there's one now." "Stop fucking about, I'm dead serious, long legs, big tits and can't get enough." My old mate stared at me long and hard, "your serious, aren't you."
I told Harry the complete story. He was thoughtful for a while and then said, "£50 you say," "yep," "and she'll do anything I want?" "Well almost, she's still learning but she's real keen." "Ave you tried her on the old DP yet?" "Fuck me Arry, give the girl a chance. No, but I thought with you helping me we could get her to go the whole hog, even a gang bang maybe." Harry had his own haulage business so I knew the money wouldn't present a problem. "Count me in Fred old mate, what you aving?" We drank to our new challenge and made plans for Monday afternoon.
Sunday morning I found Richard on my doorstep, "oh shit," I thought, "don't tell me he's found out already." I opened the door and invited a stern faced Richard in. "Rebecca tells me you've offered her a job, is that right?" Pompous little git, no good morning, just straight in. "Well of course Richard it was subject to your approval," I lied. He seemed to relax a little. "Just what exactly will she be doing?" She'll be laying spread eagled on the bed dressed like a fucking slut sucking and fucking her brains out, I thought to myself, "oh not too much, it's just that I've taken on some accounting work and need help with the admin, some filing, posting letters, that sort of thing." "Rebecca says your going to teach her how to type." I'm going to teach Rebecca a lot of things, swallowing cum, taking it up the arse, being gang banged and just a little bit of typing I thought again. "Yes, that's right, I will need help with the occasional letter, I'll show her how to use the PC Word Processor, it's really easy and she'll soon pick it up." "And exactly how much will you be paying her for this, err, admin work?" The pompous little shit asked, "Well, we hadn't agreed on an exact figure and it will be spasmodic but would a hundred and fifty a week sound OK?"
The little bastard was flabbergasted. "Err yes, yes that all seems in order, fine, I'll um, leave you to it then." You bet you'll leave me to it, from what Becky's said you couldn't fuck your way out of a wet paper bag. I smiled sweetly, shook his limp hand and showed him out. £150 quid a week was twice his basic wage, no wonder he was happy. If I got the response I hoped for, then Becky would be earning three times that, easy.
Monday afternoon and Harry came over as arranged. A few minutes later, dead on 1 o'clock Becky arrived wearing a thin button down the front cotton dress, high heels and stockings. At my request she'd left her knickers and bra at home. I kissed her on the cheek, "I've got a surprise for you today," "oh, I love surprises, tell me, c'mon Fred, what is it?" "Well, you remember you said you wanted to make more money, how would another £50 sound on top of what I pay you?" "What, you mean £100? What have I got to do?" "Simple sweetheart, you just fuck another guy."
I wasn't sure if I'd gone too far, her expression was blank and she simply stared down at the floor. I stood behind and wrapped my arms round her, gently massaging her tits and nipples. "All you've got to do is what you do with me, it'll be OK and I'll be right here all the time." "You won't leave me Fred, promise you won't leave me," "course I won't, tell you what, I'll even stay in the bedroom with you, how's that." A big grin lit up her face, "wow, £100, I've never seen £100 before." "OK, lets go and meet Harry, he's a nice guy and just dying to met you."
I led her into the bedroom; Harry was sprawled across the bed fully clothed. "Becky, I'd like to you meet Harry, Harry, this is the beautiful Rebecca." Harry got off the bed and stood directly in front of Becky, "Becky, your an absolute Goddess." Becky beamed. "Becky, lets show Harry the rest of you." I stood behind her, reached round and ever so slowly undid the buttons on her dress. She rested her head back on my shoulder and just let me get on with it. With the final button undone, I opened the dress to reveal her wonderful young body to Harry. "What d'ya think of this Arry," I said holding the dress wide open. "Heaven mate, pure heaven ... may I."
He stepped forward and cupped both Becky's tits in his hands. She still had her head leant back on my shoulder and her eyes shut tight but was now making purring sounds as Harry gently squeezed her flesh and teased the nipples. "Christ Fred, she's got nipples like organ stops," "you want to see them when she really gets going," I answered. I removed the dress and steered Becky towards the bed, laying her on her back. She automatically spread her legs and Harry looked down absolutely flabbergasted. "Fucks sake Fred, she's an absolute doll."
Both Harry and I sat each side of Becky and ran our hands up her stockings towards her bare pussy. Still massaging her thighs we took a nipple each in our mouths and started to suck and nibble the prominent bud. Becky started to thrash about on the bed and put a hand on each of our heads holding us in place. I could see Harry working his fingers in and out of her cunt so I went for her clitoris. Within seconds she was screaming out, thrashing wildly as her first orgasm of the day hit. "Wow, that was fantastic," she said propped up on the pillow looking wide eyed at both Harry and me, "both titties sucked at the same time, it made me go all tingly."
Harry and I stripped off as Becky watched. Harry's cock was also circumcised but a good inch longer than mine. I could see her comparing the two as we dropped our underpants and crawling down the bed she reached out and took each one in her hand. "Hmmm, yours is fatter and Harry's is longer," she mussed examining each one in turn. "Why don't you see what they taste like?" Without any hesitation she took half of my cock straight into her mouth, gave it a quick tongue wash and then did the same to Harry. She kept this up for several minutes before Harry said he was going to cum. Becky knew exactly what to expect and with both arms round his arse she pulled him forward and started to suck like mad. She hadn't learnt to deep throat yet but her tongue more than made up for it.
Harry had his eyes shut and his head thrown back as Becky worked her magic on his tool. "Oh yes," he grunted, holding her head still as he fucked her mouth, "urghh, oh fuck yes." He unloaded into Becky's willing mouth and the little vixen drank every drop. "Hmm, it taste slightly different to yours," she said licking her lips, "more salty but still yummy." "Becky, how would you like to suck Harry's cock back to life while I fuck you?" "Oh yes please." Harry lay on the bed now and Becky crawled between his legs, her beautiful rump pointing straight up ready for action. I climbed up behind her and slid my engorged cock up her soaking wet snatch. We had other plans for Becky today so I didn't want to cum just yet, trouble was, she would push back on each stroke and had a way of twisting her cunt, it took all my will power to hold back.
I could hear her slurping away on Harry's tool and decided the time was right. Holding her hips tight to prevent her from moving I left my cock buried in her cunt. "Becky, how would you like to try something new, something really sexy?" "This is really sexy," she replied, reluctantly letting go of Harry's cock. "Well, you know I said I'd teach you everything, there's still something else to learn, something really, really sexy." I knew this would spark her imagination, she just loved everything sexual and couldn't get enough. "What is this thing, show me, oh please Fred don't tease, show me."
"OK, it might hurt just a little bit at first but after that your love it." I pulled out and Harry positioned himself underneath, Becky instinctively lowered her cunt over his cock and started to ride up and down. I got behind and played with her cunt and arse, slowly putting one finger up her arsehole until it was knuckle deep. "Ohhhh Fred, that feels weird," "don't worry, just relax, your enjoy it." She continued to ride Harry's cock as I slowly inserted a second finger up her arse. I've never known a girl lubricate as much as Becky and it was easy to coat my fingers with juice every time Harry pulled out. We kept the momentum going with Becky riding up and down on Harry's cock while I moved my fingers in and out of her arse. When I thought it was loose enough I climbed on the bed behind them and replaced my fingers with my cock. Realising what was happening Becky froze and clamped tight.
"Just relax Beck's, I promise you're love it." As I felt her relax slightly I pushed forward, imbedding the first few inches up her arse. "Oh Fred, it hurts, you promised you wouldn't hurt me." She'd stopped moving now and Harry's prick was up her to the hilt. "Just relax a bit more, can you feel Harry's cock touching mine?" "Hmmm yes I can," "and does it feel nice?" "Well yes, but it still hurts a bit." "Just relax and we'll go slowly, once your used to it I promise it won't hurt anymore and you'll have even bigger orgasms than before."
As she relaxed, I slowly fed more and more in, pulling back a little each time before pushing forward. After a few minutes I could feel her pushing back until my entire 7" were buried in her tight virgin arse. "Now we're going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before." Harry started to jerk his hips up and down while I fucked her arse. "Oh yes, I can feel your cock hitting Harry's cock, God I feel so full," "full of cock Princess, just the way you should be." We pounded away at her holes until I felt her tighten up, that old familiar routine where her stomach muscles would pull in, her pussy would tighten, she would close her eyes, throw her head back and ... "Oh Fred ... I'm comminggggggggggggggggg."
And boy did she cum. She ground her cunt down hard on Harry's cock while at the same time pushed back hard onto mine. Harry had hold of both nipples and was twisting them relentlessly in his fingers while I put my hand round and fingered her clit. She rocked and twisted for ages, perspiration glowed on her back and her damp hair clung to her head. We both held still until she came down. "I told you you'd like it," "like it, Fred, it was the most incredible thing I've ever felt." Harry and I changed places and started all over again. Before we came Becky had several more orgasms, none quite as big as the first but each one causing her to cry out in sheer pleasure. Eventually Harry and I could hold out no longer and I felt his cock pulsing as he filled her arse with hot spunk. I wasn't too far behind him.
Laying naked on the bed later she told us that the feeling of two cocks filling her completely and then shooting there juice into her had been the most mind blowing thing she had ever encountered. "Are you two ready, I want to do it again." Like I said, Becky wasn't the brightest of girls, but she had now found something she could excel in...SEX.
* * * * *
To Be Continued...
In Chapter Three, Rebecca gets gang banged by a group of old soldiers - can she take it?
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For years I've been trying to persuade my wife Cass to let me watch while another guy fucks her. It always results in an argument with her calling me a pervert. "If that's what you want then you'd better find someone else."
It really pisses me off. We're both on our second marriage and I know that before meeting me she had loads of boyfriends, one of which had a very large cock. This came out when we were making love after returning from a party one night. Cass was totally pissed and for once had lost her stuck up inhibitions. Laying in bed and slowly shoving my average size cock up her willing pussy I asked her which of her old boyfriends she liked the best.
"Hmmm, it has to be Ian," she purred, pushing her hips up to meet my thrusts. "What's so special about Ian then?" I asked licking along her neck, "oh he was a real big boy."
"You like big cocks then?"
"Hmmmm, I love big cocks." I don't think she realised what she was saying but I pushed her further, my cock getting harder than ever. "Would you like to feel Ian's cock up you now?"
"Oh yes."
"So if he was here now you'd let him fuck you." It was a statement more than a question and she replied by grabbing my arse cheeks, pulling me in hard and coming all over my prick while moaning, "yessssssss," in my ear. Of course the next morning she denied all knowledge of the conversation blaming it on the drink.
When I married Cass I inherited her two kids, both girls, one of which still lives at home. Julie's a shy teenager and spends most of her time in her bedroom watching telly. This of course makes it difficult for us, as Cass doesn't feel comfortable making love in the house knowing that Julie might hear us. One night we had a blazing row with me threatening to leave unless a solution could be found. In sheer desperation, Cass finally agreed to go out in the car and find a quite place to make love.
To try and make amends, she dressed in some really sexy clothes, high heeled boots, sheer black stocking with matching suspender, no knickers and an under the nipple bra that fought to contain her 38"DDs. Over the top she wore a full length button up dress. At 42 she looked much younger and with her blond hair put up and some sexy makeup she looked like a real slut. "This what you want," she said strutting round the bedroom, "perfect," I replied.
During the search for somewhere suitable, I made her undo the dress and sit there with her enormous tits on show to the passing traffic. Of course being dark I knew that unless we were stopped then no one would see her, however, she thought every passing car could see in and was getting really ratty with me. "Why do you want to show me off?"
"Why not," I said, "after all a body like that was built for sex, I want other men to see it." Cass is about 5'6" with long shapely legs, slim body and as I've already said, great big tits.
We eventually found a quiet spot down a country lane and moved into the back seat. I drive a people mover and had already removed the middle row of seats giving us plenty of room to stretch out on the rear bench seat. She was extremely nervous as I removed her dress and was constantly looking over my shoulder as I played with her hard nipples. "What if somebody comes?" she asked. "Then they're going to get an eyeful of this lot aren't they," I said grabbing her tits and squeezing hard. I was getting really turned on; there she was dressed like a fucking whore laid back on the seat with her legs spread wide as I shoved my hard cock into her cunt, all I could think of was what would happen if someone found us. After a few strokes she started to get into it and had her first orgasm of the night as I tweaked her clit with my fingers. Cass is multi orgasmic and it's not unusual for her to come several times before I finally shoot my load. "What would you do if someone found us now?" I teased, bringing her close to her next orgasm. "What if they threatened to call the police unless you gave them some of this, would you let them fuck you?"
"Don't know," came the reply. I speeded up. "Suppose the guy got a big prick out, you know, like your friend Ian, would you let him fuck you then?" She was grunting towards her climax, eyes shut tight, a bead of sweat forming on her brow. "If it was the police or his big cock would you say yes to letting him fuck you, use you like a slut, shove his massive cock up your cunt?" That was enough, she reached her climax shouting "yes, yes, yes, oh yes." The thought of watching her sprawled in the back of my car with some total stranger fucking the arse of her brought me over the edge and I pumped what felt like gallons of warm creamy spunk up her hole.
We cleaned up and during the short drive home I asked her again. "What would you do if we got caught and the guy threatened to call the police unless you let him fuck you?"
"I guess I'd just have to let him," she replied casually, "after all, I wouldn't really have much choice would I, there's no way I'd want my kids to read about their mum getting caught being fucked in the back of a car." Hmm, this got me thinking.
I ran an ad on the internet and within five weeks had over 60 replies. There was the usual dorks, 'man I'd love to fuck you wife' type responses but one or two seemed to have grasped the situation and one guy in particular seemed ideal. His name was Jim and he ran a farm not far from where we lived. I took the plunge and arranged to meet him at a local pub a few nights later. Jim was your typical farmer type, mid fifties, large, fit and healthy with that rugged outdoor weather beaten complexion. According to his own description he was extremely well endowed with a very thick ten inch cock, something I would have to take his word for.
We had a few beers and got on like a house on fire. Jim explained that his wife had recently walked out on him and what with the farm etc. he didn't have time to meet anyone else. He was really cut up about it and called her lots of names, I guess he was off being nice to women. It was his first reply to an ad and apart from his wife he hadn't shagged another woman in over 20 years. Perfect, don't have to worry about STDs. I told Jim that the plot may backfire and she may refuse to go along with it but he was willing to take the risk so we devised a plan.
The following Saturday Cass dressed as before and we headed of to a restaurant for a good meal and some drinks. I made sure that the wine flowed freely and by the time we left she was well on the way to being pissed. "I've found a new place to park up, it's an old farm but I don't think anyone lives there anymore, OK with you?" I knew she hated being within sight of the road so the thought of a more secluded spot was welcomed with open arms, or in this case legs.
I pulled the Voyager down the farm track and parked up next to a barn. It was one of those rare warm balmy nights you occasionally get in England and I asked her to get out and pose for me. Reluctantly she got out of the car, which I quickly locked. "C'mon then, show me some tits."
"You sure there's no one around, I don't want to get caught." She walked along the side of the barn and looked in. Nothing but hay. Then she checked out the rest of the yard, still no sign of life. "OK?" I asked, licking my tongue up the back of her neck while reaching round and undoing the buttons. Licking her neck and gently biting her ears is guaranteed to turn her on and within minutes I had the dress completely undone. "Why don't you take the dress off and let me see you walk up and down in all that kinky gear." She looked round nervously before sliding the dress from her shoulders. "I'm not going far," she protested as I hung the dress over the car wing mirror and steered her towards the barn. She looked incredibly sexy dressed only in her high heeled boots and stockings. With each step her big tits fought to get out of the under the nipple bra wobbling around like two jellies. Now some 30 feet away from her dress she started to get nervous. "I want to get dressed now," she said trying to turn back towards the car. I caught her in an embrace and as we kissed I fingered her pussy. "Hmm, some ones nice and wet." Leaning her back against the wooden doors I started to suck her prominent nipples, my fingers still squelching in and out. "Please Tony, I want to get my dress."
"Not before I fuck you in the barn." Before she could protest any more a beam of light hit us.
"Stay where you are and don't move, I've got a gun." Cass froze. The light blinded us but we could hear footsteps approaching and as the beam from the torch was angled downwards could make out the large figure of a man carrying a shotgun. "This is private property, what the hell do you think you are doing."
"I'm sorry mate, we were only having a bit of fun," I replied, acting the part. "Yeah, well lets see what the police make of your fun." Cass turned and looked towards her dress. She was standing with her arms folded across her tits but her juicy cunt was glistening in the moonlight. "Don't even think about it lady, your going nowhere until the police arrive."
Jim took out a mobile phone. "Please," stuttered Cass, "what are you doing, we haven't done anything wrong, please don't call the police, oh God, now look what you've done," she said turning on me. "Listen lady, I'm fed up with people like you, think they can trespass on peoples property doing what they like. I've had loads of equipment damaged and nicked this year, for all I know it could be you and your boyfriend here."
"We haven't stolen anything, please, look I'll do anything only please don't call the police." She was in tears now. Jim stood back and shone the torch all over her body from the boots upwards. "Anything?" he enquired, she stared at him through tear filled eyes, the implication of what he said slowly dawning on her, "anything," she said quietly looking down at the ground. "Well, looks like your dressed for some serious sex to me, what about you?" Jim asked looking at me. "It's up to her," I replied, my cock trying hard to form a tent in my jeans.
Jim led us into the barn and placed the torch on a shelf casting a soft light on the area. He moved close to Cass and taking her hands made her lower her arms by her side. She stood still looking at the floor. "Well now, these are nice," said Jim playing with both tits, "nice and soft." He lent forward and sucked her nipples while running his hands all over her arse and cunt. "Spread your legs," he commanded forcing his big hand between her thighs. "Oh yeah, I love a smooth cunt." Cass always kept her cunt shaved; I liked it that way. "OK," said Jim, "here's the deal, you do whatever I say and I'll let you go without calling the police, fuck up and I'm on the phone, deal?"
"Deal," she answered meekly. ""OK with you?" he asked me, "its her body," I said trying to avoid eye contact with Cass.
I can't describe the feeling in the pit of my stomach. I was sexually excited and so aroused I thought I would cum in my jeans. My stuck up snooty wife was standing there with everything on display, cunt, tits, arse, dressed like a slut, agreeing to be a sexual play thing for a complete stranger. For the next few hours she would be a whore, a slut, doing exactly what he commanded. It just couldn't get better then this.
Jim ran his hands over every part of Cass's body. He stuck his fingers up her cunt and arse while chewing on her erect nipples. First two, then three fingers started to work there way in and out of her cunt causing her to moan gently. "Looks like the bitch is getting hot," said Jim standing back to remove his clothes. Cass still stood there looking down as Jim completely stripped of. "On your knees bitch." Cass knelt in front of him. "Suck!" She opened her eyes wide when she saw the size of Jim's cock. It was only semi erect but was already much longer than mine with a full hard on. "My God, it's huge," Cass said staring at the twitching monster in front of her. Jim moved forward and started slapping his cock round her face. Trying to close her fingers round its large base, Cass took a tentative lick across the head. Then she licked a little more, all the time feeling the cock grow longer and harder in her small hand. "Suck it in you mouth whore." She slid her mouth over the end, her bright red lipstick forming a perfect 'O' round Jims cock. Jim held the back of her head and pushed forward until three to four inches disappeared.
"Oh yes, she likes sucking cock, don't you bitch?" Cass could only grunt. Jim removed his cock from her mouth and laid back on the straw, his rigid cock standing straight up. "On yer knees bitch, suck it some more, and you, I think she need fucking, don't you?" I didn't need asking twice and stripping of I knelt behind her and fucked her doggy style as Cass struggled to get Jim's oversized cock in her mouth. . I couldn't believe how wet her cunt was, my cock slipped straight up until my balls were bashing her arse. It was so erotic watching her struggle to accommodate his cock, her big tits swinging beneath her, I knew I wouldn't last long. "Hmmmmmm," she groaned as I thrust in deeply, shooting my load, her mouth never leaving Jim's cock.
Jim looked at me and winked. "OK slut, now it's my turn to feel that smooth pussy round my cock, climb on." I pulled out and watched as my lovely slut wife manoeuvred her dripping cunt over Jim's cock. Kneeling over him she placed the head of his cock against her cunt and slowly started to lower herself. "Oh God, it's so big, I don't think I can take all of it." She continued to move up and down using my fresh spunk as lubrication. Jim held her hips and inch by inch, slowly forced her down until the entire length was up her. "Lick him clean," Jim commanded. I stood by her head as she licked my cock clean, all the time completely impaled on Jim's cock, getting used to the size.
"Looks like you got a real good slut here, does exactly as she's told, I like that. Do you like my big cock slut?"
"Yes."
"Good, now why don't you tell us what you want me to do?" Cass looked at me. "I want you to fuck me with your big cock."
"Tell us what you are, I want your boyfriend here to know what sort of girl you are."
"I'm a slut,"
"what sort of slut? What do you think we should do with you?"
"I'm a fuck slut, I think you should fuck my cunt and mouth with your big cock."
"Would you like more big cocks like mine, now?"
"Yes, I'd like lots of cocks." I think Cass was only saying what she knew Jim wanted to hear. Jim started to fuck her, raising his hips before pulling back. Then Cass took over until eventually she was riding that cock like a bucking bronco, her cunt raising all the way up before plunging down again burying the entire length in her pussy. She was coming continuously with Jim tweaking her nipples and pulling on her tits.
I knelt beside her, "do you like his big cock up your cunt, is it like Ian's?" I asked, "Oh yes, it's much bigger than Ian's,"
"you like being a fuck slut?"
"Yes, I love it, oh yes, fuck me harder, that's it, don't stop, I'm nearly there ............."
Suddenly Jim held her hips and stopped her dead. "Wh, what have you stopped for?" she demanded trying to rise up again, so close to coming it was painful. "I have to make a phone call," said Jim, "What now?" she said disbelievingly. Jim dialled a number; "Colin? ........... yes it's Dad............... I'm in the old barn fucking the arse of some guy's whore, why don't you get Frank and come on over, there's plenty for all of us ...... what ...... sure, ask her yourself." He handed the phone to Cass, "Colin doesn't believe me, wants to hear it from you, now you be a good little slut and tell him you want more cock." She looked absolutely shell shocked as she took the phone. "Hello............ I err, .......... Yes...... I am fucking your Dad ........... yes, I do like his big cock ............. Both of you?............. OK." She handed the phone back to Jim.
"The lads will be here in a few minutes, then we can really put the bitch through her paces." Before they arrived Jim allowed Cass to ride him to orgasm, filling her cunt with a second load of creamy spunk. I watched as she got of, his prick making an obscene slurping noise and loads of thick creamy white stuff clinging to it. She fell back onto the straw and lay there with her legs wide open fighting for breath. I played with her wide open cunt, smearing the juices round her lips and clit, causing her to jump each time my fingers made contact with the erect bud. "Looks like the nights far from over, you sure your OK?"
"This is what you've always wanted isn't it?" She said acidly, "to watch me fuck some guy with a big prick." Before I could answer two more beams of light shone through the doors. "Over here lads, looks like you're just in time."
Jim's two boys, Collin and Frank made there way over. A simple nod in my direction was the only acknowledgement I got. "Fucking hell Dad, look at the tits on that." They were staring at Cass's spread eagled body, they didn't even ask her name, to them she was just a sexual play thing. Both boys quickly stripped showing similar muscular bodies as their father. They were both mid twenties and both well hung. "What does she do?" Colin asked, "anything you like," Jim replied. Cass looked up as both lads approached but made no move to cover up or close her legs. Without a word Collin simply got on top and shoved his cock straight up her. "Wow, this little cunts soaking,"
"what do'ya expect, your old man's just fucked her," Jim laughed. With Collin fucking her hard, Frank lay beside her head and offered his prick to her mouth. Without any hesitation she took it between her lips and started to suck.
I simply sat and watched as these two stocky farm lads abused my wife's mouth and cunt. Every now and again they would swap places making her suck the juices from their cocks. "What a fucking slut, she sure knows how to suck cock," said Frank pulling and tweaking her nipples as he rammed his cock into her mouth. "Oh yeah, suck it deeper bitch, I'm gonna fill your lovely slut mouth for yer." And he did. Blast after blast shot into her mouth, cascading over her lips onto her chin. When he eventually finished coming, he wiped his cock across her face collecting all the blobs before feeding it back into her mouth again.
Changing position slightly, Collin knelt between her legs ramming his cock hard into her cunt while allowing Jim to straddle her chest, holding her tits together round his cock, tit fucking her. Each time it poked out the top she would suck the head into her mouth. "This fucking whore can't get enough," said Collin grunting heavily as he filled her cunt with spunk.
During the next few hours the two lads and Jim fucked her time and time again while I watched and wanked. At one point I was allowed to cum in her mouth while the two brothers tried to get both their pricks in her cunt at the same time. They got some in but were just two big to get the lot in. She never complained once and from the amount of orgasms she had there was no way she could later deny she was enjoying it. Eventually they could cum no more and the two lads simply got dressed and left. Jim fingered her a bit and told her what a whore she was. "So my little whore did you enjoy yourself?"
"Yes."
"Would you like to meet me and boys again?" She looked at me with one of those real defiant looks, "yes, I'd love to meet you and the boys again."
"And what are you?" Jim asked her, again looking me straight in the eye she said, "I'm your fuck slut."
"Good, then same time next week."
We drove in silence on the way home, she hadn't even bothered putting her dress back on and as we passed under the street lights I could see spunk and pussy juice running down her thighs, coating the tops of her black stockings. As we neared home she said, "You arranged that didn't you?" I didn't reply. "I know you Tony and I know you arranged it, well good, because from now on your going to take me there once a week and I'm going to enjoy a real good fucking from some real men."



Oh shit, what had I started?
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I was only 18 when I joined the Hells Angels. I was bike mad and the bad boy image really attracted me. I got into the gang through my friend Davy and after some pretty harrowing initiation ceremonies earned my red and white wings and was finally accepted as a fully fledged member.
There were fifteen members in my Chapter, all big burly guys with dubious criminal records and a couldn't give a shit about anything or anyone attitude. Most of the bikes were stolen Harleys, stripped down and re-built to make them untraceable, the only other form of transportation was a couple of flat beds, ideal for hauling things in the middle of the night if you know what I mean.
During my first week I joined the guys in 'pulling a train'. A lot of the guys had there own Moma's or girl friends and although they often shared them with the others, it was on a strictly invitation only basis, you didn't fuck with some else's Moma. The bitches on the other hand were just plain slags, hangers-on out for a bit of excitement. They would be treated as communal property and were freely available to anyone anytime to do what you liked with. On this occasion, a young 19 year was being initiated into the group by being gang banged - pulling a train.
Linda was a good looking chick, nice body, long blond hair and baby blue eyes. One of the Moma's had befriended her in a bar up town and after a few drinks persuaded her to visit the club. The poor bitch didn't stand a chance. No sooner had she stepped through the door she was grabbed, dragged screaming into the middle of the room and stripped naked. Wow, she had a great pair of tits. Sluggy, a large bearded giant of a man was the leader of the Chapter and he held her by the hair as he paraded her round. "Well now, looks like we got us a virgin wanabe biker babe." He licked up her neck causing her to grimace and pull away. "Girly, you're gonna find out just what we do to nice little bitches like you."
Every guy in the room took turns to fuck the poor bitch in just about every hole she had, even some of the other bitches joined the fun. The bad news is, she reported the rape to the police but could only identify two of the guys; they were arrested and convicted.
There's a certain code of honour within the Chapter so revenge for our fallen brothers was high on the list. During the court hearing Linda's name and address was read aloud and duly noted.
Over the next few weeks we joined forces with another Chapter and between us set up surveillance on the house. The family lived in an old farm building standing alone in a few acres of woodland. There was Linda, her Mother and what looked like older Brother and Sister. Either the old man worked away or they didn't have one. The set-up was perfect. It was ten o'clock on a Friday night when 32 leather clad Hells Angels broke in through the back door flying the colours.
They were all watching TV in front room. Looking through the crack in the door we could see Mom was curled up on the sofa wrapped in a white towelling gown, the two girls were sitting on the floor next to her and the boy was in the arm chair. They were engrossed in a film. Sluggy gave the signal and we pulled the ski masks over our heads and burst into the room. Before they knew what was happening they were lifted to their feet and their hands tied behind their backs. The boy tried to fight but he was no match for us and a few good punches knocked him senseless.
"Well, what have we here," said Sluggy pulling Linda by the hair, "now aren't you the little bitch that got our friends locked up?" Realising who we were brought a look of sheer terror to the girls face. "Please, leave us alone," mum pleaded, "haven't you done enough, just go now and we won't say anything I promise."
"Go, but we haven't been paid yet," Sluggy replied. "Look, please, just take what you want and go, there's some money in my handbag, there, look." She pointed towards the bag. "Sweetheart, we ARE going to take what we want but it ain't money."
"Oh God please no, MUM, there going to rape me again." Linda was screaming and fighting like mad but with two strong guys holding her she had no chance of escape. "Oh no, please, don't hurt my kids, not again, please, I'll do anything you want only please don't hurt my kids."
"Anything we want, you hear that guys, the bitch said anything we want, anyone think of anything?" One of the guys holding mum slid his hand into the top of her robe and roughly grabbed a tit. "Man, you want to see the tits on this slut." As he said it he pulled the robe open exposing two very large tits. "Leave her alone you bastards," it was the boy again. Having regained consciousness he was fighting to get to his feet and help his mother. "Strip him and shut him up," Sluggy commanded. "In fact, lets strip all of them."
The was a lot of whooping and hollering as the two teenage girls were stripped naked and passed from man to man, each one grabbing a handful of tit or pussy. The boy was stripped and tied to a chair. "OK Mummy, you got one chance to save your daughters here, I want you fuck every man in this room and act like he's the best fuck you've ever had. I get one complaint and we swap you for her," he pointed at Linda's sister, "and start all over again."
"I'm gonna have me some of that!" It was Gonzo, 6'6" of bald headed flab, covered in tattoos, missing front teeth and a massive beer gut. He must have been every woman's worse nightmare. "OK baby, show me what you got." Gonzo leant forward and grabbing both tits he pulled her towards him crushing his lips to hers. She started to flinch slightly. "Hey boss, looks like she don't like me kissing her, better pass the kid."
"NO! please, I do like kissing you, let me try again." This time she closed her eyes tight and returned the kiss. Her whole body was rigid as Gonzo stuck his tongue in her mouth and slipped a hand down to her pussy.
Both girls were crying now and the boy was still trying to break free from his ropes. "Great kisser, lets see what else you can do with your mouth." He pushed her to her knees. With shaking hands she undid the belt buckle and slid his jeans down. Gonzo wasn't into personal hygiene and even from where I was standing the smell of piss filled the room. Mum turned her head away in disgust.
"It's either you or them baby," Gonzo said steering her head with his hands. Mum took a deep breath, opened her mouth and took his limp cock between her lips. "That's good, now suck it baby, make it nice and hard." She sucked, making his prick grow until it was fully erect. Gonzo was a big guy all over and his prick must have been a good nine inches long. Mum managed about half it's length, holding the base and slurping round the head. "C'mon baby, show your little girly how to deep throat." He held her head tight and savagely rammed his cock into her throat until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. She tried to push him away, placing both hands on his meaty thighs and pushing hard, all the time making gurgling spluttering noises in the back of her throat. The harder she pushed the tighter he held.
Without air, her resistance got weaker and weaker, her arms falling by her side. Just when I thought she would pass out from lack of oxygen, he let her go. She fell to floor gasping for breath. "OK sweet thing, now you know how its done lets try again, or maybe the little bitch can show you." He took a step towards Linda. "NO!" shouted mum, "please, I can do it." She knelt in front of him again and took his hard cock into her mouth. Try as she might she gagged every time it reached the back of her throat. Raising his eyes to the heavens, Gonzo grabbed her head again and thrust forward. This time there was no mercy; he savagely fucked her mouth and throat letting her fight for air each time he pulled out. Eventually, with a roar like a bull he held her tight, her nose buried in his gut while he fired off down her throat.
Finally spent, he pushed her to the floor and did himself up. "I wanna fuck the little whore." It was Spike, a skinny guy with a pock marked face and more knife scars than I've ever seen. "Spread your legs bitch, this is gonna hurt." Mum did as she was told and lying back on the floor she spread her legs wide. Spike shoved three fingers straight up her cunt making her scream. He twisted them and poked them, all the time looking at her face, deliberately trying to hurt her. "Like it bitch, huh, do you like me fingering your slut of a pussy, tell me bitch."
"Yes, I like it," she said through gritted teeth. "Want me to fuck you bitch, tell me how much you want me."
"Please, I want you to fuck me, I really want you to fuck me." She was resigned to the fact that in order to save her daughters she would have to comply with every thing we wanted and was now laid back looking straight into the air repeating whatever we wanted to hear. Spike climbed on and started to fuck her with hard fast strokes. He didn't last long, filling her cunt with spunk before the next guy took his place. By the time number 9 had shot his load up her, her pussy was getting a little bit messy.
The boy was going berserk now struggling to free his bonds and rescue his mother. Sluggy whispered something to one of the others and they nodded agreement. "Hold up there boys, seems like all this excitement has got the lad hear agitated, cut him loose and bring him over." Secured in a painful armlock, the boy was brought over and made to stand in front of Sluggy. "Ginge, you ready?" Ginger grabbed Linda's sister and held a knife to her throat. "Ok sonny, here's the deal. Your gonna lick your momma clean or your little sister there gets hurt, now this can be easy or hard son, its up to you." The boy looked at his mum with fear in his eyes as Ginger held the knife to his sister's throat. "It's OK honey, just do as they say, honestly hon, it's all OK."
"Good boy, now lay on your back," commanded Sluggy. "You, sit on his face. I want every bit of mess cleared up, understand."
The boy lay on his back and we watched in silence as his mum straddled his face, her cunt dripping with spunk and looking red raw. The boy looked terrified as his mother slowly lowered herself down. "Lick boy," Davy yelled and we watched as his tongue came out and tentatively touched his mothers swollen cunt. "You drink every last drop boy or ......." He didn't need telling twice and started to lap away. Another guy stood in front of the mother and undid his fly. She knew exactly what he wanted and as her own son licked her out she took yet another dirty cock into her mouth.
"Hey look, the kids getting a hard on." It was true, the boy was getting hard licking his mums cunt. "Shame to waste it huh," said Sluggy, "bring her over, she can give him some head."
"What's your name bitch?"
"Susan,"
"well now Susan, you ever sucked a cock before?" Susan nodded no, "well now's your chance baby, get down there." Susan was made to kneel between her brothers legs bend forward and take his cock into her mouth, her arse high in the air. "Well now, ain't this happy families," said Grovel, fingering Susan's cunt from behind.
It sure was a great sight, sonny boy flat on his back licking his mums cunt for all he was worth, mum with cock after cock filling her mouth with spunk and little Susan on all fours sucking her brothers dick while Grovel finger fucked her cunt and arse.

Suddenly mum shuddered trough her first orgasm making her cry out and shake violently. "Fuck me, the kid made her cum," Davy said. He dragged her off the boy leaving her sprawled on her back gasping for breath. Her face and hair were covered in spunk. "Hey, I've got an idea, lets have a family show." There was much cheering round the room as the two teenage girls were dragged to the middle to join mum and brother on the carpet. The boy still had a hard on and with some prompting from Jasper, mum was made to play with it while the two girls were encourage to fuck each other.
"Hey boy, you ever fucked a woman before?" Jasper asked, "n-n-n-no," he stuttered. "Well now, looks like mum's been a bit remiss in your upbringing boy, huh Mum, so why don't you just go ahead now and show him how its done." The guys roared their approval. "It's alright Tim," mother said to her son, "just do as they say and we'll be alright." The shock of being made to fuck his own mum had made his dick go down so the two girls were dragged over and made to suck it back to life again. As soon as it was hard, mum lay back and guided him in. "Now you make sure he does a good job and makes you cum again or we'll just have to do it for him."
We watched cheering as young Tim humped his mother and the two girls formed a sixty nine, slurping noisily on each other cunts. Mum would occasionally look over at her daughters while whispering encouraging words to her son. "Oh yeah, that's right Timmy, fuck me hard, like that, oh yeah that's good Timmy, c'mon baby, you can do it, make mommy cum Timmy, make me cum." Timmy's arse was going up and down like a jack rabbit, his head buried in his moms shoulder, eyes shut tight. "Oh fuck, Timmy I'm coming, oh yes baby .......... Oh fuck." I guess we'll never know if she faked it or not but Timmy certainly didn't and shot wads of warm creamy spunk up his mum's abused hole.
By now it was a free for all and both girls had been dragged apart and were being fucked by the guys. Susan was laying across Linda, forming a cross shape on the floor, their tits crushed together with a cock in each end. We turned mum over and using her sons spunk lubed up her arse. "Oh no please, not there, please, I've never done that before." She screamed in pain as I inched my cock into her virgin arse and Tim had to be restrained again. Eventually I was fully home and started to fuck in and out. "Hey man, room for any more?" Davy boy asked. Between us he got underneath and slipped his cock up her cunt while I remained in her arse, another guy filled her mouth and that's how we stayed for a good half hour, fucking all three holes at once. Throughout the night, we fucked all three girls in every hole and Jacko, the animal in the group even fucked Tim's arse.
It was about 2am and we were all feeling the pace when, "Hey guys, we forgot a hole," said Jacko casually fingering Linda's cunt while she sucked his cock back to life. We all looked round the room, what could he possibly mean, the three girls had been fucked senseless in every hole possible. Sluggy caught on first. "Hey, right on man, lets do it." Before he realised what was happening Tim was grabbed and forced face down on the spunk stained carpet. "No!!!!," he yelled fighting like mad. It took five guys to hold him down. "Lets see just how good a mother you are, you make his arse nice and wet for Jacko here, the tighter and drier it is the worse it's gonna hurt, dig?"
The poor bitch must have thought the worst was over but now she had to lick her son's arse knowing that he was about to be gang rapped. She tried to spit into his hole but her mouth was dry so using her fingers and initiative, she scooped some spunk from her dripping cunt and massaged it into his brown eye. First one then two fingers worked there way in making him cry out in pain and humiliation. Jacko pulled her off and replaced her fingers with his cock. The two girls cradled each other as their brother cried out in pain as Jacko forced his large cock up his young arse. He pumped away for ages and eventually the boy's cries subsided. "Hey mum, why don't you come and suck his little dicky for him." Wearily, mum moved into position and took her sons cock in her mouth. "I ain't coming till he does so it's up to you girl," Jacko said slowing his pace. Mum sucked and licked her sons cock while Jacko gently fucked his arse. Another guy got down behind mum and slid his cock up her arse. "Hey Jacko man, looks like we got us a double burger here." No matter how hard mum tried she just couldn't get Timmy to cum. The guy fucking mum shot of in her arse and another one took his place. Jacko speeded up and with each forward thrust he forced the boys cock down his mothers throat until eventually with a deep groan the boy came, the suddenness causing his cock to fall from his mums mouth spraying jets of creamy white spunk every where. Jacko rammed home filling the boys arse with his own spunk as yet another guy took over fucking mum.
And so it went on, the boy was rapped several times more and the girls made to perform every deviant act you could think of including licking the spunk from their brothers arse.
At just before first light we left them cradled naked together on the couch, tired, wrecked, demoralised and totally degraded. They knew better than to call the cops this time.
No one fucks with an ANGEL.
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I can understand why the divorce rate is so high, after 15 years of marriage I was getting really pissed off. Sex had turned into a ritual, we had to wait for the girls to go out, after all, you can't make love with someone else in the house, she then pops up stairs to get the stockings on and then it's a quick fuck on the sofa before they get back. It was like we had to plan everything with military precision just to get laid.
It got to the point where I found it so boring that I was fantasying about all sorts just to get a hard on. I tried porn movies, magazines and stories, sure they all helped at the time but they didn't solve the problem, I was bored with the same old routine. The one fantasy that really turned me on was the thought of my wife flat on her back, legs spread, being treated like a slut while some guy fucked the arse of her with his big prick. "Let's stick an ad on the internet for someone else to join us, that will spice things up," I said one day after a disastrous session in the lounge. Big mistake. "If you think I'm going to make love with someone else just so you can get your perverted kicks your mistaken, it will never happen." She stormed of and refused to talk to me for a week.
I blamed my wife Carol for the situation we were in and her steadfast refusal to try anything new. The more I thought about it the more convinced I was that the only way to liven up our sex life was to watch her being fucked by another guy with a much bigger cock, perhaps that would excite her, make her scream a bit. At 45, she was still very attractive with long blond hair, very long legs, slim body and 38"DD tits. OK, so the tits weren't as high as they used to be but she still turned heads everywhere we went. She always kept her pussy shaved smooth and was quiet happy dressing in stockings, high heels etc, trouble was, even that becomes samey. It was no good, I had to find a way of getting her into bed with some one else. The more I thought about it the more of an obsession it became.
We had both started to go swimming at the local pool twice a week in order to keep fit and during that time I got to know some of the regulars and got on speaking terms with one guy in particular, his name was Paul. He was a lot older than us, probably mid 50's, but was in tremendous shape and from what I saw in the changing rooms he was incredibly well hung.
"This exercise is obviously working, your missus in is tremendous shape," he said one night as we were getting changed. "Fancy her do you?" I laughed. "It's been a long time since I had a woman like that, she reminds me of my wife." We talked on and I found out his wife had left him for another man. He was quiet bitter about the separation and women in general stating that all women were just whores waiting to get laid. He only lived a mile away from us and as his car was in for a service I offered him a lift home.
Eventually we formed a routine where we would take turns to drive, this gave Carol a chance to get to know him and after a while they were chatting like old friends and Carol was inviting him in for coffee. It was as we were getting changed one day that I plucked up the courage to ask him. "Paul, how would you like to fuck Carol?" He was busy drying himself and I saw his long cock give an involuntary twitch at the thought. "You can't be serious," he said, "a beautiful woman like that, she must have them queuing up."
"If she had, she wouldn't even realise it." I told Paul the whole story and asked if he wanted to help. "What exactly do you have in mind?" He asked. "Well, I'm off to Germany tomorrow and won't be home until Friday. I'd like you to try and seduce her while I'm away and capture it all on film for me." I explained how I would set the video camera up in the bedroom and all he had to do was switch it on and press the record button on the remote control. He seemed a bit reluctant but agreed to give it a whirl.
When I got back the following week Carol seemed very agitated and was hardly her old self. I went upstairs to unpack and checked the video. The counter registered just under three hours of tape. With Carol in the house I didn't get the chance to watch it but that night in bed she seemed like a changed woman. "Fancy a good fuck?" she asked climbing into bed dressed in black stockings and suspenders. "I've waited all week for this," she continued, lying beside me with her legs open wide and her fingers gently stroking her clit. Now for years I've asked her to frig herself off while I watched but she always said no, so why the change. I watched as she gently played with the little bud, eventually rubbing it harder and harder until she brought herself off. "Oh Christ that was good," she said coming down, "c'mon Hon, fuck me now, I need that cock up me." I didn't need asking twice and climbed between her legs. It was incredible, she raised her hips to meet my downward trusts and for the first time in her life started to whisper dirty things in my ear.
"Oh yes, that's it baby, just there, oh yesssssss, c'mon hon, deeper, fuck me real deep." I fucked her like a man possessed, biting on her enormous nipples and banging away at her cunt as hard as I knew how. "C'mon baby, you always said you liked me as a slut, imagine I've just been fucked and I'm lying here with a cunt full of fresh cum, that's what you wanted wasn't it? C'mon babe, fuck me hard, make me cum." Wow, these were words I never ever thought I would hear coming from her mouth. I was at the point of no return and shoved my cock up her so hard she actually moved a foot up the bed. Spurt after spurt shot up her cunt as she pushed back against me, eyes shut tight, reveling in her own intense orgasm.
As we lay together on the climb down she pressed her cunt against me holding my limp cock in place. "Oh I missed that while you were away, did you enjoy it?" As I rolled on my back with a contented sigh she dived on my cock and started to lick it clean. "Bloody hell, you've never done that before," I said, lying back enjoying the feel of her lips round my organ. "Hmm, just thought you might like something different." Now I knew something had happened. We fucked again that night and all during the weekend whether the girls were in or not, she seemed insatiable and just couldn't get enough. By Monday morning I was completely fucked out and relieved when she left me lying in bed while she went of to work. I gave it ten minutes and then turned the tape on.
It started with a very giggly and slight tipsy Carol standing beside the bed dressed in a normal skirt and top. Paul was walking towards her, away from the camera. They stood by the side of the bed kissing while Paul ran his hands all over her body. "Paul, we really shouldn't be doing this, it's not fair on Tony." Paul was now pulling her jumper over her head exposing her mammoth tits encased in a silky black bra. "Don't worry, what he doesn't know wont hurt him, beside, I need you so bad, I've wanted this for months, every time I see you in that swim suit I have trouble controlling myself." His hands were now all over her tits, feeling them through the bra while he kissed her mouth, face and neck. "I don't know, it just doesn't seem right, I...ohhhhh." She stopped in mid sentence as his hand went up her skirt. I could see the movement under the thin material as he massaged her cunt mound, all the while still kissing her.
With the other hand he undid the buttons and helped to ease the skirt down over her hips. She had my favourite black stockings on with matching suspender and tiny panties. Paul's hand was caressing her cunt through the thin material, occasionally sliding a finger inside the gusset between her pussy lips. Carol was now kissing him back and making no effort to stop him touching her. Sensing her submission, Paul got even braver and scooped both tits from the confines of her bra cups, squeezing them gently and weighing them in his hands before sucking on the nipples. "Oh Carol, these are fantastic." He played with her tits for a full ten minutes before dropping his hands to her panties and lowering them to the ground. Carol simply stepped out of them still with her arms round his neck and her lips locked to his.
I may have spent the weekend fucking my brains out but I found myself with a hard-on to beat them all. Here was my wife, standing next to our bed dressed in high heels, black stockings and suspenders with her tits hanging over the top of her bra. She looked like a complete fucking slut and was acting like one. Paul continued to feel every part of her, tits, arse, thighs, eventually settling for one hand on her cunt and the other on her tit. He moved her round slightly giving the camera a better view as her slid two fingers into her very wet hole. "Like it?" he asked fingering her sloppy cunt, "oh yes, don't stop,"
"I just love it when another guy's wife acts like a whore, do you like being a whore Carol? Tell me." She was still engrossed in kissing him and very close to coming. "Yes, I love being your whore."
These were new words for her, she hated anything sordid even during sex. He slowed his finger movements. "What are you doing," she purred, "I was near to coming, don't stop, please."
"Tell me what you want then."
"I want you to make me cum."
"How my little whore, I want you to tell me how." She was a little taken aback but so close to the edge. "I want you to finger my cunt and make me cum." Paul speeded up a little but held of each time she got to close. "And what do I get in return?" he asked, "anything you want, you can do want you like with me."
"You'll suck my cock in that pretty little slut mouth of yours?"
"Yes."
"And you'll let me cum in your mouth and drink all my spunk?" This was something she would never do but as Paul increased the pressure on her clit I was amazed to hear her answer, "yes."
"Then, I'm going to spend the night fucking your nice tight smooth pussy, and who knows, if your really a good little slut then I might even invite my friend round to help me out, would you like that, two nice juicy cocks fucking you at the same time. "Yessssss. Oh yessssssss."
Her knees buckled as she came and Paul lowered her onto the bed. The camera angle was just right and caught her lying there, spread out, legs wide open with her pussy lips glistening with cunt juice. Paul stood beside her and slowly undressed, when he turned sideways, I got my first sight of his fully erect cock. It really was big, a good 9 to 10 inches and much fatter then mine. Carol was transfixed. "My god, I never realised they could be so big." She reached out and touched it, both hands struggling to encompass it. Paul moved towards her head and getting the message she took as much as possible into her mouth. She always maintained she liked sucking cock but would never let me cum in her mouth. Paul held her head in place and slowly started to force more and more cock into her mouth until eventually he hit her gag reflex. I thought he would simply stop at this point and just fuck her mouth, but no, holding her head with both hands now he shoved his hips forward, forcing his cock into her throat.
She wasn't expecting that and in sheer panic had both hands on his thighs trying to push him away but he was simply two strong. Carol was obviously fighting for breath but still Paul pushed forward until his whole cock was embedded in her throat, her nose nestling in his pubes. Only then did he let up, withdrawing slightly and waiting for her to catch her breath before repeating the mouth rape all over again. I don't know if a woman ever gets used to it or simply has no choice but to surrender, but after a few minutes she seemed to relax and work out that if she took a breath on the out stroke this would suffice. Sensing her surrender, Paul released her head a little and continued to plough his cock into her throat, she didn't pull away. "Oh yes, now you've got it, don't stop bitch I'm nearly there." A few more thrusts and his arse cheeks clenched as he emptied his over sized balls into my wife's mouth. I saw her swallow repeatedly but still some dribbled down the side of her mouth onto her chin. Paul continued to fill her mouth for what seemed like ages before finally pulling his limp cock free. He wiped his cock across her face smearing his cum round her mouth and chin. Finally I saw him reach for the remote, then the video went blank.
A few seconds later it came back on. Carol was now lying on the bed, again spread eagled but this time playing with her pussy. "That's right, get it nice and wet while I get hard again." I guess Paul didn't want to waste tape and had turned the camera off while he recovered. Carol was wide eyed watching him wank his massive cock back to a full erection and the harder he wanked the harder she rubbed her clit. "You ready for this my little whore?" he said climbing between her legs. "Please Paul, don't call me that,"
"but that's what you are, any married woman that lets another man fuck her mouth and cunt must be a whore of some sorts." He moved her round slightly and lifting her leg gave the camera a clear view of his large prick entering my wife's cunt. Pausing at the entrance he said, "tell me what you are and what you want." She was desperate for his large cock and would have said anything he asked. "I'm a whore and I want you to fuck me with that big cock." Even she looked down as if in total disbelief that something so big could fit in something so tight. The first few inches went in easily and Carol lay back on the bed with her eyes shut tight. "My god, it's so big, go easy Paul please, I've never had a prick like yours before." Paul withdrew a little way before pushing forward again, this time embedding about two thirds up her. "You like my cock up your cunt?"
"Oh yes, I love it."
"Want the rest?"
"What, there's more?" she said with genuine surprise.
Paul held her hips as he rolled over onto his back bringing her with him. Carol was now sitting on top with 3-4 inches of prick still to go. "OK my little married whore, you do it," Paul said, casually playing with her tits as they swung above him. Very slowly, Carol pushed down, taking about another inch up her cunt. Then she rode up almost to the top before repeating the procedure again. After several strokes she was fully embedded on his mighty tool wailing like a banshee as a massive orgasm hit her. Paul continued to tweak her nipples until her orgasm subsided, then, holding her hips he lifted her up and down, forcing her to ride his cock again.
During the next half hour they changed positions several times ending up in the doggy position with Paul ramming his cock up her from behind while hanging onto her swinging tits. She screamed with lust as with a final trust, he held still while he filled her cunt with juice, causing her to cry out as yet another orgasm swept through her. They lay together afterwards, Carol resting her head on Paul's chest. "Well, how was your first taste of adultery?" he asked her. "Hmmm, it was fun, I never knew I could take so much cock, especially in my throat." Paul gently pulled her by the hair forcing her head level with his, making her look straight into his eyes. "So do you like being my fuck slut, my married whore?" I could see she wasn't to keen on the term and her silence confirmed my suspicion. "Well now, if you don't tell me then I won't bother fucking you again."
"Oh no, please, I want you to, I want to be your...fuck slut."
"You really like my big cock?"
"Yes I love it."
"Better than your husband's?"
She again took her time to answer. "It's just different I guess,"
"you mean bigger don't you, much bigger, I've seen his in the changing room, I bet it never touches the side, come on tell me, do you prefer my big cock to his?" My stomach churned. "Yes, I love the feel of your big cock up me."
"And you'll do whatever I want?"
"Yes Paul, anything."
"Good, cause next week I'm bringing my friend over and we're really going to fuck the arse of you, OK?" Paul looked at the camera and winked as Carol looked straight at him and in a quiet voice said..."OK."
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Monday evening was swimming night and as we prepared to leave Carol was really nervous. "Everything OK, you look a bit white?"
"No nothing, I just feel a bit off colour." I bet she did, we were off to collect Paul and she didn't know that I knew. She tried to cry off but I insisted she would be alright once we were there.
"Hi Paul, how's tricks?" I asked as he climbed in the car, looking at Carol he said, "couldn't be better." Even in the dim light of the car I could see her blush. Once in the changing rooms Paul asked, "well, did you like the tape, I must admit I thought I'd gone too far forcing it down her throat but after the initial shock she took to it like a trooper. Unfortunately the tape ran out on the first night and I couldn't let on that it was recording so you didn't get to see her on the other nights."
"What other nights?" I asked, "I thought you realised, the tape was made on Monday night after getting back from the pool, we had a few drinks on the way home and well, you know the rest. I then spent Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday fucking the arse of her as well, hasn't she told you anything?"
"Nope, not a word."
"Tell you what, that little bitch can't get enough, she's agreed to let me bring a friend next time your away, I showed her a picture of his cock, it's a little bit bigger than mine, she can't wait."
I couldn't believe it, my shy wouldn't change for anything wife had become a total slut for any guy with a big cock.
We made our way to the pool and I couldn't help but notice that Carol made every attempt to stay as far away from him as possible. Paul eventually trapped her in the deep end and I watched them have a heated discussion, looking in my direction every now and then. As I swam over to them Paul swam away. "Every thing OK, you and Paul looked like you were having a real heavy discussion."
"Oh no, he was just telling me how to improve my stroke." Oh yeah, and I can just imagine what stroke that was I thought to myself.
Getting changed I asked Paul what the conversation had been about. "I asked her why she hadn't told you, I thought she was going to have a heart attack. She made me promise not to say a word so I made her promise to be my slut and let my friend fuck her, that's when you came over." As we dressed we made plans for the following weekend.
On the way home not a word was spoken until we neared our house. "Coming in for a coffee?" I asked, "no not tonight thanks, I've got some work to do,"
"no problem, just drop by whenever your passing, I'm sure Carol will entertain you if I'm not there." You should have seen her face. "Thanks mate, I might just do that," Paul said winking in my direction. When we got in Carol sheepishly asked, "what did you mean, I'm sure Carol will entertain you?"
"You know, make him welcome, coffee, what did you think I meant, take your knickers off and fuck him?" She turned deathly white. "N, n, no, of course not, what, me fuck Paul, he's far too old." She was digging a bigger hole all the time and didn't even know it. I decided to rub it in. "Oh I don't know though, he keeps himself in shape and if you saw the size of his cock," now she went from white to red, " I think you might even change your mind."
"Well if you think I'm going to fulfill your perverted fantasies by letting an old man like Paul touch me you've got another thought coming." I felt cross but contained it. "Oh by the way, I forgot to tell you I'm away with the club this weekend, should be home in time for Sunday lunch."
I ride a motorbike and belong to a local club so weekends away was fairly normal. "When are you leaving?" She asked, 'Oh some time Saturday morning, not to early why?"
"Oh no reason, just thought I might go shopping with one of the girls."
That Saturday, I packed a few things in the panniers and set off................, straight to Paul's. We hide the bike in the garage and spent the day setting things up. "She's been told to get here by seven," Paul said hiding the video camera in the bookshelf, "Mike will get here about 7:30. Should be a lot of fun huh?" It was a long day but eventually just as night started to fall a car pulled up in the drive. "Watch this," said Paul, lets see just how obedient she is." Looking through the net curtains I saw Carol get out of the car, she was wearing a full length coat. Looking nervously round at the surrounding houses she suddenly threw the coat into the car, locked the door and ran to Paul's front door. "Looks like she complied I said." Paul had instructed Carol to walk to his door wearing only high heels, stockings, suspenders and an under the nipple bra he had bought her. "We'll leave her waiting a few minutes," he said watching through the curtains. Although the front door was sheltered by a porch, anyone walking by would get a clear view of her standing there dressed like a slut. She rang again. "Time to hide," said Paul heading for the door.
"You bastard, you made me wait there deliberately, what if someone came along?" Paul grabbed her roughly by the hair and slammed her against the wall. "Listen slut, don't you ever critisise me again, you do what I tell you and you don't complain, or perhaps I should tell your old man what your really like."
"No please, he'll kill me, I'm sorry Paul, it won't happen again." This guy had been fucking her for less than a week and already she was his sex slave. He led her into the lounge, sat her down and gave her a drink. I stood at the end of the room behind a Chinese screen giving me a clear view of everything. As this end of the room was in complete darkness I felt secure that even if she stared hard, she wouldn't see me.
"So, you ready for some real sex?" Paul asked her, helping himself to her oversized tits, "you sure look like you are."
"I'm not sure, what's this Mike like, he may not like me." Fuck me backwards, she wasn't concerned that a total stranger had been invited to fuck her, just that he may not like her. "Oh don't worry, he just loves married sluts." She didn't seem too reassured and stared nervously into her drink. "What are you going to do to me?" She asked sheepishly, "whatever we like," Paul replied spreading her legs and fingering her shaven pussy. The fucking slut just lay there while he played with her clit bringing her off. "That's right baby, your gonna need it nice and wet."
Shortly after she had cum, the doorbell went. "Ah, that should be Mike, go and let him in."
"I can't go like this, supposing it isn't him?"
"GO!" Paul commanded. She reluctantly got up and walked into the hall. "And don't cover your tits with your arms, put them down." She did as Paul told her and taking a deep breath opened the door. We could see from the lounge into the small reception area and both Paul and I watched as Mike stood at the door admiring my wife. "Well now, what have we here, you must be Carol." As he spoke he walked round her admiring the view from all sides. "Oh yes, I can see we're going to have lots of fun with you tonight." He caressed her tits and moved a hand over her pussy. "Nice cunt, I like a smooth cunt, so much nicer to lick." With a hand on her arse cheek he led her back into the lounge.
Mike was older than Paul and certainly carried more weight, in-fact he was rather fat. I could see the look of disdain on Carol's face. The two men made her sit on the sofa. "Show Mike what a good whore you are, get it nice and wet for him." She hesitated for a moment then both hands went down to her cunt. One spread the lips apart while the other sought and found her sensitive clit. As she wanked herself off both men started to undress. Paul was right, Mike was bigger than him, much bigger, in-fact he looked totally out of proportion with his short legs, fat gut and a prick the size of a horse. Carol looked at Paul. "No, there's no way I'm taking that up me, forget it, tell Tony, do what you like, NO." Paul grabbed her hair and yanked her into a kneeling position on the floor. "I don't think you understand bitch, your mine now to do with as I like." Producing a pair of handcuffs from under the sofa cushions, he secured her hands behind her back. Then he placed a blindfold over her eyes. "Now your ready for some serious fucking."
Carol was sobbing, pleading with Paul not to hurt her. "Just do as your told and you won't get hurt, simple isn't it." She stopped sobbing and nodded her agreement. Mike, now completely naked, stood in front of her and fed his fat uncircumcised prick into her mouth. She really struggled to accommodate it. As it finally reached full length, the skin drew back revealing a very red coloured helmet already oozing spunk. Mike smeared the gooey substance all round her mouth before pushing it in again. Eventually, she managed to get the first few inches into her mouth. It was obvious that Mike's cock was so fat that there was no way she would be deep throating him so he simply had her suck what she could and use both hands to wank the rest.
Meanwhile, Paul was sitting on the ground behind her busy fingering her sodden cunt. "Don't worry, if you can't get it all in your mouth, you'll love it up your cunt." Carol just grunted. Satisfied with his blow job Mike ask if he could fuck her. With Mike laying on his back, Paul guided Carol until her cunt was directly over Mike's rampant organ. Mike wiped his cock back and forth along her cunt lips, coating it in juices. "OK my little married whore, its all yours." He really got of on calling her that and we both watched as she lowered her cunt onto Mike's dick. She managed the first half without a problem but as his cock actually got fatter at the base the last 5 inches took ages. Eventually, with much grunting, swearing and coming, she was fully home. "There, you see, you could do it," said Paul rubbing his hands over her arse.
She started to ride Mike's cock in earnest, bringing herself off more times than we could count and swearing like a common whore each time she rammed her cunt down on it. "Enjoying it are we?"
"Oh yes, its so big, I've never felt so full of cock, its fantastic."
"Good, then your ready for the next phase." This was my queue. I decided that if she was not going to let me in on it then I would simply have to help myself. She had already done several things with Paul that she refused to do with me, deep throat, swallow spunk, even fuck another guy, so I decided I was going to take her virgin arse. Waiting until another orgasm hit her, Mike pulled her toward him, crushing her tits against his chest. I lubed my cock with some KY jelly and got behind her. As I started to run my cock against her crack she nearly jumped out of her skin. "No Paul, please not there, your too big, you'll hurt me, please Paul, not that."
"Quiet," he commanded.
Feeling ready and harder than I've ever been in my life I pushed forward forcing myself into her arse. As I felt the resistance give I pushed harder sending all of my 6" deep into her virgin arse causing her to cry out in pain. That will fucking teach you, I thought to myself. Each time I pulled out it would cause her to cry out again and tense up waiting for the forward thrust. She still hadn't caught on it wasn't Paul. "Oh God, your hurting me, please Paul, no more, please." Mike started to move beneath her moving his cock a few inches in her cunt, the feeling against my own cock buried deep in her arse was fantastic. We got into a rhythm and eventually her sobbing turned to animal like grunts and I could actually feel her pushing back against my cock. After a few minutes of double penetration she was coming like a freight train. Paul took this as his signal and lifting her head stuffed his cock into her mouth. At first she simply accepted the giant tool like an old friend, taking it into her throat and doing all the things with her tongue to bring him off. Then she suddenly froze, the realisation that she was being fucked by three men at once had hit home.
"Who......I mean........ Paul?"
"Just enjoy, you don't need to know who it is, are you enjoying his prick up your arse?"
"Yes but ......."
"No buts, do you like having three pricks at once?"
"Yes but I ..."
"I've already told you, no buts, just be a good little whore and make us cum." Mike and I speeded up and it wasn't long before I felt that churning in my balls. It was really hard trying to keep quiet as I filled her arse with spunk. I was so excited that even after coming my cock stayed hard so I left it there while Mike shot his load up her cunt. I could actually feel every jet that pumped through his cock, he must have shot gallons. We both stayed put while Paul held her head and pumped yet another load down her willing throat.
With her hands still cuffed behind her back she was unable to remove the blindfold and we left her in a kneeling position on the floor. Mike made her lick his prick clean, wiping it around her face and in her hair. I sat beside her pulling and twisting her nipples. "So, did you like being used by tree men?" Paul asked. "It hurt a bit at first but it was OK," she replied. "Would you like to try more?"
"Um, I, um no, I don't think so, can't I just have you." Paul laughed, "but there's three of us here now, do you suggest my friends just sit and watch?"
"No, I didn't mean now,"
"do you want my friends to fuck your tight little cunt and arse again?"
"If that's what you want me to do,"
"I asked if you wanted them to fuck you again?"
"Yes, I want them to fuck me again."
"Good, because we've got all night and Mike wants to try your arse."
"Oh my god, no, please, its so big it will tear me apart,"
"don't worry," said Mike, "your get used to it." Paul laid Carol face down across the sofa, hands still behind her back and her arse high in the air. Trickles of spunk ran down her crack mixed with a little blood. "How about you loosen her up again," Paul said to me. Kneeling behind her I used the KY to lube her up again and this time there was very little resistance as I slid my cock in. "Tell my friend how much you like him fucking your arse, tell him what you are and what you like us to do to you." Holding her hips I rammed my cock into her arse and held it buried to the hilt. "Your cock feels so good up my arse," she said gasping for breath. "And what are you," prompted Paul. "I'm a slut, a whore, do you like me being a slut?" I didn't say anything. "Tell him what you'd like us to do to you."
"I'd like you to fuck my arse and my cunt with your nice cock. I want to suck a cock while another one fucks me. I want you to use me like a whore, do anything you want to me, fuck all my holes at the same time, fill me with lovely warm spunk."
"Is he better than your husband?" Paul prompted, "oh yes, much better," she replied instantly.
Carol had reached a new level of depravity and was now willing to let men use her every hole. She had no idea who I was but was willing to let me use her as I pleased. This thought was just too much for me and for the second time that night I shot my load up her arse. "Oh yesssss, I'm coming," she screamed just as the first jet filled her. As I pulled out Paul replaced me. Her arse was wide open now and well lubricated but even so she still cried out in pain as Paul's large cock penetrated her. He entered her slowly giving her time to get use to the extra width and depth until finally he was completely buried to the hilt. I maneuvered myself onto the sofa sitting with her head face down in my lap. She immediately took my cock into her mouth and started sucking. The thought that I'd just been fucking her arse didn't even come into it. Within seconds I was in her throat and matching Paul's thrust as he pounded her arse. "Boy, doesn't she look the total slut, sucking cock with mine up her arse. Maybe we should take some photo's to show her old man." Carol grunted something deep in her throat sending shivers up my entire shaft. I held her head and reveled in fucking her mouth, feeling her tongue wrap itself round the head of my cock. If only the bitch knew.
Paul was speeding up until with a final effort her buried his cock to the limit and fired off. Carol clamped her mouth tight over my cock as she came bringing me off in her mouth. I wanted to make sure she tasted my cum so I pulled out slightly leaving only the first two inches in her mouth. She had to swallow hard to keep up with the flow and as my limp cock slipped from her mouth she lifted her head and licked her lips. "Hmmm, that tasted nice, did you like it?" I kissed her full on the mouth, "hmmmmm."
Mike was now taking his position between her legs and pointing his horse like cock towards her arse hole. "Go easy Mike, we don't want to damage the goods." If anything, Mike had less trouble than either me or Paul. Her arse was so full of spunk that he slid in easily. It was only the last 2-3 inches that caused her any discomfort, as I've already mentioned, Mike was particularly big round the base. Mike fucked her for a while before pulling out and sitting on the sofa. He made Carol straddle his legs facing away from him and lower herself onto his cock, again, up her arse. He then leaned back holding onto her tits and invited Paul to fill her cunt. Now she did cry out. Two very large cocks were filling her at the same time causing both pleasure and pain. She was coming almost continuously and crying for them first to stop, then not to stop. Mike transferred his hands to her hips in order to rock her backwards and forwards on his cock while Paul knelt between her legs fucking her cunt like crazy. Not to be left out I pulled and twisted her tits, again mixing the pleasure with the pain. We continued abusing her for the next twenty minutes until with a roar Mike filled her arse with spunk.
Her whole body went into spasm and continued to shake for 3-4 minutes. Even Paul and I stopped what we were doing and looked on in amazement, it was like watching an epileptic fit. When she finally came down to earth Paul had her kneel doggy style on the floor and fucked her hard until he came. I was totally spent but couldn't resist the chance to further humiliate her. I grabbed her hair and forced my semi hard cock back into her mouth. It was 12:45 before the two guys decided they could take no more. Mike went home leaving just me, Paul and Carol, still cuffed and blindfolded. Leading me into the kitchen where we couldn't be heard Paul asked if there was anything further I'd like to do to her or have her do. "How about we whip her a little, nothing too much, just enough to leave some marks for tomorrow, lets see how she explains them when I get home."
"Great idea, how about a love bite on her tit as well," Paul suggested.
We went back into the lounge to find Carol still in an upright kneeling position on the floor. She had spunk running from her arse and cunt, forming a small puddle on the carpet. I cupped her cunt in my hand and smeared the juice all over her, it was so slimy, I stuck first three then four fingers up her cunt and hardly felt the sides. Paul knelt in front of her and started to play with her tits, biting and sucking them, I knew he was deliberately leaving a mark. Carol moaned gently as we both played with her body, loving the attention she was getting and still wanting more. I took the leather belt from jeans and without warning brought it down hard across her butt. She screamed in pain and fell forwards as the belt dug in. Paul held her down leaving her arse high in the air. "You've been an unfaithful wife Carol, unfaithful wives must be punished," Paul said. I lashed out again leaving a red welt mark across her creamy arse. Several more blows followed each one causing her to cry out in pain. Satisfied that the marks would still be there tomorrow I called a halt and Paul rubbed her arse gently with his hand taking away some of the pain.
"Why did you hurt me?" she asked between sobs. "So you know how bad you've been, what a little slut you are, a married whore." Now, go get some sleep. "Can I take a shower first?"



"No, I like you dripping spunk, you can sleep like it all night, who knows, in the morning I might just add to it before sending you home."
"But Paul, Tony will be home about 12am, I can't let him see me like this."
"Why not, you told me he wanted to you to become a slut,"
"yes, but he'll kill me if he finds me like this, please Paul, I'll leave him, let me stay with you, I'll let you do anything you want to me, I'll even fuck your friends, there friends, anything."
"Stay with me, but your just a fuck slut, I don't want you to stay here, and as for doing what I want, you will anyway. From now on your going to dress the way I tell you, fuck when I tell you and fuck who I tell you, but live here, your fucking joking, I don't want a cheap slut living in my house, now BED," Paul commanded. I hid behind the screen while he removed the cuffs and blindfold and watched as a meek Carol simply obeyed her master and went to bed covered in the spunk, bites and bruises of three men.
To Be Continued...
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After Carol had gone off to bed, I quietly wheeled the bike out of Paul's garage and pushed it several yards down the road before firing it into life. As I rode home I was fuming and already planning her homecoming. The little slut was willing to leave me to live with Paul and let him treat her like a common whore, well, two could play at that game. Paul had agreed not to release her until I called. I would give him enough time to fuck her again before sending her home.
I always called her on her mobile to say I was on my way but this time it would be different. "Hi Hon, I'm on my way home, where are you now?"
"Oh Hi, I'm err still in bed, did you have a good weekend,"
"yeah it was fun, did a lot of things I hadn't done before, how about you, do anything nice?"
"No, not really, just the same old stuff, where are you now?"
"I'm about thirty minutes away." The was a long silence before I heard her gulp. "Th, th, thirty minutes, you can't be, I mean your in Wales aren't you?"
"Yes, but we left early, thought I'd catch you in bed and spend the day there, just the two of us, why is it a problem?"
"N, n, no, no problem, I err, I um just thought you em, well, would be a lot longer that's all."
"You don't too pleased to hear from me, everything alright?"
"Fine, yes, every things err fine."
"Good, then I'll see you in about thirty minutes, get your stockings on and stay in bed, I feel randy as hell, bye."
Now the fun would start.
Paul later told me that she was running round like a headless chicken and really panicked when he insisted on fucking her in the hallway. "Paul please, I don't have time, I have to get home and showered before he gets there, please Paul."
"Don't worry, he won't be home for at least 30 minutes and it's only a two minute drive from hear, plenty of time to fill you up again." Wearing only her stockings and shoes, Paul had her face down over the small hall table, taking about ten minutes to fill her cunt with fresh spunk. All the time she was complaining that she wouldn't have time to clean up. Eventually, with only minutes to spare she had to run to the car in broad daylight with spunk running down her thighs. She was so nervous it took ages to open the lock and retrieve her coat; Paul reckons several people saw her.
I rode about half mile down the road and parked up behind a car, keeping the house in site. Sure enough a few minutes later and she pulled into the drive. I didn't want to give her time to wash or anything so I immediately revved up and pulled into the drive behind her making sure she could hear the bike. I was in the front door and up the stairs just in time to see her climbing into bed. "That was quick, I've just finished putting my stockings on," she lied. I noticed a damp flannel in the basin and knew that she had attempted to wipe the evidence away, I also knew that Paul had fucked her just before letting her go so if I waited a few minutes more spunk was sure to drip out. Stripping of my leathers I jumped into bed beside her.
"Oh boy, I've been dreaming about this all weekend," I said grabbing both her tits, pulling her nipples close enough to suck. She held my head to her tits and ran her hands through my hair. I noticed the love bite but said nothing. Moving one hand down to her cunt I started to rub the lips, finally sliding a finger up her hole. "My, some ones wet, what have you been up to?"
"N n n nothing, wh, what do you mean, up to."
"Oh I just thought you might have fulfilled my fantasy, you know, spent the weekend getting fucked by some guy with a big cock."
"Oh no, not that again. I've already told you, it will never happen, now if your going to talk about that I'm going for a shower." She tried to climb out of the bed, I held her down. "Oh come on, your telling me you wouldn't like a 10" cock up your cunt or down your throat, maybe even up your arse, I bet you'd love it." I could feel her whole body tense as I described the scene, my fingers still working her cunt.
"Even your cunt feels like it's just been filled with spunk, got someone hiding in the wardrobe have we, maybe he just finished fucking you before I got here, now that would be nice, a cunt full of fresh spunk." I pulled my fingers from her cunt and offered them to her mouth, she turned away feigning disgust. "Lick them," I commanded. She really wasn't sure what to do and staring me warily in the eyes she licked the juices from my fingers.
"You know what I dreamt last night?" I asked her, cupping her wet smooth cunt in the palm of my hand, "Well, I dreamt that the minute I was away you went to stay with Paul. I imagined you in your stockings, heels and one of those sexy under the nipple bra's parading round in front of Paul, letting him do anything he wanted to you. I imagined you sitting on the sofa, legs spread wide while he fingered your dripping cunt. In this dream he turned you into his sex slave and made you do all sorts of things, suck his cock deep into your throat, fuck your mouth and cunt and then fuck his big cock up your arse." I could see the look of fear in her eyes as I described the scene, she really wasn't sure if I knew or not. "Yeah, and then the dream got even wilder, these other guys join in and ended up fucking you in all three holes at once, and you know the best bit?"
"Wh what," she asked, "you fucking loved it. The more they abused you the more you liked it."
She took a deep breath pulling herself back together and said, "well, it's a good job it's only a dream isn't it, now if you don't mind, I'm going for that shower." She tried to push my hand away from her cunt but I dug my fingers in deeper causing her to wince in pain. "Tony, your hurting me, let me go...NOW."
"But darling, you haven't heard the best bit yet. You see, after they finished fucking every hole in your body, they decided to leave a few marks by whipping you with a belt, something for me to find in the morning." She froze. Taking my fingers from her cunt I threw the bedclothes back exposing her complete body. The stockings were torn, there were love bites on both tits and rolling her over I saw the deep red welts on her arse. "Funny, they were just like the marks on you now."
"Oh my God, you know, don't you, look Tony, please, I can explain." I grabbed her head and pushed her down on my cock. "You can start explaining after you've sucked me off, and make sure it goes down your throat you cheap fucking whore." It felt great, I had complete control over her and knew that from now on she would do everything I said.
She sucked me off in record time before laying back, head on the pillow staring at the ceiling. "How did you find out?" she asked. "I've got some good friends who look out for me, now suppose you tell me exactly what you did last night, and don't leave anything out."
"Well, I went to Paul's about seven and..."
"What were you wearing?" I interrupted. "Um, my um skirt and blouse with stockings and high heels underneath," she stuttered. I knew she was lying but wanted to see just how much she would tell me. "Go on, you got to Paul's and then what?"
"We had a couple of drinks and then he fucked me in the lounge."
"Just you and Paul?"
"Yes." I slapped her hard round the face, "you lying fucking bitch, now you want to try again or do I throw you out in the street wearing your whore suit."
"Please, OK, look, perhaps I didn't tell the exact truth, I'll tell you, OK?" I waited patiently. "OK, Paul made me wear stockings, heels and a bra he bought me, one of those under the nipple things. I had to drive to his house wearing only this covered with a coat."
"He made you?" I asked trying to sound shocked. She ignored the implication and went on. "When I got there I had to leave the coat in the car and walk to his front door dressed like a whore, the bastard made me stand there for ages. When he eventually let me in we had a couple of drinks and then, you know, he started to play with me."
"No, I don't know, you tell me."
I was thoroughly enjoying this, making her squirm. "He err, he err played with my tits and pussy."
"You mean your cunt?"
"Yes, he played with my cunt. He made me sit on the settee with my legs spread wide while he um fingered my err... cunt."
"Did he make you cum?"
"Yes."
"Go on, then what?" Now she looked really sheepish and was looking round the room for a means of escape. "Please Tony, please, don't make me do this."
"You can tell me or fuck off, it's up to you."
"He made me fuck another guy."
She said it so matter of factly as though that was the end of it. "How. I want to know all the details."
"Paul arranged for a friend of his, Mike I think his name was to call round and fuck me. He made me open the door to him dressed like a... a whore. Mike came in and felt my tits and pus... Cunt, then he and Paul took turns to fuck me."
"What do you mean, took turns, what Paul watched while Mike fucked you, what? "N, n, n, n, not exactly, they err, they um both um you know, they err fucked me together."
"How?" She took another deep breath, "Paul would stick his cock up my cunt while Mike fucked my mouth, then they would change places."
"I know Paul's got a big cock, what about this Mike, was he a big boy too, how old is he?"
"Oh, I'd say about 40 something and no, he didn't have a big cock, just average really, about the same as yours." She was really trying to play it down.
"So, we've got Paul and Mike taking turns to fuck you, anything else?" I had started to play with her cunt again and boy was she getting wet. "No, not really, they made me suck their cocks and drink there cum, oh yes, then Paul called me a naughty married whore and whipped me a little bit, that was it really." With two fingers deep up her cunt I squeezed as hard as I could. "Want to try again or do I frog march you to the front door and shove you out?"
"Ouch, OK, OK, I'll tell you the rest... how do you know all this?"
"I've told you, I've got friends, now what really happened?"
"It's true what I've told you so far, they did make me suck their cocks down my throat and drink spunk and they did take turns fucking me in different positions. There was a third guy there."
"And who was he?"
"I...don't know."
"You don't know, what do you mean you don't fucking know?" She was fidgeting now and really uncomfortable. "They hand cuffed my hands behind my back and blindfolded me. Paul and Mike fucked me at the same time then Mike laid on his back and they made me get on top. Mike waited until I came then held me down while.... while this other guy fucked my arse."
"Hang on, your telling me that you let some total stranger walk into Paul's house to find you dressed like a fucking whore. You suck his and Paul's dicks, then you let them cum in your mouth, something you never let me do, before taking turns fucking you. THEN, to top it all off, you let some guy you can't even see stick his prick up your arse while your sat on Mike's cock! Just what sort of fucking slag are you?"
"I'm sorry, I couldn't stop them, my hands were cuffed behind my back and they were too strong for me."
"So we've got Mike's average sized cock up your cunt and Mr Mystery up you arse, what was Paul doing?"
"He put his cock in my mouth." As she told me the story I was increasingly rubbing my hand over her cunt mound, dipping into her hole and rubbing her very prominent clit. I think it was a mixture of this and the memory of having all three holes filled at once that sent her crashing into the most intense orgasm. "You fucking whore, your still getting of on it aren't you. Tell me, did you like having three men fuck you at once?"
"I couldn't help it, it just felt so good."
"So you did enjoy it?"
"Yes."
"And do you enjoy being treated like a slut, a whore for old men?"
"Yes." I slipped my cock up her arse. "And what do you think I should do with you now?"
"Please Tony, please, I'll do anything you want, please, don't throw me out, I'll make all your fantasies come try, I'll fuck anyone you say while you watch or join in, anything I promise."
Looks like life's going to be fun from now on.
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If the definition of a prostitute is someone that sells there body for money then my wife has just turned pro.
Since leaving the grasp of Mr. Houseman (see Hazel and the rent man) and his heavies life had been getting better and better. I’d accepted the fact that Hazel needed more cock than I could give her and was happy for Tom, the tenant down stairs to fill in for me. Between him and his army buddies she was kept well satisfied, at least that’s what I thought.
It seemed the more sordid the situation the more she liked it, like being made to fuck the Indian cab driver on the stairs with the front door wide open, taking on Tom and his mates at the reunion, she even enjoyed drinking cum and anal sex. It seemed she was always looking for that next sordid adventure.
We talked about Houseman and she finally admitted that despite or even because of the fact that he was so fat and gross she just loved being used by him. “I don’t know love, it’s hard to explain, he just makes me feel so used and dirty it’s like the final act of degradation and submission. I reach a state where I accept that this fat old pig can do whatever he wants to me and I have to do it."
"Fuck me Haze, that’s a bit heavy for a Sunday night.”
We were lying in bed with my cock buried deep in her cunt, her silky black stockings rubbing along my thighs as I slowly fucked her. We often discussed other men as we fucked but this was the first time Houseman’s name had been mentioned. “Do you want him again?” I asked upping the pace a little, “Do you want me to?” she countered. To be honest I wasn’t sure, I liked watching her being fucked by various men and the more gross they were they better it looked. Trouble was, Houseman could be dangerous.
I felt her pussy muscles tighten round my cock and she started to lick my ear. “C’mon, admit it, you love watching me getting fucked by fat old men, it turns you on.” She was now grinding her pussy up to meet my thrusts. “Yeah, it turns me on but …..,” before I could finish the sentence she rolled us over and straddled my cock. “No buts, you fucking love it, you love watching your whore wife being used, watching them cum in my mouth and my arse, wouldn’t you just love to see his big fat gut crushing my tits as he rammed that fucking great prick up again?” She was sitting on top grinding her cunt on my cock and pulling at her nipples. She knows that talking dirty really turns me on and pulled out all the stops.
“I could dress in my whore suit and walk round in front of him as he jacked himself off, then I’d let him pull and pinch my nipples while he fingered my juicy cunt. He says he likes my bald cunt surrounded by black lacy stockings. Wouldn’t you like to see him fingering me Hon?” Would I. “Perhaps you can shove your cock in your sluts mouth while he fucks her from behind, I’d let you feel my cunt after he fills it with spunk, you know how much he cums, would you like that? Can I fuck again, hmmmm?"
"Yes, oh yes,” I almost screamed filling her cunt with my own cum.
After reaching her own orgasm and licking my cock clean she snuggled down beside me. “I’ll give him a call and arrange it.”
It was no point arguing, I long ago realised that once she set her mind on something nothing was going to change it. However, I didn’t want Houseman knowing where we lived so we agreed that we would go to him. I listened in on the phone call.
“Hello, is that Harry?” Hazel cooed into the receiver, “yeah, who the fucks that?” he growled, “what, forgotten me already, and I thought you enjoyed fucking me.” There was a moments pause, “Well, if it isn’t the little slut that couldn’t pay the rent, ran out on me if I remember right, phoned up to gloat have we?"
"No Harry, I phoned up because I miss your nice big cock,"
"Don’t fuck with me little Lady, what do you want and make it quick."
"Oh, now I’m hurt,” she purred, “I thought you liked me. I was hoping to arrange a meeting, you know, me in my black stockings and high heels and you with that enormous cock of yours,"
"you taking the piss or what?” He seemed a little unsure now and Hazel went for the kill. “No Harry, I really would like to see you again, wouldn’t you like to see me?” Again a pause. “OK, where and when?” Between them they arranged to meet at one of Harry’s new bed-sits in High Wycombe, it was currently empty but fully furnished.
Hazel dressed to kill in her long 6” mettle heeled thigh high black patent boots with black stockings and matching suspender underneath. Her tits were encased in a black under the nipple bra that pushed them up and out and her makeup was positively sluttish, thick black mascara and bright red lipstick matching her fingers and toenails. Her smooth shaven cunt was covered by a pair of sexy black panties and already glistening from her juices as she thought of the night to come. All she wore on top was a full-length simulated fur coat. “Think he’ll like it?"
"Like it, if the old git doesn’t have a heart attack when he sees you then he’s not fucking human.” Hazel laughed and pulling the coat together headed for the car.
Once in the passenger seat she simply let the coat fall open showing everything to anyone that passed. On the short journey down the M4 I took great delight pulling alongside trucks and vans, slowing down to make sure they got a good look. At one point, we were level with a transit van driven by a big black guy. When he saw Hazel lounging back gently caressing her cunt with her fingers he opened the window and started yelling at her. She too opened the window but the wind noise made it impossible to hear. With a big grin and a wave the driver turned of. “Christ almighty, you just can’t resist it can you?"
"What, he didn’t mind, bet he’s got a big black hard on now, hmmmm, I can just imagine him playing with it.”
We finally arrived at Houseman’s place. It was an old house that stood some way back from the main road sheltered by several bushes either side of the drive. Houseman had told Hazel that it was being renovated and turned into flats but only one was currently finished. He also told her to approach the house dressed to please. Leaving the coat in the car, Hazel brazenly walked the last 20 or so metres to the front door. I just stood there with a hard on watching her nice panty covered arse sway as she walked. Reaching the door she pressed the bell …. no answer. By now I had joined her in the porch and was happily playing with her erect nipples while we waited for Houseman to answer. She rang again. I put my hand down her panties and started stroking her clit. “Oh fuck, do that and I’ll cum.” I rubbed harder and sure enough just as Houseman opened the door Hazel had her first orgasm of the night.
“Fuck me, talk about start without me,” he laughed pulling her through the door by her nipples. “Well, well, well, still the little slut I see, couldn’t do without uncle ‘Arry’s cock aye?” He stood Hazel against the wall and ripped her wet panties off. Grabbing a handful of smooth cunt he leant forward and kissed her. Now she was quite happy to have him finger her or fuck her, even stick his cock in her mouth or up her arse but there was no way she wanted him kissing her. “Bit reluctant aren’t we,” he said breaking the kiss while ramming three fingers up her cunt, “looks like you forgot your manners didn’t you slut.”
With his fingers firmly imbedded up her cunt, he made her walk up the stairs to the first floor apartment. By the time we reached the lounge I could see his whole hand glistening with juices. That night he made her do just about everything, fuck him, suck him, take us both at once and twice he fucked her tight arse. Eventually neither one of us could perform any more but Hazel was still fingering herself and demanding more. “Fuck me mate, what the fuck ave you done to er?” he demanded. “Not me, it was you and that Barry that started it, she just can’t get enough.”
Houseman thought for a while and taking me to one side he said, “You know she’s sitting on a fucking gold mine don’t you,” I sort of nodded, “go on,"
"well, as I said once before I got a lot of business contacts that would pay good money for some young cunt like that, I’ll guarantee there clean and make sure there’s no pain involved, well not much anyway, what’ya reckon, I’ll split it with yeah, 50/50."
"60/40 and you got a deal, after all, it’s her cunt doing the work.”
I agreed to bring her back the following week and not to let on what we had planned. I still didn’t like or trust Houseman but what the hell, if we couldn’t satisfy her she would only go looking elsewhere.
The following Saturday I told her we were visiting Houseman again and to dress exactly as she had on the previous occasion. She was thrilled to bits and once again spent the journey flashing at anyone who looked. When we arrived she again walked to the front door without the coat and using the key he had given her went straight to the bedroom as instructed and lay on bed. The little bitch even pulled her knickers down inviting me to fuck her. “You’ll have to wait, I think your friend Harry has something special planned.” She lay back stretching her arms above her head and purred happily.
I was just wondering where Houseman was when a car pulled up. Looking out of the bedroom window I saw three Arabs in full national dress getting out of a big black limo. Houseman led them into the flat and after a few minutes whispered conversation they entered the bedroom. You should have seen their faces when the saw Hazel spread out with her knickers pulled down and her smooth cunt just glistening with juices. Harry pulled me out of the room and said to leave them to it. “Fuck off ‘Arry I want to watch.” He dragged me out of the room and into the flat next door. “What’s going on?” I asked. “Sorry Son, couldn’t say nuffin with them there.” He led us into an unfinished room and opened a small panel on the wall. The crafty old bastard, he’d installed a two-way mirror looking directly into the next door bedroom, not only that but concealed mikes picked up every sound. “Lets just say I’ll be the only one using this flat,” he said by way of explanation.
The three Arabs were standing round the bed jabbering away in their own language. They were all middle aged but with their facial hair and tanned skin it was hard to tell exactly. Hazel just lay there looking at them. Without warning, the biggest guy grabbed her knickers and pulled them completely off. He was yelling something in Arabic as he roughly spread her legs. The other two stood each side of her and inspected her shaven cunt, pulling the lips apart and probing her hole with their fingers. At one point both of them tried to force several fingers up her cunt at the same time forcing her to cry out. “Owww, take it easy, your hurting me.” Slap, the one on the left slapped her face hard, “Shut up bitch, speak only when spoken to.”
I turned to Harry, “I though we agreed no pain,"
"don’t worry, they won’t mark her or hurt her too much, it’s just there way.” The big guy at the foot of the bed now twisted Hazel legs forcing her over onto her stomach. The probing started again, this time she received fingers up her cunt and arse and was obviously in some discomfort. More jabbering as they started to remove their robes.
“Just wait till you see this lot,” Harry said, “hung like fucking donkey’s every one of them. He wasn’t joking, as the robes came off three very large cocks were revealed, even Hazel looked shocked. “Christ Almighty Harry,” I said looking at the big guy, “that guys hung bigger than a horse, she’ll never take that.” We watched as the three men literally pushed her off the bed and onto the floor forcing her into a kneeling position by pulling her hair. “Get you fucking hands of my hair,” Hazel complained, SLAP, another smack round the face, this time bringing tears to her eyes. She was made to suck each cock in turn. The first two she managed OK, deep throating them until they were rock hard, the third guy was so big she had trouble getting him into her mouth. I noticed that all of them pulled out without coming.
Pulling her by the hair again they led her to an armchair forcing her to lean over it, her arse high in the air and her tits dangling the other side. They tied her in this position and then seemed to gather for a short conflab and a smoke. Finishing the cigarettes they stood behind her, WHACK ….. a small leather whip cracked across her arse leaving a trail of red welts, WHACK, again and again they hit her, never hard enough to break the skin but enough to make her scream. She obviously wasn’t expecting this and her face was a picture of pure terror with tears streaming from her eyes. “Fuck that Harry, I’m going in there.” He grabbed me by the arm, “they’re paying a grand for this and believe me son she’ll love it, look, her cunts already dripping.”
Sure enough, even from this distance I could see her cunt and thighs glistening with juices. They stopped whipping her and producing a small bottle from his bag one of the guys rubbed the contents into her burning flesh, lubricating her arse hole at the same time. “Typical fucking Arabs,” said Harry, “all they ever want is arse.” The lotion seemed to sooth the pain and Hazel’s expression turned to one of calmness. As Arab one was rubbing her arse, Arab two was busy placing clamps over her engorged nipples. The clamps were linked by a chain which he fed over her shoulder, leaving it trailing down her back. Rubbing some of the lotion onto his cock, Arab one slowly fed it inch by inch into her arse. The other guy sat underneath them licking her cunt and nibbling on her exposed clit.
By the look on her face she was now loving every minute and as arse fucker slowly went in and out she pushed back against him trying to get more depth. The big guy was obviously in charge and stood watching, stroking his massive cock until it grew even larger. At his command arse fucker speeded up bringing Hazel to the verge of her first Arab orgasm. Just as she reached her peak he pulled viscously on the chain stretching her nipples to the limit and causing her big tits to lift right up to her chin. “Owwwwwww.” She screamed in pain as the Arab shot his load. The big guy looked well satisfied and ordered the men to change places.
The guy licking her cunt now took his turn behind her shoving his cock straight up her arse only this time he slapped her hard between strokes. “Oh God, please, your hurting me.” The big guy grabbed a handful of hair lifting her face level with his. “Shut up bitch or we really hurt you.” He let go of her hair and her head slumped forward. The two guys continued, one fucking her arse and slapping the cheeks while the other licked her clit and fingered her cunt. The Arab continued to slap her until she stopped moaning, now he reverted to the lotion and gently rubbed it into each cheek still ploughing his cock up her arse. The moans of pain took on a new sound and became moans of pleasure. As he rammed his cock home she would again push back to meet him causing the guy underneath to lean forward maintaining contact with her clit.
“Ohhhhh fuck, I’m coming.” And boy did she cum, she absolutely drenched the guys face and pushed back so hard on the cock up her arse that I thought she would break her bonds. Another command from the big guy and arse fucker went berserk. He pistoned his cock in and out of her arse like it was a blur, she screamed at him not to stop and again we witnessed her whole body shake as another violent orgasm hit her. Holding her hips he gave one almighty thrust and held still, only his clenching arse cheeks giving away the fact that he was filling her with red-hot spunk. When he had finally finished they untied her and she slumped to the floor exhausted.
“Now she’s going to find out what a big cock feels like,” said Harry, “I’ve seen this guy in action before.” Lifting hazel to a kneeling position, the big guy started to slap his cock against her face. Then he made her lick up and down the entire length before again trying to shove it down her throat. No matter how hard he pushed it was just too big, blood started to appear from the corner of her mouth where the skin was actually tearing. He stopped and threw her roughly to the floor. “Lay on bed bitch,” he commanded. Hazel looked scared and looking from his face to his prick she climbed onto the bed and spread her legs.
With an evil smile on his face he commanded the other two to hold her down as he crawled between her legs, his massive tool getting nearer to the entrance of her so far unused cunt. As he forced the first few inches into her hole she threw her head back and screamed. “Noooooo, oh God it’s too big, please your hurting me, I can’t take that much.” The big Arabs grin grew even wider and with a mighty thrust he rammed about two thirds of his cock straight up her. “Arghhhhhh, oh no, please no.” Tears streamed down her face as he pinned her to the bed. He said something to the others, one responded by coating his cock with some of the lotion while the other positioned himself next to her head and fed his cock into her mouth.
Big guy pulled out a little allowing the other guy to thoroughly coat his cock in the soothing lotion, he then started to slowly push back in. With a cock in her mouth Hazel could only groan as inch by inch the massive prick invaded her body. “I reckon that guys got at least 13 inches,” Harry said. “Christ, she’ll never take all of that it will rip her open,” I replied. “No, she’ll be OK, I’ve seen bitches take bigger cocks than that, you’ll see, soon she’ll be begging for more.”
Pulling almost all the way out, big guy would then ram it forward knocking the breath out of the helpless Hazel and gaining maybe an inch at a time. Suddenly, with one almighty shove, he was completely home. He stayed that way for several minutes, buried to the hilt, up on his hands looking directly into Hazel’s tearful eyes. “Now I fuck you.” And he did. We watched in awe as that monster cock drove in and out of my young wife’s cunt, stretching her cunt to the limit and reaching a depth that no cock had ever reached before.
He pumped away for ages and eventually on every downward stroke her hips would rise to meet him. She was deep throating the guy in her mouth while the third guy was gently tugging on the nipple chain. Again, at a command from the big guy, the one at her mouth grabbed a handful of hair and literally embedded his cock as deep into her throat as possible while the other guy yanked on the chain. Starved of oxygen and with her nipples stretched painfully to the limit she started to thrash about on the bed fighting for breath. The big guy fucking her cunt slammed into her for all he was worth while the guy fucking her mouth released her just long enough to get a quick breath before shoving his cock down her throat again. Her held her head onto his prick and with small jerking movements started to pump her full of spunk. She was gasping and spluttering with spunk coming out of her mouth and nose. The other guy still had the chain pulled at full stretch as the big guy continued to abuse her body until with a huge roar he pushed into her and unloaded.
We watched in amazement as copious amounts of spunk was forced from her hole, coating his prick and running down her thighs. When he slowly pulled out, his entire prick was coated with spunk and thick globules of it ran down towards her arse. Unbelievably, using the spunk as lubricant, the guy lifted her legs over his shoulders and in one quick movement shoved most of his cock up her arse. “Arghhhhhhh,” she screamed as the over sized organ fed its way in. The other two guys changed places and the whole scene was repeated only this time big guy was fucking her arse. I’ve never seen a cunt so stretched open. Spunk simply poured from the opening lubricating her arse and eventually forming a large puddle on the bed.



The guy was like an animal, he held her legs over his shoulders and rammed her arse for all he was worth. He initial screams of pain were replaced by screams for more as one orgasm after the next tore through her. The other two took turns feeding her mouth and pulling on the nipple chain while their boss hammered home.
“Fuck sake ‘Arry, I don’t think she’ll be able to take much more of that,” I said watching her gulp down another load of cum. “I think your right son, c’mon lets go rescue the poor little cunt.” We were about to move when the big guy finally shot his load up her arse. He pulled his dwindling cock from her ravaged hole, wiped it on the bed and giving another command to the other two, they simply got dressed and left.
Harry and I waited until we heard the car leaving before venturing into the bedroom. Hazel was lying back on the bed semi conscious. She had spunk running from her cunt, arse and mouth and looked in a bad way. I sat beside her cradling her head in my hands. “Are you all right love, I’m really sorry we put you through this, if I’d only known what they were going to do to you well…."
"Sorry,” she said opening her eyes, “for what, it was the best shag I’ve ever had.”
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The following story is based on an e-mail I received from a reader. She described in some detail all the things she used to get up to with her first husband and asked that I write a short story.
Sandi, this is for you...
* * * * *
At 32, Sandi's a good deal younger than me. She's a real good looker but a little on the short side standing at about 5'2". Although she's got a small frame it has the advantage of making her boobs look even bigger and when she wears one of those sheer tops, her enormous nipples stick out like bottle tops. When it comes to sex she's a total slut and just loves to be dominated, especially as I found out, by older men.
When we first met I thought she was taking the piss, after all, what would a young chick like this see in a man 15 years older than her. It soon became clear that it was the age thing that turned her on, she just loved being completely dominated and used by an older man. This was fine by me, I've always enjoyed kinky sex and to find a young good looking chick that was prepared to fulfil my fantasy's was out of this world.
We started dating and the sex was great but what really turned her on was when I threatened to show her off to other men. This would normally happen as I was either fingering her pussy or sliding my cock up her hungry cunt. "I'm going to dress you like a real whore and make you strip off in front some dirty old wino. Let him pull on those big nipples, maybe slap your arse a bit, you'd like that wouldn't you slut." "Oh yesssss," she'd murmur in my ear grinding her cunt up to meet me. "Yeah, maybe I'll let him feel that nice smooth cunt of yours, let him see how wet it gets. Hmm, I can watch him poke his grimy fingers up your wet hole, make you scream a bit as you cum on his hand." The more degrading I made it sound the more she responded. Her nipples would grow hard and her pussy would open the flood gate. It was three months after we were married that I decided to put her to the test.
I called her from work. "Hi sweetheart, fancy a special night out?" "Hmmm, sounds good, what sort of special night you got in mind?" "Well now, I want you to listen real careful OK?" "Sure hon, fire away." "I want you to do something for me. First I want you to dress for the part, wear those nice black 6" heels I bought you last week, the little red mini skirt and the black see blouse, no bra and no panties. Make sure you put lots of nice makeup on. Then, meet me at the park at 8:30. Bring the RV. As you get out the RV, follow the path to the men's toilet block, I'll be waiting just round the back, you got all that?" "What, you're kidding me right? You want me to go out dressed like that?" "Sandi, don't fucking argue with me, just do it." I hung up. It was 2 hours before the rendezvous and I hoped she would be intrigued enough to do as I asked.
The park was well known as a meeting place for couples and men looking for a little adventure. On a couple of occasions in the past I had been approached by men in the toilet asking if I'd like to help them fuck there wives. They would tend to hang around outside and follow you in. The wife was usually sitting half dressed in a car or RV back on the parking lot.
I had something even more daring in mind for Sandi.
I got a cab to the park arriving at 8:15 and waited in the shadows at the back of the toilet block. It was early yet so not too many people were about. The streetlight illuminated the entrance to the toilets but left the rest in deep shadow. From where I stood I had a clear view of the car park. 8:40 came and just as I was beginning to think she had bottled out I saw her pull in. She parked up and cautiously stepped from the vehicle. She was dressed exactly as instructed.
To get to the toilet block meant walking along a well lit path. She looked like a real whore on her high heels and with the light behind her I could clearly see her nipples poking through the thin material. As she made her way towards my position I jumped out behind her and placed my hand over her mouth. In a disguised voice I said, "Not a word bitch, understand?" She nodded. Keeping one hand round her mouth I ran my other hand over her nipples, pulling them roughly through the flimsy material. "Dressed like a whore and ready for fucking are we?" "Y-y-yes," she stammered, "Tony, is that you?" It suddenly struck me that she wasn't even sure if it was me running my hands all over her or some total stranger. I kept quite and ran my hand down under her short skirt to her cunt. It was dripping wet. I grabbed her smooth cunt mound and roughly caressed it in the palm of my hand before sliding my fingers up and down her crack. As soon as I made contact with her clit her legs gave way and she had the most intense orgasm.
As her orgasm subsided I turned her to face me. "Oh thank God, it is you." "Would it have made any difference, you hadn't a clue who was touching you up but you still came." The little bitch just looked me in the eyes as she started to undo my fly. "Ut ut, not yet," I said pulling away, "I've got other plans for you." I led her round the front of the block and into the men's toilet. "What are you doing, I can't go in there, what if a man comes in?" "Sweetheart, that's the whole idea." Reluctantly she followed me in. All the lights had been vandalised but once my eyes became accustomed, the streetlight made it easy to see. There was a long urinal running the length of one wall, a row of four cubicles on the other and two wash basins in the middle. The place stank of piss.
I led her to the urinal and made her hold my cock while I took a piss. She had great fun splashing it round, making patterns on the stainless steel. When she finished I pushed her up against the wash basin and undid the blouse exposing her tits. "TONY! Not here, what if someone comes in." She tried to push me off but I was much too strong and in no time had completely removed her top. She really loves nipple abuse and before she could protest further I grabbed both nipples and pulled them hard, tweaking them in my fingers as they stretched out. "Oh you bastard, that's so good." I slapped her tits before pulling hard on her nipples again. "You want to stay here until some one comes in?" "Ummm, no, come on lets go home and fuck." I twisted harder, alternating between slapping her tits and abusing the sensitive nipples. "C'mon my little slut, I thought you liked the idea of other men seeing you like this."
I took one nipple in my mouth and bit down hard, she loves this and it always makes her cum. I still had a nipple in my other hand and was now fingering her cunt with my free hand. Between bites I asked her again, "well, do you want to stay here until some one comes in, maybe we can let him join in," she was so close to coming, "tell me, yes or no." "Ohhh yesssss," she hissed in my ear coming all over my fingers. She was now perched on the basin, both tits on show and her legs spread wide, I stood back to admire the view. "Take your skirt off," I commanded and without a seconds delay she removed the short mini and threw it over to me. "OK, now I'm going to wait outside while you stay in here," "but what if some one comes in?" "That's your problem."
I hid in the bushes a few yards from the entrance and waited. It seemed like a life time but was only a few minutes before a guy came along. My heart leapt into my mouth as he entered the toilets. I waited a minute and followed him in, imagining Sandi, completely naked except for the heels, standing near the urinal with his cock in her mouth. My own cock was bursting to get out at the thought. Boy, was I disappointed.
The crafty bitch had hid in one of the cubicles. I waited until the man left. "OK, you can come out now." Her heels made a click clack on the concrete as she opened the door and stood there shaking. I pulled her roughly by the nipples bringing her out into the open. "Bottled out huh, well ne..." I didn't get time to finish the sentence. Two men came into the toilet and stopped dead in their tracks. "Fuck me, is that what I think it is," the nearest one said peering through the gloom. "What's going on, are you alright Mam," his partner said a little too aggressively for my liking. "She's fine, we're just having a bit of fun, aren't we dear," "y-y-y-yes, fine, really, we ere, we were ere just playing around a bit."
The two men were both about mid thirties and with Sandi backing me Mr aggression calmed down. They both moved closer and were looking Sandi up and down, her naked from clearly visible in the gloom. "Why don't you join us, there's plenty here for all of us and she does like to play, don't you sweetheart." Although it was mid summer I could feel her body trembling as I stood behind her exposing her naked body to these two strangers. Reaching round in front, I pulled on her nipples again. "She really loves this," Sandi closed her eyes and moaned, "You feel her cunt, you'll soon see." The guy nearest to us stepped forward and reached out to her cunt mound. "Hey, she's shaven," he said turning to his friend. He continued to feel her up while I pulled her tits about. Sandi laid her head back on my shoulder and closed her eyes, moans of pleasure escaping her lips as our fingers worked on the most intimate parts of her body. The other guy moved in and I let him take over tweaking her nipples. I whispered in her ear, "Do you like it?" "Oh yes," "you want more? Shall I let them fuck you?" I didn't need to ask twice. For the third time that night she came on some ones fingers, her legs buckling and a string of obscenities streaming from her mouth. "Oh Fuck! I need some cock, fuck me you bastards, now!"
They bent her forward and as one guy grabbed her hips and forced his cock up her dripping cunt, his friend held her head and raped her mouth. There was no finesse, just pure sexual lust. All three of them were groaning and it wasn't long before the guy in her mouth exploded. He held her head hard down on his cock as spurt after spurt filled her throat. "Oh Yeah, suck it you fucking whore," he said milking the last drops into her willing mouth. His friend wasn't far behind and with a roar he too filled her with spunk. We left the two startled guys standing in the toilet as I steered a naked and spunk filled Sandi back towards the RV.
My mind was reeling with the thought of what had just happened and the fact that she was now walking totally naked under the street lights back towards the camper. Anyone looking would get a clear view of her body complete with glistening cunt and thighs. "That was incredible, now it's my turn," I said walking slightly behind her admiring the view. We were no more than ten feet away when I saw him, an old boy clutching a bottle in a brown paper bag swaying along near to the RV. His clothes said he wasn't a tramp, just some ones husband or father who liked his liquor. Sandi had seen him too and was busy trying to snatch her clothes back. I simply held them above my head at arms length. "Tony, quick, give me my clothes before he sees us." He was now just five feet away, taking a healthy swig from the bottle. "Tony, please..." Too late. The old boy stopped in his tracks and looked, first at Sandi and then at me. It was as though his pickled brain couldn't quite register what he was seeing.
He staggered towards Sandi looking her up and down. "Haven't had a woman for years," he suddenly said, looking from Sandi to me, "not one like this anyhow." He reached out and brushed his fingers over her left tit. She just stood there, I'm not sure whether she was in shock or just resigned to the fact that there was nothing she could do. "Shlees a fine looking woman," the drunk slurred, now running his hand over both tits. I unlocked the RV and threw Sandi's clothes inside. "Why don't we get a little more comfortable," I suggested, steering Sandi towards the door. "Tony, please, not him, oh God please." As she stepped up into the RV the old boy was right behind, this time running his hands all over her arse. As she reached the top step he slapped her hard across one cheek. She yelped but didn't move. He slapped her again on the other cheek. Again she yelped but stayed put.
Now I know she loves it rough and adores having her arse slapped, but to stand naked in the open doorway of an RV in a public parking lot while some old drunk slaps you about, this was too much. I ushered them both inside and closed the door. The old boy was still slapping her cheeks as she moved into the lounge area and she fell face down on the sofa. Red marks were forming on her arse cheeks but even more amazing was the amount of pussy juice mixed with fresh spunk running down her thighs. "Hey," said the old boy holding his sticky hand up, "some body been here already!" With each slap Sandi was moaning louder and louder. Taking this as a sign of consent, he eventually put the bottle down and started to finger her cunt, still slapping her with the other hand. "Yessss, yessss, oh yessssssssssssss."
Her whole body shook as he brought her to orgasm. He stopped slapping her and simply rammed three fingers into her wet hole as her arse lifted off the sofa. He small frail body looked like it was suspended on his fingers buried in her cunt. She moaned and thrashed about for what seemed like ages before settling flat on her stomach. "Are you alright?" I asked her, "you kidding me, that was fucking incredible," she replied, a big grin across her flushed face. "Get on your knees you little whore, I'm going to fuck your brains out."
Sandi moved onto all fours giving me easy access to her dripping cunt. As I slid my cock up her I was totally amazed to see her undoing the old boys fly and fishing his cock out. Without a single hesitation she took it into her mouth and started to suck like mad. Our drunken friend just laid back and shut his eyes. "Yeah, go on slut, suck his old cock, make him cum in your whores mouth." The whole evening had turned me on so much, my poor brain was on erotic overload and I was already on the verge of coming. The thought of my naked wife being fucked at both ends by two guys in a public toilet and then letting this drunken down and out finger her cunt and slap her arse was too much to take. Ramming my cock up her as deep as possible I shot what felt like gallons of warm sticky cum up her well used hole. It seemed to go on forever as I watched her suck the guys cock. Eventually my limp cock plopped out, followed by globs of white gooey spunk.
Sandi was still sucking the guy's cock and making purring noises in the back of her throat. As I sat back I saw for the first time just how big this guy was. She'd taken most of his prick down her throat but was struggling on the last three to four inches. I could see why, he was so thick. As she pulled back at least ten inches of stiff cock sprung free. Sandi jumped up and straddled his cock. "Gotta have this in my cunt," she said, an expression of pure lust on her pretty face. She sat astride him facing towards me and I watched as she lowered her dripping pussy over this guy's large cock and slowly sat down on it. When it was fully home she had such a look of triumph on her face. "Oh god, he's so big." I stood in front of her and offered my slimy juice covered cock to her mouth. She sucked me completely in and started giving me the best tongue wash I'd ever had, all the time riding his oversized prick.
"Oh man you look like such a slut, riding some drunken old man, I bet you really love his big prick don't you slut." "Yeah, it feels so good," she replied, releasing my now growing cock for a minute. I forced my cock back into her mouth and reached down for her nipples. As I pulled and twisted Sandi just came and came, grinding her cunt down hard on his prick while deep throating me to another mind blowing orgasm. There was no way I was going to cum again so I settled down and watched the show. The old boy was holding her hips, helping her to ride up and down on his large cock. It wasn't long before he was making her speed up eventually holding her tight he shot his load inside her.
I saw the old boy down the steps making sure he had his bottle and then drove us home. Sandi was completely shagged out so I carried her from the RV to the bedroom. I took her heels off and placed her naked well used body under the covers. "Well my little fuck slut, did you enjoy your special evening?" I asked curling up beside her, "hmmmmmmm, you'll have to surprise me more often."
And I did...
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Harry Houseman's the name, property's the game. I guess I'm what you'd call a landlord. Mostly it's flats, but I got my finger in a number of other developments, renovating old houses, a bit of prostitution, that sort of thing. But it's the flats and bedsits that give me the most pleasure.
I'm 58, slightly balding, some would say I'm fat, although I prefer the term cuddly, I stand 5'8" in my socks and for the last ten years I've had more sex with more young chicks than I can remember. I guess I was lucky when they handed out the dicks cause mines a good ten inches and as thick as your wrist, tell you what, the bitches love it.
Being a landlord gives you a certain amount of power over your tenants. You decide who you want and how much they will pay, if they can't pay then it's, "sorry lady, your on yer bike", unless of course...? All my flats are rented to single women or young couples, no kids and no pets. It's amazing the things you find rooting through other peoples drawers. Sexy photo's, dildo's and vibrators, but my favourite is the underwear drawer. I just love feeling those sexy bra's and panties.
Typical tenants were the young couple in the top floor flat of a house in High Wycombe. He was some sort of photographer and she was a sexy blond bombshell. I'd fancied her from day one but like all good things, you only have to wait. I'd arranged to call round and fix a leaking tap but when I got there they were out. No problem, I used my spare key and let myself in.
The guy had his own darkroom set up in the small kitchen and I couldn't believe my luck. Hanging up over the drainer were about 30 pictures of his him and his wife in various sexual poses. She was wearing black thigh high boots with a very high heel, black stockings and suspenders and her tits were dangling over the top of an under the nipple bra. There were several shots of her with her legs spread wide showing a beautiful shaven pussy. In others he was fucking her in various positions. But my favourite was one of her, laid back on the sofa, legs spread wide with two fingers up her cunt bringing herself off. She had her eyes shut tight and looked like she was in the middle of coming big time. I took if of the peg and shoved it in my pocket. It took about ten minutes to change the washer and I was just packing up when the front door opened.
"What the hell do you think your doing?" It was the guy, and he wasn't too happy finding me with all his porny pictures. "Steady Son, I'm only here to fix the sink, you were aware I was coming, I spoke to your missus on the phone." You should have seen his face. I looked at the pictures, "bit of all right your missus, wouldn't mind some of that meself." He tore the pictures down and threw them in the drawer. The poor sod was bright red and didn't know where to put himself. "Tell you what, if she ever fancies a real man you let me know." I left quickly.
I looked at that picture for months and was trying to figure a way of getting in her knickers. Every Friday was rent day and I would look at her imagining her dressed like a whore with her lovely young lips round my cock. I knew she didn't like me but that just made it more interesting.
Well, eventually the chance came. I called at the flat as usual on Friday and was greeted by the bitch at the door. "Oh, Mr Houseman, please come in." This was unusual, normally he would pay on the doorstep and that was that. I soon found out why. The guy had broken his foot or something and was sitting with it in plaster. "As you can see, Tony's broken his ankle which means he can't work. It's left us a bit short this week and we were wondering if we could pay you double next week." This is how it normally starts and I'm not totally unreasonable. "Tell you what," I said scanning the room for things of value, "I'll give you till next Friday or I take the TV and Hi Fi, now I can't say fairer than that can I." They weren't happy but reluctantly agreed.
When collecting the rent I always employed a couple of heavies, mostly coloured lads from the local gym. They offered protection from muggers but more importantly they kept the tenants on their toes. Everyone knew not to fuck with Harry Houseman and it was a reputation I did my best to enhance. When I called again the following week I took Barry with me, a big and I mean big black guy with a mean streak a mile wide.
Again, she opened the door and let us in. "Well, have you got the money?"
"Please Mr Houseman, we just need a little more time, the doctor says Tony's foot will be OK to walk on soon and he can get back to work. Please, can't you just give us another week?"
"Baz, go get the motor and load the telly and Hi Fi." Barry went off as instructed. "No, please, you can't do that."
"OK, then you keep the stuff and I'll get Barry and the lads to help you pack." She burst into tears. That's when you go for the kill, get them at there lowest point and there vulnerable, they'll consider anything. "Of course, there is an alternative," she bit, "what sort of alternative?"
"Well now, I take it your old man told you about the pictures?"
"Pictures, what pictures?" She looked at her husband, "Tony, what pictures?" The poor sod was coughing and spluttering trying to think of something to say. "You don't mean... oh my God, you mean he's seen ... how could you, when, how?"
She flew across the room and belted him one. He was spluttering excuses and she was threatening to do all sorts to him. "Oye, remember me. Right, it's dead easy really. Here's the deal. You get to dress up in all that sexy black stuff and I get to fuck you a couple of times a week until your back on your feet. I'll call Barry off and finish my rounds. You have a think about it. I'll be back about ten, it's up to you. Nice hi fi that." I left them to it.
Now this usually goes one of three ways. Either they do a runner leaving their stuff behind, they call the police or they give in. If they call the police then I simply get Barry and two or three other lads to say they were there the whole time and didn't hear anything like that. Of course, with there word against mine the police would take no action. I'd leave it to settle a few days then send the lads round at 4 o'clock in the morning. For some reasons they usually left the next day. One or two did do a runner but you can only carry so much. After the first time I'd leave Baz to guard the front door, that sorted it. In this instance, she decided to play ball.
I got back just after ten and the bloke opens the door. He starts to lay the law down but then the bitch comes out of the bedroom dressed like a fucking whore. Bingo! Now she starts to dictate terms but lets face it once you've got them this far you've won. "Listen sweetheart, we do this my way understand, if 'Arry wants two fucks a night then he gets two fucks a night right." She nodded her consent, her big tits wobbling around trying to get out of the under the nipple bra. Christ she was gorgeous, I was going to enjoy this. I grabbed her by the nipples and pulled her towards me. "I've waited a long time to play with these babies."
Now I've never been one to rush things, so when you get a little darling like this, you make the most of it. I really enjoyed touching her up, feeling her nice big titties and playing with her cunt and arse. It was even better watching her old man sit there taking it all in knowing that he wanted to kill me but couldn't. I was in total control and this fucking slut was going to do everything I told her. I must have run my hands all over the little slut while telling her husband what a whore she was and what I was going to do to her. Then I slipped the panties down exposing the nicest shaven snatch you've ever seen.
"Cor fuck me, looks like it's hardly been touched," I said to her old man as I peeled the lips apart. Kneeling in front of her I forced her legs apart and started to run my tongue up her slit, this always gets em going whether they like it or not. Then I start with the old fingers up the hole trick. First one, then when that gets nice and wet you add another. Two fingers up their cunt and a tongue on their clit and they've no chance. Within minutes the little bitch was coming. "There you go son, told you she'd like it." I lowered her down and made her sit on the sofa, legs spread wide. I reckon that's one of the most humiliating positions you can put a woman in. With her legs spread then every things on show, you can see every little contraction her cunt makes and watch her juices start to flow. "Now you play with it, let uncle 'Arry watch as you make yourself cum."
Fuck me she was good. The little slut just lay there, eyes shut tight while she went to work on her cunt and clit with both hands. She was even spreading the lips open, exposing her clit while she rubbed it. I started to strip off while I watched, my cock was begging to be let loose but I like to keep the best to last if you know what I mean. She started shaking and moaning and her little fingers were working overtime, even her old man was spellbound. Eventually she came, fucking juice all over her fingers and the sofa, she came in buckets.
"Good girl, now the fun really begins, suck this." I love this bit, the look on their faces when they see my cock. She just stared at it. "C'mon sweetheart, it won't bite." I grabbed her hair and forced her face onto my cock. Her old man was sat behind so he couldn't see it, hee hee, big surprise to come for him then. She struggled to get the end in her mouth but it's amazing how stretchable the skin is. Soon she had 4-5 inches in and I was hitting her gag reflexes. Now I've done this lots of times and I've never once found a bird that could deep throat a cock. All this bullshit you read but take it from me there's not many that can do it. Mind you, once uncle 'Arry's been there, well, they don't have much option do they. I simply held her by the hair and rammed it into her throat.
They go fucking ballistic the first time, coughing and choking trying to push you off. They've got their hands on your thighs trying to push you away and they can't throw up because your cocks blocking the pipes, trouble is they can't breathe either so they think your suffocating them. The trick is to hold them tight until they stop struggling, then release them for a minute. They gasp for breath a couple of times then you shove it back in. They soon learn to take a deep breath between strokes. The really good bit is, as your cock goes down their throat, they automatically tighten their muscles. Take it from me, there's nothing like fucking a woman's throat. It took about ten strokes to bring me off.
I always fire the first few shots down their throats, then pull out until my knobs in their mouth, this makes sure they get to taste it. Most of em try to swallow but I come lots, and most of it ends up dribbling down their chin. I like this because the old man gets to see his pretty wife with a mouth full of my cum. It's amazing how many husbands I've found over the years that secretly love to watch there wives being degraded. I get to do all the things to them that they would love to do but were too shy to ask. Having said that, I'm not a bad bloke so I make sure the old man gets to join in, that way he can blame me for doing all those horrible things to her.
Most people think because I'm getting on, I won't be able to get it up twice. They obviously haven't heard of Viagra. One 100m tablet and I can fuck all night, well nearly. As I lay there recovering I heard the old man whispering to her, she told him not to worry, she had tired me out and I wouldn't be able to fuck her now. Wrong.
"Tell you what son, why don't you have a go while I get me breath back." Like I said, I like to involve the other half, makes it more interesting, besides, I like to make sure he hasn't got as much as me. In this case there was no worries. He had the standard six inches and about half as thick as mine. "Go on son, she gagging for it, shove it down her throat." He was a bit reluctant but by now the little bitch knew what to do and helped him out a bit. I bet it was the best blow job he's ever had. "Don't cum in her mouth son, I need you to lubricate that pussy for me." Withdrawing from her mouth he knelt between her legs and fed his cock up her cunt. I stood beside him wanking my cock back to its full length, you should have seen the look on his face. As he fucked his own wife he just stared at my cock. I bet he couldn't wait to watch her take it up her. It didn't take long for him to cum, but I'm not sure she did.
"OK son, time for a real man to take over." I took his place between her legs and rubbed my cock head up and down her slit. I used his spunk to lubricate my cock and slowly started to push it in. Something else I learned early on, if you make the bird enjoy it, she'll always come back for more, so no rough stuff, at least to start with. I pushed 5-6 inches in and then waited until she was used to the width, then I'd pull it out before slowly going in again, this time a little deeper. The bitch was murmuring and moaning all the time but never once did she try to push me off or say stop. I started to rub my thumb over her clit and instructed her husband to play with her nipples. With this added stimulus, she soon started to lubricate and it wasn't long before my whole 10" was buried to the hilt and she was pushing up for more. Now she was getting verbal.
"Oh yesssss, that's it, just like that, please, don't stop, faster, yes, yes, that's it." I started to tease her. I would let her get so close then stop dead. "Do you want me to stop?"
"No, oh please, don't stop, I'm so near, please Harry, please."
"So, you like my cock up your cunt then?"
"Yes, I love your cock, please Harry, fuck me, don't stop."
"Do I get to fuck you again, whenever I want?"
"Yes, anything, please Harry, fuck me, make me cum." She was pushing up against me trying to get me to fuck her again. "How much do you like my cock, tell me,"
"I love it, I really love,"
"better than your husbands?" This always does it, they know it is but with their husband there they can hardly say yes, can they.
I started to move again. "Tell me or I stop, it is better than your husbands?"
"Yes you bastard, it's better than my husbands, now for Christ sake FUCK ME!" That's what I wanted to hear, not only does it humiliate the husband but it puts me in total command. I started to slow down again, I love this game. "From now on you're going to be my slut right, my little fuck slave, tell me what you're going to be, tell your husband." This time she was so close to coming she'd have said anything. "I'm going to be your fuck slave, anything, anything you want."
"I can do anything I want to you, is that what your saying?"
"Yes, anything, just don't stop."
"How about I bring the boys round to fuck you, think you'll like that, some nice big black cock?" He eyes flew open and she literally buried herself on my cock as she came and came. "Yessssssssss," she screamed, her whole body shaking.
We put her on all fours on floor and I made the old man fuck her while I fed her mouth again. Every few minutes we would change position, making her lick the juices from our cocks. She came several times and I really started to think she just couldn't get enough. We both came again, him filling her mouth and me her cunt. Now the little slut wanted more and lying on her back started to finger herself again. Now even with Viagra you can't recover that quick. I went into the kitchen and found some carrots and a cucumber. We spent the rest of the night fucking her with them and making her lick them clean. By the time I left she had the cucumber buried in her cunt, her old man licking her clit and she was still begging for more.
Oh well, maybe next time I will bring the lads.
* * * * *
'Hazel pays the rent' for the original story.
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My wife Mandy is a real exhibitionist. That's probably why I married her. We met in a local night club a couple of years ago. She was sitting on a bar stool wearing a fairly short skirt that showed her stocking tops, very high heels and a black bra under a white semi transparent blouse. With long blond hair and brown come to bed eyes she was just pure sex. I made eye contact with her and smiling, she turned towards me on the stool. I could see straight up her short skirt to a completely smooth bare wet pussy, I was in instant lust.
We started dating and I quickly found out that the little bitch really got her kicks flashing to other men and it wasn't long before I had her out in the car flashing everything she had to truckers and van drivers. Afterwards we'd head home and fuck our brains out. Although she enjoyed flashing, it turned out I was only the second guy to ever fuck her.
After a few months she started to get more daring. She'd go out dressed in stockings, suspenders and high heels, no knickers or bra, her body concealed under a long coat. Once we were in the car, she would throw the coat onto the back seat and sit there playing with her tits and cunt. Every time we passed a truck she'd lean back in the seat and really go to town on her pussy. "Is he watching me?" She asked as I stayed level with a large semi, "watching, he's almost waving his prick out the window! ohhhhhhh, yeah, I'm gonna cum." I'd stay level just long enough for the trucker to witness her orgasm before flooring the loud peddle and heading for home. She'd be undressing me before the front door was closed and begging me to fuck her.
"You little slut, you really love other guys seeing your cunt don't you? Hmm, you bet, feel how wet I am." My cock slid in without touching the sides and her nipples were so hard I could feel them poking into my chest. "How'd you like to fuck one of those truckers? Get you up in his cab dressed like this while he does what he likes to you, do you want that?" I fucked her harder. "Oh yeah, I'd love it. You really want to be fucked by some total stranger in the back of his lorry?" She was pushing her hips up to meet my thrusts and grinding her clit against me, it was only a matter of seconds before she would be coming. "C'mon babe, tell me, do you want that to happen, for real? Yesssssss, oh yes, I really want it." I'd never felt so much juice spill out over my cock and balls. As she came she held me tight, forcing my cock in deeper while biting into my shoulder.
As we lay there recovering I asked her again. "Would you really like that to happen?" She looked me in the eye. "What, you want to watch me being fucked in the cab of a lorry, is that it? Don't twist it round, I'm asking you if that's what you'd like. Hmm, if the guy was young, fit and good looking with a big cock," she grabbed my cock and squeezed, "than yeah, I'd give it a go, might be exciting." My cock started to stand to attention. "Looks like you'd like it too looking at the state of him. Fancy watching some stud fuck me, do you?" She was wanking me slowly back to life and the mere thought of her being fucked by some total stranger in the back of his lorry was making me harder than ever. "You bastard, you really do don't do? Right then, if that's what you want." She grabbed my cock and climbed on taking it straight to the hilt.
"How'd you like to see me doing this to him?" Her silky stockings were rubbing against my thighs and her big tits were swinging wildly as she rode me. "Would he like my big tits?" She asked catching them in both hands and tweaking the nipples. "What about my smooth cunt, do you think he'd like that?" I grabbed her hips and swung her round so that I was now on top. "So you gonna do it then? You bet. You little slut, you gonna dress like this and spread your legs for him? Oh yes, I'll show him everything, he can do what he wants to me. You gonna suck his cock, let him play with your big tits and nice smooth pussy? Hmmm, I'll let you watch as he spunks in my mouth and then fucks my cunt, you'd like that wouldn't you, you like seeing me acting like a slut, don't you?"
We were both reaching the point of no return and all the dirty talk just made it all the better. Getting up on my arms, I looked down on her. "You fucking whore, I'm going to hold you down while he fucks your cunt and mouth. Yessssssss." Be both came together. Christ what a fuck.
During the next few weeks this became our fantasy every time we made love. Due to work commitments we didn't get much flashing done but our sex life just got better and better. Although nothing was said, we both knew that on our next venture something special was going to happen.
April and we were of to Las Vegas for a weeks break. The weather wasn't exactly warm at that time of year and it didn't take much persuasion to get her to dress real sexy and pose for some pics. We'd driven away from the main drag and out into the mountains. Mandy was wearing a loose fairly short wrap round skirt with stockings and heels and one of those wrap round tops without a bra. It simply tied together under her tits leaving her midriff bare and showing a lot of cleavage. She looked really sexy but elegant with it and got lots of admiring glances from people we passed on the way. Being in a foreign country she was a bit reluctant to flash everything but still managed to show a bit of stocking top getting in and out of the car.
We arrived at a parking area at a place called Indian Springs and to our delight saw three big rigs parked up at the far side. "How about some sexy poses on one of those?" I suggested. We parked near by and checked out the area. It was late afternoon and most people had headed back for the strip. The trucks looked empty so I got her to do some sexy pouting stuff up against the big chrome fenders. This led to her tits out and finally, after another quick look round I suggested she climb up on the running board as thought she were entering the cab. With both tits showing she stood on the truck and raised her skirt slightly giving me a clear view of her stockings and bare pussy. I shot a role of film and was just loading a new one when we heard a voice.

"I hope your not thinking of stealin' my wheels." Mandy quickly tucked her tits back in her top and smoothed the short skirt down over her stockings. The guy had crept up from behind the truck and caught us completely by surprise. He was about 35 years old, slim and fit looking wearing Levis and a cowboy hat. "Hey, I'm ere sorry , we were just taking some pictures of your truck, we don't get anything quiet like this in the UK, hope you don't mind? English huh? Here on vacation?" We made small talk for a few minutes while all the time our new friend eyed up Mandy's curvy body. He introduced himself as Matt. "How'd you like to see inside?" Matt asked, unlocking the door.
"Great, I can take some pictures looking down from the cab," I said climbing into the passenger. Mandy looked at me and winked as Matt helped her onto the first step. I moved over as her head came level with the passenger seat and was surprised when she just stopped there. She looked at me through half closed eyes and that dreamy look I knew so well filled her face. She gave a small, moan, still making no attempt to climb into the cab. "Hmmmm." I guessed what was going on and sure enough as I looked over her shoulder I could see Matt standing beside the door with his hand up her short skirt.
"How many fingers?" I asked her, "two", she replied smiling. Jumping out the driver's side I walked round and started to take pictures. "She's sure a fine lady," Matt said running his other hand up her legs, "and real wet too." He was working his fingers in and out of Mandy's cunt making obscene squelching noises. "Hey, like I hope you don't mind man, it was just there staring me in face. No problem, she loves it, can't you tell." Matt took this as his queue and running his other hand up higher started to work on her arse cheeks. Still slowly moving his two sticky fingers in and out of her cunt, Matt ran his other hand over each cheek, prying them apart exposing her little brown ring before gently easing a finger into her arse.
I got some great shots and eventually he had two fingers in each hole. Mandy was trashing around from side to side building up to her orgasm. "Oh fuck yes," she cried out, flooding Matt's fingers with cum juice. Before letting her into the cab, Matt insisted she remove the skirt. What a fantastic sight as her bare bum covered in cum juice leant over the front seat. Her legs looked a million miles long in the black stockings and her shaven pussy was just glistening.
The truck cab was huge with a sleeping compartment, TV, microwave, cool box, CD and just about every other creature comfort you could think of. "Wow, this things got just about everything," I said playing with the dial on the CB. "It has now," said Matt running his hands up Mandy's legs as he steered her into the sleeping compartment. I sat in the front and watched as Matt removed the blouse exposing both huge tits to his gaze. Mandy looked radiant as she lay there in just stockings and heels waiting for this handsome stranger to fuck her.
They kissed for ages as they explored each others bodies, Mandy slowly removing Matt's clothes until he too was completely naked. "My god it's huge," she said freeing his cock from his jockies. I fired of a couple of shots as his prick started to grow. She wasn't wrong, it was huge, well, compared to my 7" it was. I carried on filming as she tried to close her hands round it, her fingers struggling to meet. Then she leaned forward and started to take the purple head into her mouth, licking round the ridge and dipping her tongue into the hole before gobbling three to four inches into her hungry mouth. She just loves sucking cock and I guess the size of this one just got her carried away. Within a few minutes Matt was fighting for air and holding the back of her head he forced more and more into her willing throat. She still had both hands round his shaft and was working his cock like a pro. Her large tits were swinging as she knelt there sucking cock and forgetting the camera I leaned over and stuck a couple of fingers up her cunt. She must have been on the edge because as soon as I touched her swollen clit she came. "Hmmmm, oh yes." She took the cock from her mouth for a few seconds before diving back down on it and sucking for dear life. "Here it comes," said Matt holding her head with both hands. His whole body shuddered as he emptied his balls into my wife's willing mouth.
"Fantastic," said Mandy wiping spunk from her chin and licking it off her fingers, "I've got to have that cock up me." She was busy playing with Matt's limp prick with one hand and her pussy with the other. "Wow little lady, I need some time before I go again." Mandy was frantic, I'd seen her like this before, she just had to have some cock. Keeping her on all fours I climbed in behind her and within seconds was ramming my cock up her slippery passage as she tried to suck Matt's cock back to life. I was just nearing the vinegar stroke when a voice boomed out over the CB radio. "Hey Viper, you got your ears on? this here's Old Blue Boy, you gonna keep all that action to yourself or you up for sharing."
Matt sat up and looked into the truck parked next to us. Sure enough, there was a face with a smile a mile wide beaming from the window. Matt grabbed the Mike, "hey Old Blue Boy how long you been peeping on me? Long enough Brother, now do I get some of the action or should I let Marline know where you at?" Matt laughed, "Marlene's my old lady," he said by way of explanation, "old Bud and me go back a long way, what'ya say, we invite him over?" The thought of watching yet another guy fuck my pretty wife made my prick grow another half inch and with out thinking I started to slowly fuck her again. "Some ones keen," Mandy said forcing herself back against me, "yeah, the more the merrier," I said to Matt.
Bud turned out to be a little older than Matt and was in need of a shave. He was fit and lean and as he made himself comfortable in the passenger seat that big old grin lit up his face again. "If'en you getting tired then I'd be mighty pleased to take over." I realised that since he entered the cab, both Matt and I had stopped the action, I guess we were waiting for Mandy to say something. With Bud's prompting I started to fuck her in earnest while Matt encouraged her to suck him again. "Man, now that's a pretty sight, I like a girl know's her way round a cock," Bud said leaning over and cupping Mandy's tits in his hands, "wow, heavy mothers now ain't they," he said weighing them in his palms.
It was too much for me and as bud worked on her tits and Matt continued to fuck her mouth I exploded into her cunt. "Move over boy, let the dog see the rabbit, oh yes, old Bud here he just loves sloppy seconds, ain't that right Matt." I moved over to the drivers seat while Bud took my place. He simply lowered his jeans and slid right on in. "Oh yesssss," Mandy screamed, releasing Matt's cock from her mouth, "fuck me deeper, that's it, like that." She was really moaning as Bud fucked her from behind, grinding her hips back to meet him and shouting encouragement. Poor old Matt simply sat and watched, his cock hard again but temporally forgotten.
"Oh God yessssss, I'm coming, don't you dare stop, oh yessssssssssssss!" Bud held her hips as she came, keeping his cock buried to the hilt. "I think she's got a liking for old Buds cock," he said, that big grin filling his rugged but handsome face again, "OK if I fill her up some?" he asked looking at me. Before I could say a word Mandy was pushing back against him. "Yes, fill my cunt with spunk, I want to feel it spurting inside me." She looked at me as Bud began to fuck her again; her face said it all, she was in heaven. Matt and I watched as Bud increased his pace, sweat now running down his forehead. "Here it comes lady," he yelled, burying himself to the hilt. His body shuddered as he emptied his balls into her used cunt. Mandy was also coming, her head snapped back as the first spurts hit her cervix and her body shock from head to toe as her own climax shot through her.
Eventually, Mandy rested her head in Matt's groin while Bud pulled his semi limp cock out. Suddenly I could see why she had enjoyed it so much. Bud was at least ten inches long and much thicker than both Matt and myself. In fact, her cunt was so stretched open it was like looking into a black hole. As I watched, her cunt started to spasm and contract as globules of gooey white spunk started to run down her thighs. "Lady, you are something else," he said wiping his cock across her arse cheeks, "whew, your not bad yourself," she replied looking round at him.
I shot another role of film watching Bud and Matt pleasure my wife. By the time they were finished she was well satisfied and I had the best holiday photo's you've ever seen.
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It came as a real shock watching my Mother being used by three men, not only used, but actually enjoying it. I watched the video of her, Nolan, Grant and David many times over the coming week. The result, my arm got very sore and I must have shot my load hundreds of times.
She wasn't what you would call a loving Mother, sure she loved us, me and Dad, or at least I think so, no, she was more your social climber type, always egging Dad on to do better, holding diner parties to impress his boss or clients. In fact at times she could be so off hand that even the few friends I had refused to come to my house. In the end I joined the RAF simply to get away. But this was different. I hadn't ask to witness her performance and all I could think about was Dad.
Problem was, I was drawn to the video. The more I watched it the more I realised what a good looking sexy woman she was. It started to do my head in. "This is fucking crazy," I thought, I was starting to find my own mother attractive. But could I really see myself fucking her?
It turned out that David was Dad's boss and it was he who had used Mum's ambitions to turn her into a fuck slut. I don't know how it got started, but now, whenever customers were visiting he would make sure to send Dad away on business and then use Mum to entertain the clients. OK, so Dad got lots of sales and made lots of money, which Mum promptly spent on lots of new things for her, but the fact remained she had still become a total slut.
I couldn't get away the following weekend but I could get to the phone. I waited until just after 12:30 and called home. A man answered, "yes," I recognised David's voice, "O, hi, I'd like to talk to my Mother please." In the background I could hear the unmistakable sounds of Mum having an orgasm. "I'm sorry, you must have the wrong number." The bastard hung up. My imagination went into overdrive thinking about her dressed like a whore entertaining some Japanese businessmen. I wondered what she must look like on all fours with their little willy's filling her cunt and mouth.
After weeks of soul searching I decided to confront her, but first I wanted to watch, just one more time. It wasn't difficult to pick a date, I simply phoned Dad and asked him when his next business trip was. "David's got me visiting people in Germany next week, I leave on Thursday but should be home by Saturday though if you fancy going for a pint." Great, that left Friday night.
I got to the house early and parked up a few blocks away, sure enough, just as it got dark David pulls up and five minutes later there off. From what I could make out she had a short skirt on this time. Giving them a few minutes, I entered the house and set about hiding the mini cams. Technology is incredible these days and I'd borrowed these devices from a mate in the RAF photographic section. They're normally used for close circuit intelligence surveillance and look a bit like mini endoscopes only the picture is transmitted back to a base unit, a bit like a radio mike. You can zoom the picture and pan the camera angle. The cameras are about the size of a biro with a cigarette packet sized transmitter connected by a thin cable. They record sound and vision in full colour.
I set one in the bookcase facing across the room and the other in a display cabinet facing down the room. Back in my bedroom I set up the video monitor and mixer. This would allow me to cross fade from one camera to the next or record two pictures at the same time, sort of picture in picture. There was nothing else to do now but wait.
The sound of the front door opening snapped me from a shallow sleep and I strained to listen through the closed door. I could hear several voices and for a minute thought they were coming my way. Suddenly the screen lit up as several small tables lamps were switched on illuminating the lounge. Two elderly men entered first followed by mum and David. Mum was wearing a fairly short skirt, blouse and high heels. Again, she seemed slightly tipsy as she took up a seat between the two men on the sofa. David sat in the chair opposite.
It all looked a bit strained as they sat there making small talk, as though no one wanted to make the first move. I could see David and mum exchanging glances but the two men seemed content to simply sip their drinks and talk shop. They were both extremely well spoken, probably ex public schoolboys but seemed totally out of there depth as far as this situation was concerned. Eventually David got up and put some smoochy music on. "Rita, why don't you give John and Paul a little show." Mum got the message and standing in front of the two men went into what I can only describe as a very erotic dance routine. Through half closed eyes she pouted her ruby lips at them as she ran her hands over her ample body, paying special attention to her tits. Then, very slowly she lifted the short skirt, up one thigh at a time, giving tantalising views of her black stockings and lacy suspender belt.
The two men sat spell bound as she started to unbutton the blouse, exposing more and more deep cleavage. With the blouse completely discarded she started on the skirt. Undoing the button on the side and lowering the zipper before wiggling her hips making it slid to the floor. I wasn't sure about them I was sure as hell getting horny. I now had a full frontal unobstructed view of my mother dressed in a silky black bra that really pushed her tits up and out, tiny black panties that only just covered her shaven cunt, suspender belt, stockings and high stiletto heels. She was standing with her legs apart, arms raised, piling her long hair up and holding it above her head before letting it slowly cascade down over her neck and shoulders again. I made a mental note to produce a picture from that frame.
Switching to the other camera I could see the expression on the two guy's faces as they watched the show. Both had very prominent bulges in their trousers which they tried to straighten from time to time. David sat there with a permanent smirk on his face. I mixed in the picture from the other camera giving me the full frontal again with a small picture in the top corner showing the two men.
Mum leant forward as she undid the bra, allowing both full tits to swing free right in front of their faces. It was too much for Paul and he reached out and grabbed a handful. Mum simply stayed in this position while he played with her nipples and weighed her tits in his hands. "Oh my, these are lovely," he said leaning up to suck a nipple. Not to be outdone, John claimed the other tit, holding it still as he too sucked on the nipple. Holding both men to her tits mum straightened up bringing all three of them to a standing position. The two men had there hands everywhere, feeling her up through her panties, running their hands up her stockings, letting their fingers trace the outline of her cunt and arse through the thin material. She looked like she was loving it. She stood there with her eyes closed making little groans and murmurs, her hands on the back of their heads holding them to her tits while shouting encouragement. .
"That's it boys, suck on my big titties." One of the men removed her panties and both stood back to admire her shaven cunt. "Now that is nice," John said gently rubbing his fingers across her prominent mound before cupping it in the palm of his hand, "and so smooth, you really are a naughty girl aren't you." With John's hand monopolising mum's cunt, Paul started on her arse, gently parting the cheeks and probing with his fingers for her hole. "David tells us you like it up both holes, it that right my dear?" Mum simply groaned as his finger penetrated her arse. "I'm looking forward to finding out," Paul said adding another finger. I switched to the other camera and got a good side view of mum standing erect with two fingers up each hole. Both men were frigging her like crazy and it wasn't long before her knees buckled and her first orgasm swept over her. "My, my, she does get very wet doesn't she," John said removing his fingers from her cunt and offering them to her mouth. Without hesitation she licked them clean. "Bet she won't lick these," said Paul taking his fingers from her arse. Looking him in the eyes mum grabbed his hand and slowly but deliberately licked both fingers. The two men were gobsmacked.
"I told you," said David, "she'll do anything you want." Laying back on the sofa she teasingly played with her cunt as both men stripped off. "OK big boys, now you've got it nice and wet who's first," she asked spreading her legs even wider. Paul was there like a shot and positioning himself on the floor between her legs he rammed his cock straight up her and started banging away. "Oh yes, that's lovely, fuck me with that nice big cock, hmmmm, your so good." It seemed to me that mum was really hamming it up but it did the trick and within seconds Paul was grunting like a pig as he shot his load. John almost pushed him out of the way in his rush to fuck her and taking his place he too rammed his cock up her and continued from where Paul left off. He lasted a little bit longer and did succeed in making mum cum again before he too shot his load.
"Lets turn her over, I want some of that arse," said Paul stroking his cock, trying to get it hard again. "Paul," said David, "why don't you let the slut suck it, that will get you hard again." Mum shot a look at David before getting on her knees and taking Paul's cock into her mouth. As I knew from the first time I saw her giving head, she was pretty experienced and it didn't take long before Paul was rock hard. "OK, now turn over, I want that arse hole." Mum laid face down on the sofa with her arse sticking high in the air while Paul did his best to penetrate her hole. "Try spitting on it," said mum, fed up with his attempts to dry fuck her. Paul did as instructed and this time his cock went in easily. "Ohhh yes," said mum pushing back against him, "that's much better."
"Oh Paul, you really know how to fuck, does it feel nice and tight, do you like fucking my arse?" Again, she really went overboard with the verbal assault and within minutes Paul was filling her arse with spunk. "My God, that's it for me," he said pulling out and falling back on the floor exhausted. John was about to take his place when David suggested they double up. "I don't think I've done that before," said John, "how does it work?" David got mum to suck his cock for a few minutes before lying on his back on the floor. Mum knew exactly what to do and with an air of indifference she straddled his cock. "OK John, now you get behind her and fuck her arse." John followed David's instructions and with Paul's spunk lubricating the way he easily slid his cock in. "I say, this is jolly good fun," the pompous old git said, holding onto my mother's hips while he reamed her rear door. David was content to lie there with his own buried up her cunt and let John enjoy himself.
"Oh yes, that's it John, fuck your nice fat cock up my arse, does it feel good, can you feel David's cock up my cunt?" Again, mum was really going for it, talking dirty and pushing back against him until he too couldn't hold out any longer and filled her with spunk. David made her sit on the sofa while he fucked her good and hard, putting on a show for the two men. As he came, he pulled out and stood over her covering her face, hair, tits and cunt with jet after jet of warm sperm. "That's when she looks her best," he said addressing the two men, "covered in spunk, looking like a real whore."
John and Paul decided they couldn't handle any more excitement and after cleaning themselves up they hurriedly said there goodbyes and left. Mum just stayed on the sofa, legs spread wide with David's spunk running down her body. The minute the two guys were gone he turned on her. "You fucking bitch, you think I don't know what you were doing, all that dirty talk, you knew they wouldn't last long didn't you, you did everything you could to make them cum quickly." Mum glared at him. "Just because I go along with your perverted little games doesn't mean I have to enjoy it. You bring two old men back to fuck me and you think I'm going to like it. Why do you think I have to get pissed first? Anyway, they weren't complaining, the old bastards got what they wanted so what have you got to shout about."
"I promised them a real proper show. We both know your just a fucking slut, you love cock so don't tell me you don't, you can't get enough." Mum was getting mad. "You think I really enjoy your pathetic little cock, you blackmailed me into this, I do it because I have no choice, now get out!" Mum stood up and tried to push David towards the front door. He suddenly grabbed her in an arm lock, his other hand round her throat, "I'm going to teach you some manners you fucking whore........" That was the last thing he said before hitting the deck. Two more blows and he went out like a light.
"T-T-T-Tony," mum stuttered, "what are you doing here?" "It's a good job for you I was, this guy meant business." "Oh my god, you must have seen everything." She started to cry, and I mean really cry. I wasn't sure what to do, in all my 21 years I'd never seen her cry before, but I guess instinct took over and I cradled her in my arms. "Shssssssh, it's all right mum, really." Her whole body was shaking as sob after sob racked through it. I held her tight and caressed her hair, trying to reassure her.
"My God, what must you think of me?" My hand strayed down her naked shoulder and suddenly I felt my self getting aroused. This was insane, I was doing my best to console her and getting a hard on. I looked down, taking in the sight of her black stockings and suspenders, her high heels, the traces of spunk in her hair and round her face. Both my hands were now rubbing her shoulders, her neck and the back of her hair. She stopped crying and as she looked up into my face it seemed the most natural thing in the world to kiss her. A full lingering kiss, exploring each others mouths with our tongues. Her hands went down to my groin and she started to rub the growing bulge in my jeans, undoing the buttons and zip allowing my swollen member to spring free.
I kicked my jeans and underpants free as mum removed my tee shirt from over my head. We sank to the floor, still locked in a passionate embrace, our breathing coming harder. I broke off the kiss and dived for her tits, taking a full bloated nipple into my mouth, my other hand feeling my mother's naked wet cunt. I tasted the salty spunk on her nipples reminding me of how she had just been used. I was overcome with lust as I traced my tongue down across her stomach and on to her cunt; breathing in the mixed aroma of fresh spunk and pussy juice, it was so intoxicating. I licked her cunt lips, enjoying the taste before flicking her clit with my tongue.
Suddenly, my cock was enclosed by a warm silky mouth as mum's lips took me in and buried me deep in her throat. As her lips clung to the base of my shaft her throat contracted around the head causing exquisite sensations to run through my body. Never before had I been so totally engrossed in the sexual feeling I was experiencing now. I returned my attention to her clit, licking and nibbling, all the time thinking of the use she had just been put through. With my mind on maximum overload I blasted a fresh load of cum deep into my Mothers throat. I revelled in the feeling as her lips and tongue sought to drain the last few drops from me. I was even more amazed that after such a mind blowing orgasm, my cock remained hard.
Without talking, mum led me into the bedroom and simply lay on the bed with her legs wide open. It was like a drug, I didn't see her as my mother anymore, just an object to be used and fucked. Her big tits looked red and abused, her makeup was smeared over her face and her hair was covered in spunk and sticking to her face. With her legs spread wide her cunt looked so inviting. I ran my hands from her high heels, up her stockings to her wet pussy, all the time looking at her sexy face. "Fuck me," she mouth silently, reaching out for my cock as I climbed between her legs. I slid in easily and enjoyed the feel of her warm wet cunt as it sucked me in. I fucked her with long slow strokes, using my fingers on her clit and my mouth on her nipples. I could feel her start to shake as her orgasm built and speeded up slightly.
"Ohhh Tony, oh yessssss." She was clinging to my back and pushing her pelvis up against me. My cock was buried to the hilt as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure ran through her. Without speaking, I withdrew my rock hard cock and laying behind her in the spoons position I fed it into her arse. This was even wetter and warmer than her cunt. The two loads of spunk already deposited there made it slippery but still tighter than her cunt. Leaving it completely buried I reached round and played with her clit. She would clench her muscles causing exquisite sensations to run down my cock and I would respond by making it throb inside her. That was it, I simply had to fuck, and fuck hard. I turned her over onto her stomach and going up on my arms started to ram my cock in and out of her tight arse. She was pushing back to meet me and now had her own hand underneath her playing with her clit. When I looked down I saw mum's arse cheeks covered in spunk and pussy juices, my own cock was dragging Paul and John spunk out of her, coating my entire shaft.
Suddenly, she was just an object of disgust, this filthy whore who I called mum, that allowed old men to fuck her. This slag who let men use all her holes, who enjoyed being used like the slut she was. All these thoughts raced through my mind as I looked at the back of her head, her arse with my cock ramming up it, her stockings, held up by that sexy suspender belt and those high heels that made her legs look sooooooo long. I came, jet after burning jet shot up through my cock filling her arse for the third time that night. She lay still, face down on the bed as I pulled my cock from her ravaged arse.
When I eventually looked up, David was standing in the doorway, his digital camera connected to his mobile phone.
To Be Continued...
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I don’t know how it happened, one minute we were on honeymoon on a tropical paradise island, the next we were caught up in a violent revolution. The holiday offer sounded fantastic, two weeks in a small cottage on the far side of the island, our nearest neighbour was over two miles away and the maid only called in Monday’s and Friday’s.
We arrived on Saturday and spent the weekend swimming, eating, drinking and making love, it was pure heaven. However, all that changed when on Tuesday morning a report came over the radio that rebel forces had killed the president and were now busy looting. According to the latest CNN reports several tourist had been caught up in the fighting and reports were coming in of people being killed and raped.
“The only thing we can do is to stay away from the city, lay low and hope that the authorities come looking for us,” I said to Sandi my new wife. Of course she was petrified but I pointed out that the city was over 8 miles away and who apart from us would want to come to a remote part of the island. To please her, I barricaded the doors and windows and that night we made sure we kept all the lights off. Sure enough, the next morning it was all over with government troops overthrowing the rebels, dispersing them into the hills and forest. With some relief we started to dismantle the barricades. As Sandi opened the front door, the rebel gunmen burst in. “Get down on the floor,” a large black man shouted, pushing us into a corner of the room, “if anyone moves, I shoot dem.”
When faced with a large black guy with a riffle you tend to go along with whatever he says. Several more men entered the building and started to search the place. “How many people here?” the leader asked, “just us,” I replied. The black guy dragged me to my feet and hit me hard in the guts with the butt of his riffle, “I ask you again, how many people here?” “Just us,” I managed to splutter, pain racking my body. At that moment the others returned and confirmed that the house was indeed empty except for us. The big guy seemed to relax a little and let me rejoin my frightened wife. “Stay there,” he commanded.
I counted five soldiers plus the leader. Once happy that the place was secure, they helped themselves to food and drink, leaving us crouched in one corner of the room. The cottage was well stocked with food and wines and within a few hours they were all very merry. I noticed several of them eyeing up my wife and pulling her towards me I did my best to protect her from there stares.
Sandi was dressed in a white bikini and a transparent wrap round which showed off her small body to perfection. Her tits, although not big, looked very inviting through the semi transparent material and her nipples could be clearly seen. Eventually, one of the men approached. “You, up,” he pointed his riffle at Sandi. She clung to me desperate to get away from him. He simply reached down and grabbed her roughly by the arm. As I jumped to her defence I felt a sharp blow to the back of my head and went out like a light.
I don’t know how long I was out but as I came round I saw my lovely young wife, now totally naked sitting with a group of soldiers a few yards away. They were making her drink whiskey from a bottle while others were exploring her body with their hands. I tried to sit up but found that my hands and legs were bound.
Apart from the odd glass of wine, Sandi doesn’t drink so in no time at all she was drunk. The two men sitting each side of her took turns pulling on her nipples making then stand out. She may have small tits but the nipples are so sensitive that she can come merely by me tweaking them. The fact that she was responding had not gone unnoticed by her captors. A third soldier forced her long legs apart and started to examine her cunt, roughly probing with his fingers, making her jump in pain. I tried in vain to say something but my brain wasn’t responding, I could only sit and watch as the men raped her.
The leader was well and truly drunk and up until now had been content to watch. Now he stood up and undid his fly taking out a very large black cock. Grabbing Sandi by the hair he simply lifted her into a sitting position and forced his cock into her mouth. I could see her trying to focus on the large organ in front of her but the drink had taken its toll. Holding her tightly by the hair the big man laughed as he rammed his cock right down her throat, her nose pressing tightly into his crinkly pubic hair. With her air supply restricted she fought like a tigress trying to get him off her, but this just encouraged him more and he held her tight until she was on the verge of passing out. As her body went limp he released her, pulling his cock out allowing her to suck in some much needed oxygen. Once she’d sufficiently recovered, he repeated the process over and over again.
The other soldiers were busy abusing her tits and one was kneeling behind her trying to see how many fingers he could get up her cunt and arse at the same time. With a large cock buried in her throat Sandi could only moan as the men hurt her. Suddenly, the guy fucking her mouth grabbed her head with both hands and rammed his cock down her throat. I watched him shudder as he unloaded into her, his black arse cheeks clenching as his hot spunk was forced into her stomach. Satisfied with his blow job he threw her to the ground and said something to his men.
The man with his fingers up her cunt and arse lifted her up and held her off the ground suspended in mid air supported only by his fingers, her long legs dangling several inches of the floor. She screamed in pain until he let her down, removing his fingers and wiping them across her face and mouth. The men started to strip of and were all laughing and gibbering away in their native tongue. Compared to Sandi’s 5’2” frame, these men were giants, all well over 6’ and built like brick shithouses. One of them grabbed her by the hair and forced her to suck his cock. I couldn’t believe how big this guy was, it just grew and grew. Poor Sandi tried to please him but there was no way she could get more than a few inches into her mouth. In sheer frustration, the guy lifted her off the ground and positioned her over his cock.
The first few attempts missed and the other guys laughed out loud as his cock sprung around like a lost rabbit looking for its hole. Sandi looked terrified, she could feel his huge cock probing her cunt and arse and knew that it was only a matter of time before it speared her. Eventually he found his mark, his huge knob end penetrated her and I watched in awe as his long thick shaft disappeared up my wife’s cunt. “Oh my god, no, please, your too big, your hurting me, please, no more I beg you, please.” The guy fucking Sandi grabbed her hair and forced her to kiss him as he rammed even more cock up her unwilling cunt. With his big black lips crushing her mouth, he forced her down on his prick until every last inch was buried in her tiny hole. Holding her like she was a small child, and to the cheers of the others, he simply swung his hips back and forth bouncing her around on his prick. Eventually, he tired of this game and pushing her up against the wall he started to pummel into her, forcing the wind from her fragile body at every stroke. With a final push he held still filling my wife’s cunt with his seed. Satisfied for the moment, he simply pulled out and let her fall to the floor.
“Clean it,” he commanded forcing his slimly cock into her mouth. Sandi had no option and did as he said. As he finished, another guy picked her up and repeated the performance. This time she clung to his neck as he paraded her round the room impaled on his cock. Her eyes were half closed and she was whimpering each time his cock went right up her. He said something to another of the soldiers who then got down on the floor and started to spread Sandi’s arse cheeks with his fingers. He was wiping the copious amount of spunk running from her cunt into her arse and ramming first one, then two fingers up her. “Oh no, not that, please,” pleaded Sandi as the other man stood behind her, his rigid cock poking at the entrance to her virgin arse. “Tony, please, help me……………….” My mind screamed out but nothing escaped my lips. I was forced to watch as the second guy slid his enormous black cock up my wife’s virgin arse. She was suspended off the ground with a cock up each hole, looking like a rag doll as the two men ravaged her. “Arghhhhhhhhh,” she screamed as he drove in deeper, tearing the flesh inside her arse. The more she screamed, the more pleasure he got and determined to hurt her pushed even deeper.
Sandi’s cries eventually subsided and both black men set about using her for their own satisfaction. Holding her upright, her small white body was crushed between their large black chests, supported by two very large black cocks up her cunt and arse. At one point, they both rammed together, causing her to cry out again. Then they took turns, one in, one out. Holding her between them, her feet at least a foot of the floor, they fucked her senseless, causing her to pass out as again she was filled with spunk.
Pleased with their work, they tied her wrist together and suspended her from a beam in the ceiling. Her limp body hung there, her feet only just touching the ground. The two that had just raped her went outside to relieve the two on guard. When they came in, Sandi was just coming round, her eyes trying to focus, lapsing in and out of consciousness, moans escaping her lips. The first guy ran his hands over her body, pulling hard on her nipples and slapping her arse. When he got no response he viciously tweaked her nipples, stretching them until her tits looked like long pieces of elastic. Sandi screamed.
The other guy said something and then removed his belt from his trousers. WHACK! He hit her hard across the buttocks with the leather belt. “Arghhhhhh,” Sandi cried out. Again and again he hit her. Marks started to appear across he white cheeks and thighs and at each stroke her body would twist round trying to deflect the blows. The second guy grabbed her ankles and forced her legs apart. WHACK! The leather belt hit her across her cunt lips, biting into the soft flesh. Again and again he aimed for her cunt, sometimes hitting his target, other times marking the soft white flesh of her soft thighs. Again, Sandi was going in and out of consciousness, screaming as the blow landed then hanging her head as the pain subsided.
One of the other men joined the group and said something causing them all to laugh and nod in agreement. Whatever they had planned couldn’t be worse then watching your newly married wife being viciously whipped. Cutting her down, one of the men lay on the floor, his massive black cock pointing skyward. The other two picked her up by her legs and arms and simply lowered her abused spunk filled cunt onto the cock. Once the first 2-3 inches were in, they just let her drop, her limp body taking the whole length in one go. Still semi conscious, she slumped forward, her small marked tits crushing against the black guys chest. The second guy knelt behind them and holding her hair for leverage he forced his cock up her torn arse. The two guys used their strength to move her up and down on their cocks bringing small moans from her lips. The third guy knelt at her head and unceremoniously rammed his cock down her throat. The bastard deliberately held it there until she started to fight for breath, her whole body twitching and shaking, giving immense pleasure to the three men raping her. He’d pull out at the last moment leaving her gasping for air. They continued this three way fuck for ages; sometimes the man fucking her arse would swap with the guy at her mouth, shoving his soiled cock into her abused throat.
Eventually, all three of them came, filling her unwilling body with yet more black mans spunk. As she lay there, the others took turns fucking whichever hole they felt like, leaving her covered with spunk, bruises and whip marks. One of them even left bite marks on her tits and thighs. When they could fuck no longer, they threw her on top of me and returned to their drinking spree.
With Sandi’s limp naked used body crashing down on top of me I passed out again. I was woken some time later by the sounds of gunfire. There were people shouting or screaming and loud flashes of light. Sandi wasn’t there; I began to panic. Still unable to move or talk I found myself being lifted onto a stretcher, a man in white coat was saying something like, “don’t worry, it’s all over, your safe.”
As they carried me through the door, I saw several dead black guys sprawled across the beach, I looked in vain for Sandi, my mind was still screaming but no sound came out. As they carried me into the ambulance I saw her. She was awake and talking to one of the doctors. She threw her arms around me and cried. I felt so close to her. Deep in my mind all I could think was, “I love you.” She looked at me through tear filled eyes and said, “I love you too.”
This story was inspired by a reader called Sandi who told me how much she enjoyed being used by two or more large black guys and how they actually did fuck her up both holes leaving her legs dangling off the ground. Now that I would LOVE to see!
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I’d just about given on my wife. Our sex life had become repetitive and boring but she either hadn’t noticed or didn’t care. I casually mentioned involving some one else but she ended up calling me pervert and other such names. I’d tried everything, ads on the web, magazines, I even enticed her into a swingers club, trouble was, as soon as she sussed it I was back to square one. My sex life was so boring I was even considering divorce.
Then I got this strange e-mail in response to an ad I had forgotten about. It read, “Saw your advertisement on Contact UK. I’m a tall well endowed educated doctor and think I may have the answer to your problem.” It ended with a telephone number.
I quickly scanned the contact site and sure enough, there was the ad I had placed a good six months earlier. It read, “Mature well endowed non smoker required to help seduce reluctant wife.” It described Helen in some detail, 5’6”, blond, brown eyes, 38DD tits and shaven pussy. Loves to dress to please but totally against swinging. Would require patience and cunning.
I’d received a lot of e-mails in the early days but they all lost the plot. It was the usual round of, “I’ve got a 10” cock and would love to shove it up your wife’s shaven cunt.” Not one of them understood the challenge and I’d all but given up. I didn’t bother replying to this ad but for some reason I didn’t delete it either. Over the next few days I kept thinking about it and eventually, when feeling particularly randy one afternoon I called the number.
“Dr Roberts,” a cultured voice answered. “Oh, hi, my names Tony, you replied to an advertisement I placed with Contact UK.”
“Ah yes, I’ve been expecting your call.” His voice was deep, confident and calm. We chatted for quiet some time and I explained my problem in some depth. We ended up arranging to meet that coming Saturday. “How will I know you?” I asked, “don’t worry, I’ll know you.” There was something strange about this guy but I just couldn’t place it and by Saturday I was all nerves. I arrived at the hotel a few minutes early and found a vacant table in the lobby. I was busy reading the paper when a deep voice said, “hi, you must be Tony.” I looked up to find the blackest man I had even seen. He wasn’t just brown, he was deep black. He stood about 6’3” and from what I could see he was very fit. “Dr Roberts, but please, call me Mathew.”
I was rather stunned, I hadn’t for one minute considered this guy might be black. His cultured voice did nothing to give it away and even the name, Roberts, sounded English. This was going to be hard enough but I knew there was no way Helen would even think about entertaining a black man. “Look, Dr Roberts, Mathew, I think I’ve wasted your time ….” He stopped me with a wave of his hand. “Don’t let my colour put you off, you have a problem and I have the answer, I promise you my friend, my colour will not come into it.” This guy was so self ensured I felt almost compelled to listen. “All we have to do is find a way of getting her to my surgery, I’ll do the rest.” We agreed on a plan where I would tell Helen that we had to attend a medical for our health insurance renewal, she fell for it hook line and sinker.
On the day in question she readily accompanied me to Dr Roberts office in London. He actually was a real Doctor with a practice in Harley Street. After 20 or minutes she came out. “How’d you get on?” I asked, “oh, he’s found something wrong with my blood pressure and put me on a course of tablets.” Dr Roberts called me in and explained that in addition to the tablets he had prescribed, I was to slip another pill into her drink about an hour before making love. He gave me a weeks supply and suggested we meet again the following Saturday in the same hotel. This time I was to bring Helen.
During the next few days, I secretly slipped a pill in her drink and sat back to see what would happen. After about 30 minutes, she started to shift about on the sofa. Then she would brush her hands over her tits, twitching as though an electric current had been passed through them. “You OK?” I asked, “Yes fine, why?”
“Oh nothing, you seemed a bit restless, that’s all.” She moved closer to me. “Maybe I’m feeling a bit randy,” she purred rubbing her hand over my flies. “Why don’t I go and slip into something a little more comfortable. Give me five minutes and come on up.” I couldn’t believe my ears, her asking me for sex, this was a first. I waited the five minutes and went upstairs. She was lying on bed wearing stockings and suspenders and ramming a large pink dildo in and out of her cunt. “Hmmmm, sorry, love, I just couldn’t wait.” I’d bought her the dildo a couple of years ago and having tried to use it on her once she complained that she didn’t like it and it was relegated to the wardrobe. Now, here she was, shoving it up her so hard her cunt was foaming.
No sooner had I stripped off than she grabbed my prick and wrapped her lips round it, taking me deep into her mouth. Now she was never really one for giving blow jobs and she definitely wouldn’t entertain the idea of me coming in her mouth but now, she just licked and sucked until I exploded. She drank every drop and sucked me hard again. “That was lovely, now I need you to fuck me.” This was not the Helen I had come to know and for the next few hours she had me fucking her in every position possible and still wanted more.
The next day I got a call from Mathew. “How was it, did she tire you out?” How the hell did he know. I told him what happened. “Good, now repeat the performance tonight, and this time suggest to her that maybe one man is not enough to satisfy her needs.” He hung up.
That night, the same thing happened, only this time after shooting my load for the third time I told her I was spent. As I lay there panting for breath she was busy fucking herself with the dildo again. “I think you need some more cock,” I said as she approached her orgasm. “We’ll have to get you some nice big stud to ram his cock up that hungry little cunt of yours.”
“Oh yessss, yesssssssssss,” she screamed, drenching the dildo and the bed with cum juice. Still she wasn’t satisfied and as she lay there playing with her clit we talked about other men fucking her. Instead of throwing a wobbly as she had in the past, she absolutely lapped it up. The more dirty I talked, the more she came. The only time she hesitated was when I mentioned some nice big black cock.
By Friday night she was insatiable. The talk of other men touching her up and fucking her was giving her multiple orgasms. But still, if I mentioned a black cock she turned off. I began to get a little concerned and when Mathew phoned to confirm Saturday’s meeting I told him the problem. “Don’t worry my friend, increase the dose to one and a half tablets exactly 45 minutes before we meet tomorrow. Bring her to the room and I’ll do the rest.
As agreed, I slipped the tablets into her drink and whisked her off to the hotel on the pretence of having a quite drink and a nice meal. Of course we never got as far as the meal. Thirty minutes later, sitting at bar sipping our drinks she started to come on to me. “Christ I feel randy, take me home and fuck me.” I argued that we had spent the last few days fucking our brains out and all I wanted was a quiet drink. She was wearing a lovely black evening dress that finished just above her knee and buttoned all the way down the front. I knew she was wearing her stockings and suspenders underneath and the new high heels I had bought her. She really looked stunning and every bloke in the bar was ogling her. With her face nicely made up and with some glossy red lipstick matching her nail and toe varnish, she looked really sexy without being too tarty.
We sat on the barstools sipping our drinks when she started again. “If you don’t take me home right now and fuck me then I’ll find someone who will.” As she spoke she unbuttoned the lower three buttons on her dress exposing her stocking tops and a flash of her silky black panties. Then she undid two top buttons, showing even more of her ample cleavage. “Well,” she said, taking my hand and running it up her thigh.
37 minutes, 8 to go.
I pulled my hand free and told her to stop making a spectacle of herself. She was so randy I think she would have fucked there and then. “Are you going to fuck me or not? Of course if your not man enough for the job.” She said it so loud that several men stopped talking and looked at us.
3 minutes to go.
“Right, that’s it, if that’s what you want then that’s what you’re going to get.” I dragged her off the stool and to the stares of the others I frog marched her out of the bar. Thankfully nobody followed us. “Where are you taking me?” she asked. “To get fucked, that’s what you wanted isn’t it.” She looked at me totally confused but the thought that she was going to get some much needed cock kept her going. We reached the end of the corridor and arrived at room 1422. Pining her against the wall I undid the remaining few buttons and started to play with her nipples and rub her cunt through her panties. She was biting my neck and begging me to fuck her. “You want it here? What if somebody comes along?”
“I don’t care, just fuck me, please.” She was getting desperate and as I pulled away she looked at me in sheer surprise. “W-w-what are you doing, don’t stop, I need you, I want it, NOW.”
“If you want it that bad then why not knock on a door and fuck who ever answers it.”
“No, I want you, please Tony, please, fuck me.” Standing behind her I tweaked her nipples again bringing her to the verge of an orgasm. “If you want to get fucked, then you find someone, go on, I dare you, knock on that door.”
I stopped tweaking and let her go. If looks could kill. I don’t know what those tablets were but she was desperate. With her dress wide open she looked at me with sheer defiance, took a step forward and knocked on the door. I couldn’t believe she had actually done it. “What are you going to do if someone answers?” I asked her, “hope they’re more man than you and know how to give a lady a good fucking,” she blurted out defiantly. I could see the doubt in her eyes but the deed was done now and all she could do was wait and see.
Suddenly the door opened. Helen jumped back in surprise as Mathew, dressed only in a white towelling gown opened the door. She stood there staring at the giant black figure before her, her own dress still open, displaying her charms to this total stranger. “What do you want white girl?” Helen just stood there, rooted to the spot as his eyes roamed up and down her voluptuous body. Her need for sex was overwhelming and she made no attempt to cover up. Mathew stepped into the corridor and looking her straight in the eyes he reached out and completely removed her dress. Then, without a word, he started to run his big black hands over her sensitive body. He caressed her nipples through the thin material of her bra and then cupped her shaven pussy mound through her wet panties. “Looks like a woman with a need,” he said to me. “Tell me little white slut, why do you knock on my door, maybe there’s something you want?” He continued to caress her, only now his big black fingers were inside her panties rubbing against her clit. “Oh shit, I’m coming,” she gasped, collapsing against his hand.
As Helen fell forward she grabbed at Mathew’s robe, causing it to fall open. As he lowered her to her knees she came face to face with the largest black cock I have ever seen. Even though it was still limp, a good 8-9 inches hung down his thigh. It was easily as thick as Helen’s wrist and was circumcised. As Helen stared at it, Mathew gently placed his hand behind her head and steered her face towards the twitching monster. “This want you want white girl?”
As if in a trance she reached out and wrapped her hand round the shaft. It twitched and jumped as it started to harden and Helen brought the tip to her mouth and started to lick. She licked the pee hole, then round the sensitive rim, all the time caressing it with both hands. Mathew looked at me and smiled. “Looks like this little white girl likes black cock after all.”
Within minutes, Mathew’s cock was rock hard and Helen was almost crying with happiness as she tried to cram as much as possible into her willing mouth. She looked like a dog with a bone and god help anyone that tried to take it away. Mathew kept her kneeling in the hall way sucking his black meat, completely on show to anyone who happened along. Suddenly he pulled out. “You still haven’t told me what you want girl,” he said standing her up. “I want you to fuck me, please, I need that big cock, I’ll do anything you want, please.” My God, she really was a bitch in heat. Mathew pushed her against the far wall. “Fuck yourself white girl, let me see you cum.”
Leaning against the wall dressed in stockings, suspenders, high heels and bra, she went to work on her cunt. One hand busied itself down her knickers while the other scooped her tits from the confines of her bra and pulled and tweaked her nipples. She had her eyes closed tight and was in a world of sexual frenzy as she brought herself off. I watched nervously up and down the corridor half hoping that someone would catch her, listening to her moans of pleasure as she frigged herself of in front of this black stranger.
When she had finished, Mathew told her to get her clothes and follow him into the room. Inside was another black man and a woman. The man was a little younger than Mathew but the woman, she was stunning. They stood as we entered. “This is my brother John and his wife Grace.” Grace was dressed in a long flowing dress that reached just above her high heels. Her pupils were jet black and as I looked into her eyes I saw pure lust. She stood there smiling.
John had joined Mathew and they were standing one each side of Helen, gently playing with her nipples and running their large black hands over her white arse and thighs. “It seems that this little white slut needs some cock brother John,” John looked at me and smiled, “then we better not disappoint her had we.” Mathew removed his robe as John stripped off. They quickly relieved Helen of her bra and knickers and positioning her on her knees they made her suck each cock in turn. At one point she was trying to get both cocks in her mouth at the same time, cooing over them and making strange noises as she greedily sucked them in. “Do you like black cock?”
“Yes, I love it,” Helen replied not wanting to take the cocks from her mouth. Mathew again smiled at me, “you see my friend, I told you it was not a problem.”
They placed Helen on the bed on all fours and I watched as Mathew fed his cock into her wet cunt. As far as I knew she had never taken anything more than my own six inches, but as Mathew slowly pushed forward, his cock slid completely in without any resistance at all. With his balls slapping against her arse he started a slow rhythm, stretching her cunt to the limit on the inward stroke and causing her lips to cling to his shaft each time he withdrew. Helen lay there with her head down whimpering with contentment as the black giant slowly fucked her. John got on the bed and lifting her head he fed his equally impressive cock into her mouth. She greedily sucked him in and was busy trying to see how much she could take as Mathew continued to fuck her.
I stood mesmerised at the sight before me. My prudish wife was dressed like a slut, kneeling on a hotel bed being fucked at both ends by two of the largest black cocks I had ever seen. Not only that, but she was loving it. The contrast between her white body and there black cocks was an incredible sight, her black stockings and heels only added to the spectacle. As I watched I felt a hand rubbing the bulge in my trousers, it was the lovely Grace. “Do you like to watch your wife being fucked?” She whispered in my ear, licking the lobe and running her tongue down my neck. I was so engrossed in the scene before me that I barley answered. Suddenly, Grace stood directly in front of me and kissed me full on the lips. It was incredible, her large black lips seemed to melt into mine and as I looked over her shoulder I could see my wife getting the fucking of a lifetime.
Grace broke of the kiss and taking my hands she placed them on her tits. “Why should she get all the fun,” she asked, undoing the belt that held the dress together. As her dress slid to the floor I didn’t know where to look. Grace was dressed in thigh high leather boots and nothing else. Her tits were amazing. Large and firm with prominent nipples that just begged to be sucked. Tearing my gaze away from the scene on the bed, I looked at Grace’s magnificent body and ran my hands over her nipples. She shuddered at the contact and leaned forward to kiss me again. “When they’ve finished with her, it’s my turn.”
The though of seeing this black Amazon having sex with my wife brought my erection to bursting point. Grace dropped to her knees and freeing my cock from my clothes closed her lips round it and gently sucked it in. Her thick lips caused the most amazing sensations as her tongue busied itself licking round the helmet. “Yessss, don’t stop, oh fuckkkkkkkkk.” It was Helen, screaming her enjoyment as Mathew brought her to orgasm. As soon as it subsided, the two brothers changed ends and started again. Grace took her lips from cock and pulled me to floor. Before I knew what was happening she was on top, her silky pussy sliding down my erect pole. “Your going to fill me with spunk and that white bitch is going to lick it out.”
With Helen’s screams of ecstasy ringing in my ears I gave myself completely to this amazing creature. Her cunt had a life of its own and it seemed to cling to my cock, her muscles contracting sending ripples up the entire shaft. She leaned forward offering me a nipple to suck and told me how she was going to give me the best fuck of my life. “When I’ve finished with you, the sluts mine.” Grace’s cunt was doing things to my cock I never thought possible.
“Drink it bitch.” I looked up to see Mathew holding Helen’s head as he shot his load into her mouth. As he pulled back, great white streams of it shot across her face and hair. She was drinking every bit she could and trying desperately to cram his spurting cock back into her mouth. As she was drinking Mathew’s spunk, John was ramming her cunt for all he was worth and on each forward thrust she was pushing back to meet him. “You like watching your slut wife being filled by two big black cocks,” Grace cooed. It was too much and as Grace squeezed one more time I came. Boy did I come. I’ve never known such an intense orgasm. The more she squeezed, the more I came. With a look of triumph on her face she leaned forward to kiss me. “Now the fun starts white boy.”
As I got up, John was filling Helen’s cunt with spunk, holding onto her hips and ramming forward for dear life. She was screaming as her own orgasm tore through her. Finally, completely spent, she fell onto her side as the two men climbed off the bed. Mathew looked at me and then at Grace. “She’s all yours.”
Even though she had been well fucked by two very large cocks, the effects of the tablets were still there and lying on her side she had one hand between her legs rubbing the mess of spunk and cum juice into her clit. We sat and watched as with a cat like stealth, Grace climbed onto the bed. Kneeling behind Helen, Grace ran her hands all over her body. Up her stockings, across her arse and on to her back and neck. Helen still had her eyes closed and purred happily. “Oh yes, fuck me again with that big black cock,” she said. It was only when Grace pushed her onto her back that she opened her eyes. “What the hell ………” Grace was on her like a shot crushing her lips to Helen’s. She squirmed beneath the powerful black female body and tried her best to push her off. Pinning her hands to the bed, Grace straddled my wife and looked into her eyes. “You’ve had my husband, now it’s my turn.”



Helen tried in vain to break free but the black girl was just too strong. She kissed her again, this time forcing her tongue into Helen’s mouth. Her knee came up between Helen’s thighs, pushing hard against her used pussy. I watched as Grace moved her kneecap up and down the slippery lips, all the time deeply kissing the wriggling white girl crushed beneath her. Slowly the movements slowed, and Grace broke away and waited a few seconds before kissing her again. This time Helen seemed to return the kiss, no longer trying to turn away. Grace released her hands and moved down so that there bodies were crushed together, rubbing her cunt mound hard against Helen’s. We watched in silence as Helen’s arms wrapped themselves around Grace’s neck, crushing their bodies together harder, their lips locked on each other, their tits crushed together. Sensing Helen’s total surrender, Grace moved down her body, sucking her prominent nipples, across her flat stomach towards her smooth wet pussy. Helen simply closed her eyes and opened her legs.
Looking more like a black panther, Grace’s pink tongue could be seen licking the mixed juices from around Helen’s cunt before burying itself in her lips. Helen bucked and squirmed as Grace went to work on her clit and cunt. Sucking her extended clit into her mouth, Grace used her fingers to bring her off, first one, then two, then a third, reaming in and out of Helen’s cunt, making obscene squelching noises as they went. Helen was screaming obscenities, pushing her hips up to meet Grace’s mouth. As she orgasmed, her hips completely left the bed almost throwing Grace onto the floor.
Pleased with her work Grace sat up. “Now it’s your turn white girl,” she said, kissing her face again, letting Helen taste her own juices.
Hesitantly, Helen started to suck on the black girls nipples, first one, then the other. Grace responded by holding Helen’s head tight, forcing more tit into her mouth. I noticed that Helen’s hand was busy between Graces thighs, probing her pussy lips. Grace pushed her head further down, leaving no uncertainty of what she wanted. As Helen’s tongue brushed across Grace’s cunt lips, the black girl let out a huge sigh, raising her hips to meet Helen’s mouth. This seemed all the encouragement that Helen needed and suddenly she buried her head between the black girls legs and started to lick in earnest. Grace came twice, holding Helen’s head in place each time as she screamed through her own powerful orgasm. Then, turning Helen onto her back, she straddled her face. “Watch,” she commanded, positioning her pussy over Helen’s open mouth. Putting those incredible muscles to work, she suddenly expelled all the spunk I had shot up her, letting it run into my wife’s mouth. Helen was gulping it down trying not to choke as more and more was forced out. Finally satisfied that she was empty, Grace ground her cunt across Helen’s face, leaving it smeared with cunt juice. They spent the next few minutes kissing and licking each other clean.
Pleased with her work she climbed off. Mathew and John climbed on and resumed fucking my wife for all they were worth. Sitting astride me with my cock firmly buried in her very wet snatch Grace said, “well white boy, did you like that, did you like watching your little slut white wife eat my cunt?”
The rest of the night was spent with all three of them using my wife any way they wanted. Every time I filled Grace with spunk, Helen would willingly lick it out. Grace got as much pleasure in cleaning Helen’s cunt when the two black cocks had finished with it. Finally, when we were all spent, the two girls were still pleasing each other with a mixture of tongues and fingers.
As daylight broke through the curtains, I asked Mathew what was in the tablets. “I can’t tell my friend, but Grace likes them to!”



        The Turkish Brothel

        Wayward wife is forced to perform in a Turkish Brothel.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-turkish-brothel

Title: The Turkish Brothel

Author: Tony King

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Wayward wife is forced to perform in a Turkish Brothel.

Tags: time sandi, unsteady feet, neck tits, fuck shoes, led small, mouth men, live shows, tits dangling, cock sandi, morning time




Sandi first contacted me some months ago telling how much she enjoyed my stories and how they reminded her of the things she used to get up to with her first husband. He threatened to take her to a Turkish brothel and let the audience have her.
Sandi ... this could have been you!!
It was the third day of our holiday in Ichmela, Turkey and I'd overdone the sun and beer, my head was splitting and it was only lunch time. Sandi wasn't much better, pissed as a parrot and twice as frisky. "I'm going to crash for a couple of hours," I said heading towards the room, "OK, I'll stay here for a while, soak up some more sun."
Two hours later, feeling better but still a little groggy I headed back to the pool area. Our towels were still there but no sign of Sandi. I asked a couple next to us and they said she went off with a couple of local lads shortly after I left her. Eventually, an hour later she turned up, giggling like a school girl, even more pissed than before, her arms draped round two young Turks and love bites all round her neck and tits. "Where the hell have been?" I asked.
"Oh, don't get cross, the boys have been showing me round, that's all." To the laughs of the two young men, I frog marched her back to the room and threw her on the bed. "So, you've been sight seeing, is that it, then explain the love bites." As I was reading the riot act, I noticed how wet her bikini bottoms were. Even her thighs were wet and sticky. I stripped her naked and felt between her legs. Her cunt was literally dripping with spunk.
"You fucking whore, you've been fucking those two guys haven't you?" I had my fist raised in anger, ready to hit her hard. It was no point yelling though, she had passed out from the drink. I returned to the pool ready to take my anger out on the two guys. "Come here you little bastard," I said grabbing one of them and pushing him up against the wall, "what the fuck have you been doing to my wife?" Before I knew it the other guy had me in an arm lock and forced me to the floor. "Listen mate, we don't want no trouble right, it was your missus that started it, she was begging for it, we didn't know she was married did we." He released my arm and I sat up. "What do you mean, begging for it?"
"She was all over us, telling us how young and strong we looked. She even started rubbing Armel's cock while he was lying on the sun bed. In the end she suggested we went back to our room for some fun. She's insatiable, we both fucked her twice and she still wanted more, tell you what man, she could take twenty men and still not get enough."
It's funny how when hit with the truth you soon calm down. As Ally explained what had happened, Armel went to get some beers. Soon, we were all chatting away like old friends and they told me every detail of their session with Sandi. "I'm going to pay that bitch back somehow," I said, the drink taking effect on my judgement. "Tell you what," said Ally, "my uncle runs a club in the old town, well, it's more like a brothel really. They have live shows then the audience are invited to join in. It's usually Turkish men only but a lot of the girls are European. Why don't we take her there." My muddled brain was having trouble keeping up, "what, to see a show you mean,"
"no," said Armel, "she will be the show."
I returned to the room and joined Sandi on the bed. She was lying on her back snoring loudly. Her perky tits were pointing skyward and even more spunk had run out of her cunt, down her thighs and onto the bed cover. I was so turned on by the sight before me and the thought of her being fucked by the two boys that I just stripped off, jumped between her open legs and rammed my hard cock straight up her. She opened her sleepy eyes and just smiled. "Hmmm, that feels wonderful."
"Did you enjoy the two boys fucking you?"
"Hmm, yes, they were good."
"Did they have big cocks?"
"Oh they were very big," she said still very drunk. "Would you like some more Turkish cock up you?"
"Oh yes, some nice big black cock." I don't know if she knew what she was saying but it had the desired effect on me. My balls exploded as I added another load to her well used cunt. As I rolled off, she moaned gently and went back to sleep.
I sat there looking at this beauty before me. You'd think at the grand old age of 40 she'd be past it, but no, it seems the older she gets the more randy she becomes. She just keeps getting better and still turns heads when we're out.
We both woke up late the next morning and this time it was Sandi with the hangover. She was trying to avoid eye contact with me but eventually had no choice. "Look love, I'm really sorry about yesterday, I don't know what came over me. It was the sun and all that wine. I was so drunk I didn't know what was happening until it was too late."
"So what are you saying, they raped you?"
"No, not exactly, I guess they just took advantage of me."
"That's not how I heard it."
We let it drop and went out for breakfast. It was a quiet day round the pool and by early evening we were talking normally again. In fact, thinking she had got away with it, Sandi was quite bubbly and hitting the wine again. "So, what have you got planned for tonight," she asked. "Oh, I thought we'd try this night club some one told me about, it a bit raunchy, live shows that sort of thing but should be a good laugh." She was all for it.
I watched as she sat naked at the dressing table putting on her make up. Dark eye shadow and black mascara, bright red lipstick with matching nail and toe polish and just a touch of blusher to take away the sun burn. "What should I wear?" she asked. "How about the white mini skirt and that top that leaves your midriff showing."
"Hmm, sounds good to me," she replied grabbing her bra. "No, leave the bra off, it looks much better with your tits swinging free."
"You dirty old devil," she laughed, discarding the bra. Sandi has medium sized tits but they are hard and firm and topped with the most enormous nipples. I love it when she gets aroused and the nipples poke through.
She put on a pair of small white panties followed by her mini skirt and top. "What shoes?" she asked. "Um, I like the fuck me shoes we got in America." These were high heels shoes with a two inch platform, they made her look so tall and really extenuated the curve of her calves. The end result was pure sex on legs.
We stopped off on the way and I made sure Sandi had plenty of wine. By the time we reached the club she was unsteady on her feet and slurring her words slightly. Armel and Ally met us at the end of the street. "I sink I know you," Sandi slurred, trying to focus on the two men, "you're the one's from the pool. We're going to a club, wanna come?" The wine was now taking effect and I literally had to hold her up. "Wow," said Ally, she looks great. "Here, hold onto her for me," I said transferring her to Armel. Lifting her short skirt I slowly slid her flimsy knickers down over her thighs and pulled them away, "you won't be needing these tonight." Sandi giggled as they two men grabbed handfuls of tit and slid there hands up her short skirt. "Can we have her first?" asked Ally, "sure, why not," I replied. They led us into a small courtyard. "The clubs through there," said Ally pointing at another door on the far side, "it's very secluded and private as you can see."
They led Sandi to a low bench and she gratefully flopped down. Ally dropped his trousers and standing in front of her presented a rather large prick to her mouth. "Suck it bitch." Sandi looked up through hooded eyes, opened her mouth and sucked him in. She loves giving head and within minutes she had her nose buried in his pubic hair as her throat muscles performed there magic on his cock. "Oh man, she's something else," Ally moaned as he held her head in both hands and simply fucked her mouth. "Turn her over," said Armel, "let me have some." Without taking his prick from her mouth, the two men manoeuvred her into a kneeling position. Armel lifted her short skirt exposing her tanned thighs and shaven pussy. "My God, she's dripping already." Was she ever, in the lights from the courtyard we could clearly see pussy juice running down her thighs. Armel released his prick and slid it between her cunt lips, at the same time, reaching round and releasing her tits from the tight top. I stood back and watched, taking shots with my new digital camera. What a sight. There was my wife, on all fours, kneeling on a wooden bench in an open courtyard with two Turks stuffing her full of prick at both ends. Her skirt was up round her waist and her top round her neck. Both tits were dangling down swinging in time to Armel thrusts. The two boys swapped round a couple of times, enjoying the sight of her tasting her own cum juice on their cocks. "Suck it baby, that's it, oh yeah, I'm going to cum in that lovely mouth of yours." A few more thrust and Ally held her head tight against him as he filled her with his hot cum. Armel was only a few strokes behind filling her cunt with the first load of the night. Not to be outdone, I took my turn, first at her mouth and then up her cunt. "You want more slut?" I asked, ramming my cock into her sloppy cunt. "Yesssss, more," she screamed out. "How many more cocks do you want tonight?"
"Lots, I want lots and lots of cocks." I knew she was pissed but this is what I wanted to hear.
I shot my load up her cunt and made her lick me clean. "You really want more cock," I asked, having tidied her up and sat her up straight. "Hmm, if you want me to," she replied, licking her lips and shoving her tits back into position. Ally suddenly appeared with another older man, "this is my uncle, Termish, uncle, these are the people I was telling you about."
"Welcome, welcome to my humble establishment, please, come in, please." We followed the old man inside, the two young Turks in front and me following holding Sandi by the arm. "Where we going," she asked, "to get you some more cock, that's what you wanted wasn't it?"
"Oh," was all she said.
Termish beckoned us to a small room and asked us to wait there for a few minutes. The two boys spent the time feeling Sandi up but they didn't undress her. Uncle Termish appeared a few minutes later and ushered us through a wooden door into another small room. This room had cushions scattered all over the floor, a small table, two chairs and a large curtain covering one wall. "The lady wait here," he said, pushing the rest of us through yet another door. He led us into a small but busy bar area with seating for about twenty people and a stage at one end of the room. The room was packed with Turkish men of all ages and the cigarette smoke made my eyes sting. "Yamil, show time," uncle Termish yelled to a man behind the bar. A large extractor kicked into life and with minutes the room was relatively clear of smoke, another click sent the curtain retreating into the wings. There on stage was Sandi.
She peered into the gloom, still unsteady on her feet, "Tony, where are you?" The crowd laughed and two men from the front row got up and joined her on the stage. They were both in there mid forties and both portly. "Hey pretty lady, are you lost?" The crowd roared with laughter again. The two men on stage were openly running their hands all over her body as they continued to tease her. "Maybe your husband has left you here for our enjoyment," one said running his hand up her skirt. Sandi was doing her best to brush their hands off while peering into the audience looking for me. "Bastard, where are you," she mumbled trying to find her way off the stage. With her tall fuck me shoes, the wine and the scattered cushions, it wasn't long before she stumbled. Of course the two men caught her, one by grabbing both tits and the other by wrapping his hands round her waist and lifting her skirt. As the crowd caught sight of her shaven glistening pussy the room erupted. "Get off me, what the fuck do'ya think your doing, don't fucking touch me." Sandi was putting up a good struggle but the men were too strong.
First they removed her top and holding her arms behind her back thrust her towards the front of the stage, giving the men in the audience a good look at her prominent tits. They slapped them around a bit making the nipples stick right out. She was kicking and struggling as they removed her skirt. Between them, they grabbed an arm and leg and lifted her off the ground. Holding her legs obscenely wide, they again showed her glistening cunt to the appreciative audience.
The crowd went ballistic and were shouting things in their own language. "They tell them to fuck her," said Ally, interpreting for me. Both men were now grabbing handfuls of tit and openly shoving their stubby nicotine stained fingers up her cunt. Sandi was drunkenly trying to fight them off but only succeeded in stumbling around the stage making it easier for them to abuse her. As one man grabbed her by the hair and forced her into a long lingering kiss, the other man started to undress. His gut was enormous but what hung underneath it was even bigger. This guy was hung like a donkey, his long thick cock stood out in front of him swaying to and fro as though it had a life of it's own. Releasing Sandi from the embrace, she was pushed into the clutches of the naked guy who too placed a smacker on her lips. As he was kissing her he took her small hand and placed it on his cock.
Up until now, she had been fighting like mad to get away from these two men, but as her hand closed round the cock she stopped her struggle. As the man released her from the kiss, she looked down at the monster between her fingers. It was like watching a film in slow motion. The whole place went deathly quite as Sandi simply stood and stared at the large cock. The man smiled as she sank to her knees, the tip of his cock now just inches from her face. It was as though she was mesmerised by it. Holding it steady with one hand, she ever so slowly moved her head forward. I held my breath, he held his breath, in fact, the whole fucking audience held their breath as inch by inch she closed the gap between her luscious red lips and the bloated head of his thick cock. There was an audible release of breath as she finally closed her lips round the head and started to take the shaft into her mouth. The only thing stopping her taking the whole length was the guy's fat gut. With her head resting on his stomach there was still another few inches to go.
The crowd broke the silence and cheered. "They're calling him a fat bastard," laughed Armel, rubbing his own erection through his trousers. As Sandi continued to give head, the other man got behind her and slid his smaller cock between her thighs. I watched as for the second time that night she was fucked at both ends. When they swapped round, they turned her on her back lying across the small table. Big prick knelt at the end and holding her legs wide open for the audience to see, inserted the bulbous cock into her cunt. "Oh yesssss," screamed Sandi as the inches went in. His friend waited until the whole length was up her before offering his wet cock to her mouth. Boy, could that girl fuck. She soon sucked the guy dry, catching it all in her mouth and licking strands of spunk of her lips as he withdrew. Big prick just kept hammering her cunt, pulling on her nipples and slapping her tits relentlessly as he fucked her. "YESSSSSS, oh yes, don't stop, pull my tits, harder, oh my godddddddd." Sandi's body was thrashing around like it was being electrocuted. Her hips were rising to meet his every thrust. As her own orgasm lingered, he made a final lunge and shot his load inside her.
The crown stop up and cheered him on, clapping yelling and to a man rubbing their bulges. As they two men stood down three more replaced them. "Now the party really starts," said Armel. Uncle Termish was first to undress and for an old man he sported a fair old erection. "Viagra," said Ally pointing to his uncle's rampant cock. Between them they placed Sandi over a chair, her ample charms pointing towards the audience at a 45 degree angle. This way we could also see her tits dangling over the other side. As the first guy slide into her cunt, Uncle T and his mate pulled on her tits and nipples. She really loves nipple abuse and this had her coming in no time. Going to a small wooden chest, uncle T produced some nipple clamps and a length of chain. The clamps were applied to both nipples causing Sandi to groan in both pain and pleasure. Then the chain was attached and passed to a man sitting in the front row of the audience. Uncle T stood back to admire his handiwork while the other guy shoved his cock into Sandi's mouth. The two men soon built up a rhythm and as one pulled out the other pushed in. It looked like she had one long continuous prick going in her cunt and coming out of her mouth. Every time she reached her peak, the man with the chain pulled it hard stretching her nipples.
The two men filled her again and were replaced by two more. This time they made her straddle one man while the other guy fucked her mouth again. She was insatiable and rode the cock in her cunt like a banshee on speed. Uncle T watched and wanked until he thought the time was right. Pulling her down, her tits crushed to his chest, the guy underneath held her still while uncle T got behind her. "What's he up to?" I asked stupidly, "he's going to fuck her arse, uncle Termish loves this." Uncle T might but Sandi had never been fucked up the arse before and on the several occasions I had tried she stopped me saying it was too painful. Termish rubbed his prick between her legs coating it with spunk and pussy juice before offering it to her puckered arse hole. "My God ... NO!" Sandi screamed suddenly realising what his intentions were. With as mighty shove he was in. "ARGHHHHH!" Sandi screamed, "YESSSSSSSSSS!" the crowd echoed.
As Sandi opened her mouth to scream again it was crammed with cock, no messing, just straight in, the whole thing right down her throat. She choked and gurgled at the sudden intrusion, allowing uncle T to ram the rest of his prick up her arse. With a cock up her cunt, one guy holding her head and fucking her mouth like crazy and uncle T holding her hips and fucking her arse like crazy the poor bitch didn't know what had hit her. To make it worse (or better) the guy in the front row started pulling the chain like a maniac. Sandi's body was jerking and jumping as the three men abused her and I've never seen nipples stretch that far.
When all three had had their fill they lifted her off the stage and into the audience. As the night wore on she was passed from man to man or group to group, every hole being used for their pleasure, even the bar staff took their turn. At one point I had my cock down her throat sharing her with both Ally and Armel. We really rammed her full of cock, adding to the spunk already deposited by the other men. More people arrived as the evening turned to early morning and every one of them took her in one way or another. By the time the last man left she was totally fucked out, her limp body laying face down on the stage with spunk pouring from her arse and cunt. Her face and hair were covered with the stuff and you could literally smell it on her breath. I removed the clamps from her swollen nipples and she groaned in pain as the blood rushed into them. Ally and Armel gently cleaned her body with warm soapy towels paying careful attention to her swollen cunt and red raw arse.
We spent the night at the club, sleeping on the scatter cushions. When we awoke the next morning, the two boys and uncle T all fucked her again before carrying her to a large marble bathroom where they gently lowered her into a luxurious tub of hot soapy water. Two hours later and she was dressed in her short skirt and top sitting in uncle T's car on the way back to the hotel. We were leaving that night and as we packed I asked her, "Well, where do you fancy going next year?"



She thought for a moment and then with a grin a mile wide said, "...TURKEY."
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"Just what is going on at your place, that's three nights this week you've had to work late, for Christ's sake, tell that boss of yours you've got a home life too."
"I'm sorry Hon, it's just that we're short of staff and there's loads of deadlines to meet. Look, there's a TV dinner in fridge, so don't wait up huh." She hung up.
This was getting too much, two to three times a week she would have to work late, coming home sometimes at 2am. I'd hear her get undressed and shower before falling into bed exhausted. It was playing havoc with our sex life and if I was lucky I got it once a week. Then there were all the phone calls, it seemed that even on the weekends they wouldn't leave her alone. The only reason I'd let it go on so long was the fact that she earned at least three times my salary and we really needed the money, but I decided that enough was enough, if she wouldn't tell him I would.
By the time I arrived at the office it was 7:30pm. It was one of those multi storey buildings with her offices on the 17th floor. Security knew me and with a cheery wave let me. I left the elevator and headed for my wife's office. "Sorry man, you've just missed them, they left about an hour ago." It was the cleaner, a large cheerful black guy. I took a flyer. "Are they coming back? It's just that Mr Briggs asked me to meet him here, I'm one of his customers."
"Don't know but seeing as he knows you, you can wait in Mr Briggs office if you like, I'll shout you when I'm about ready to lock up." He let me in to the plush office. A large desk filled the room with two leather sofa's against one wall, TV, hi-fi and video to the left and a mirror wall concealing a bar at the far end. I'd been here before when helping my wife and her boss celebrate a big contract so knew where everything was. I decided the least they could do while I waited was provide the drink so I pressed the catch and with a quite hiss the mirror door opened out.
I helped myself to a large brandy and was just about to close the door when I realised you could see through it, it was a two-way mirror. I examined the bar a little more closely. Behind the other door was a video camera pointing into the room. Why would you have a secret camera I thought? Searching the bar area revealed a hidden drawer, it was one of those push the front and it springs open. Inside were a number of videotapes, each one labelled with the name of a client or specific meeting. Out of curiosity, I took one of the tapes and placed it in the player.
It started with a view of the room. There were two foreign looking men, Arabs or Iranian's, Briggs and my young wife, Helen. The two men occupied one of the sofas while Helen sat near the desk. Briggs, a middle aged short fat guy with a balding head was handing out drinks and congratulating them on signing the deal. "Well, gentlemen, and lady, lets drink to a long and successful relationship." They downed the drink and Briggs quickly refilled the glasses. This time he stood behind my wife and started to run his hands across her shoulders and down inside her blouse towards her tits.
Helen is a real sexy woman, just turned 28, naturally blond with brown eyes, tall with a beautiful figure, full ripe tits and shapely legs. She was dressed in a two-piece grey business suit with black stockings and high heels completing the picture. As Briggs reached in and fondled her tits she merely sat there sipping her drink. "Gentlemen, I promised you something special, so, what say we have some fun." This seemed to be Helen's queue. Rising to her feet she sexily sauntered over and stood in front of the two men. Briggs hit the play button on the audio and as gentle music filled the room I watched in horror as my wife did a slow tantalising strip tease. The three men sat in silence as one by one her clothes were removed until all that remained were her panties, suspender belt, stockings and shoes. She stood there cupping her tits, thrusting them out towards the three men while teasing the nipples.
One of the men reached out and with her obvious consent lowered her panties down her long slender legs. "Didn't I tell you what a fine slut my secretary was?" Briggs said, drooling at the sight of my wife's shaven cunt just inches from his face. "And tonight, she's all yours, you can do anything you like to her only don't mark her OK, we don't want her old man finding out and spoiling the fun."
The man that had removed her knickers was busy fingering her cunt while his partner played with her tits. Briggs just sat and watched, rubbing the bulge through his trousers. Helen was forced to spread her legs as the guy roughly shoved three fingers up her. There was a kind off blank expression on her face as she let them feel her up. Not content with three fingers up her cunt, as his partner undressed, he now tried to force another two fingers up her arse. Helen grimaced as they went in but stood still and said nothing. With his fingers still firmly imbedded in both openings, she was forced into a kneeling position. "Oh yeah, she likes that," said Briggs as the other guy stuffed his large prick into her mouth. "Taught the fucking bitch to deep throat myself," said Briggs, now openly wanking his cock.
It was obvious that these men were just using her for their own gratification. Holding her head, the guy fucking her mouth just pushed until his entire length was down her throat. She gagged a little but simply allowed him to fuck her face. The guy behind had removed his fingers and was busy fucking her cunt, holding onto her hips and thrusting forward, almost knocking the wind out of her with each forward stroke. "Yeah, told you, the fucking slut loves it. I've got this one trained so well she'll do everything I say, won't you slut." With a mouth full of cock Helen just looked at Briggs and moaned. "Watch this, this'll make her cum." With the two guys furiously fucking her mouth and cunt Briggs grabbed hold of her nipples and viciously started to twist them. Within seconds Helen had a massive orgasm. "See, told you, she likes it rough, don't you sweetheart."
My heart was in my mouth as I watched the scene unfold. Sure, we had a good sex life, but I'd never ever seen her like this before and she would never let me fuck her so rough. It was like watching some hardened porno queen going through the motions. The two guys fucking her changed positions a couple of times making her suck there cum covered cocks. Briggs was content to tease her nipples while getting her to play with his cock. The guy fucking her mouth speeded up and holding her head tight he let rip into her mouth and throat. Helen simply drank the lot, licking her lips to catch the last drops. "Good girl," said Briggs, "she just loves the taste of cum don't you bitch." Now the other guy speeded up and holding her hips tight he too shot his load deep into my lovely wife. By now I was nearly in tears. To think that my wife of only a few years was cheating on me with just about any man that came along.
I checked the other tapes, sure enough, each one was of a similar scene. Some showed Helen getting fucked by various men while others featured girls that worked for the firm. I even recognised one or two other wives. As I fast forwarded the last tape I froze in horror. It must have been made some months ago because Helen was sporting a different hairstyle. In this tape she was dressed as before but Briggs had her leaning over the desk while a large black guy fucked her up the arse. She was obviously in agony as his large shaft buried itself to the hilt. Briggs was the other side of the desk holding her down and shoving his cock in her mouth. "You'd better get used to this bitch, I'd hate to think what would happen if your old man ever got to see those photo's." Briggs came first, holding her head still, making her keep his cock in her mouth as he filled it with spunk. She tried to pull away but he was too strong. As he pulled his limp cock from her lips, she spat his cum out in disgust. The black guy grabbed her hair and roughly pulled her head back as he filled her arse with black cock. She screamed as came inside her and when he eventually pulled out she fell to the floor like a spent rag doll. As he turned round I recognised him as the cleaner. "Get used to it bitch, your ours now, the firm own you," Briggs said pushing her roughly on her back. He shoved three fingers up her cunt, "who does this belong to?" he asked, "t-t-t-the firm," Helen replied meekly.
I was about to turn the tape of when the cleaner poked his head round the door. "OK man I'm ……….. what the fuck you doin' with dat man, Mr Briggs fucking kill me if he see you looking at dat."
My head was in a compete spin. My first instinct was to kill the cleaner, then find Helen and Briggs and kill them both, but fortunately common sense took over. My anger was replaced by a feeling of cold, calculating cunning. "I um, it was left in the machine, I was trying to find something to watch on TV and it just came on." The cleaner made to grab the tape from the video. "That was you on there wasn't it."
"Err yeah,"
"it's OK, Mr Briggs told me all about it, that's was some babe you were arse fucking huh." The cleaner smiled, "sure man, old man Briggs, he likes me to help him break in the new girls, says it humiliates them having a black man fuck em."
"What do you mean, new girls?"
"Man, don't you know nothin, he's got all the chicks on film man. A couple of weeks after starting at the firm, old man Briggs, he slips them a mickey and then takes photo's of me fucking em. After that it's easy man, they do as he says or else, if you get my drift."
So that was it, blackmail. Without the cleaner seeing me I smuggled two tapes out under my coat and headed for home.
Check out The Secret Whore Part II for the concluding part of this story. Revenge can be so fucking sweet!
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Helen came home about 1am, and as usual she showered and went straight to sleep. As a construction worker, I'm up early and out of the house before she rises. All day at work I kept thinking about the tape and what my lovely wife was being forced to do. Finally, my anger centered on Briggs.
Although short, fat and balding, Briggs was a millionaire many times over. He lived in a large house just outside London and had recently married an absolute stunner. She was a good few years his junior, about the same age as Helen with the same model looks and figure. Briggs absolutely idolised her, she was his main purpose for living. "If anything were to happen to my lovely little Linda, well, I'd kill myself," he announced to the press shortly after as showbiz wedding.
As Briggs's PA, Helen had become good friends with Linda and often commented on how Briggs set her on a pedestal. "You know what Hon, he spent £75,000 on a ring for her today, as though she needs another one." "I guess he must really care for her," I said, "wow, that's an understatement, he worships her. Oh, by the way, I have to go away for a few days, business."
I'd thought about everything long and hard and decided that whatever it took my marriage was worth saving. I knew Helen had been drugged and blackmailed and although it hurt to know that she was continuing to fuck other men, I had to try. I called her into the lounge. "Sit down, I've got something to show you." I could see the fear in her eyes as I started the video. I'd picked a scene where she was half dressed giving Briggs a blow job, I thought this would be less painful for her and me than watching a full length fuck scene. "Oh my God, where did you get that?" The colour had drained from her face and she was a deathly white. "I'm so sorry Hon, I can explain, please, please Hon, let me explain please ..." She stared at the screen as Briggs shot wad after wad of spunk into her lovely mouth. I turned it off but before I could say anything she completely broke down. I took her in my arms and told her that I knew everything, the drugs, the blackmail, everything. It took a full hour before her tears dried up but I was left holding an empty shell.
"This business trip, what was it really?" I asked her. In a matter of fact voice she told me. "Mr Briggs has arranged for all this years customers to meet in the Hilton for a gang bang party. I'm the gang bang." "How many?" "Oh, 20 maybe 30, I'm not sure." "Any other girls going to be there?" "No, he say's I remind him of Linda. He does all the things to me that secretly he dreams of doing to her, only of course he wouldn't really." "Will Linda be there?" "Yes, he usually slips her a sleeping powder and makes sure she's in bed before the party really starts." "OK, can you get me in?" "Sure, I print all the invites, it's a fancy dress party so wear a mask and no one will ever no."
I told Helen my plan and although reluctant, she finally agreed.
Dressed as Zorro I entered the party without any problem and promptly found Helen. She was dressed in a ball gown complete with ornate face mask. We spent some time chatting to Linda and it was easy to slip the drug into her drink. At about 11:30 Helen said it was time, "he'll be slipping her a powder any time now," "OK, go do your stuff." Under some pretence or other Helen got Linda to follow her to our hotel room.
The drug was taking effect, and although still fully conscious, Linda had no control over her actions. Quickly, we stripped Linda of her costume passing it to Helen. "How do I look," she asked adjusting the face mask, "he'll never know the difference," I said. Helen returned to the party.
She returned about 20 minutes later. "Well?" "Yep, he brought me a drink, just as always, I pretended to drink it, said I didn't feel too good and was going to bed." "Great, now what?" "OK, the rooms set up next to his suite. I'm supposed to strip of to my stockings and shoes and be ready on the bed when they arrive. He thinks I'm already slightly pissed, but that's how he likes me."
Covering her with a bathrobe, between us, we half walked and half carried Linda up to the room. Once there, we dressed her in stockings and shoes and placed her on the bed. The mask covered most of her face and in the dim light she could have been anybody. Still drugged, she simply laid there staring at the ceiling. "Oh fuck, look." Helen looked on in shock. Linda had a big bushy cunt whereas Helen's was totally smooth. I've never shaved a pussy so fast in my life. When I'd finished, Helen covered it in baby oil to try and remove the razor rash. When she'd finished she hid behind the curtain with the video camera.
Ten minutes later and the door opened. "Ah, I see someone has beaten us to it," an elderly man said. "Has the fun started yet, Charles tells me she's quite the little whore, takes it up every hole and at the same time." He walked over to the bed and looked down at the beautiful female form stretched out before him. "Oh yes, if anything she looks even more radiant than last time I had her." As he undressed, more people entered the room. "Lets tie the bitch down," said one man. I helped tie her arms to the headboard, ready to intervene should someone try to remove her mask. She was looking from man to man but the powerful drug prevented her from talking. Helen told me the drug prevented you from speech and although it allowed very little movement, you could hear and feel everything that happened.
Securely tied and with her mask still in place the men started to take turns. The old boy mounted her first, fucking her missionary style, his wrinkly old arse pounding away until he shot his load. He was replaced by another while a younger man knelt by her head and fucked her mouth. She moaned a lot but this was taken as a sign of enjoyment and simply spurred the men on. After several men had deposited their loads in her young cunt, Briggs made a grand entrance. "Ah, gentlemen, started without me I see, and just how is our young whore performing?" he asked laughing. Seeing her tied down brought a big smile to his drunken face. My heart leapt into my mouth as he leaned over her. With his face no more than inches from hers he taunted her. "Tonight my little fuck slut, you are going to find out what it's like to be fucked in every hole several times over. Then, I might even let the staff have a go." The men cheered as he stood over her. "Untie the bitch and put her on the floor, I'm going to arse fuck her real good."
As instructed, they untied the unfortunate girl and placed her on the floor on her hands and knees. "Wait a minute," said a large black guy. He lay beside her, his massive black prick standing up like a flagpole, "OK, now put her on top." With her cunt already full of sperm it was easy to place her on his large prick and I watched as she was forced down on it. Satisfied that she was well impaled, Briggs got behind them.
"Fuck me she's tight tonight," he said attempting to dry fuck her arse, " never had this problem before," he said breaking out into a sweat. "Here Charlie, try this," another guy said handing him some KY. Briggs spread the jelly onto the tip of his cock and started again. This time it slipped in easier. Linda groaned deeply. "Oh yeah, that's it bitch, take it like the fuck slut you are. Fuck me your tight tonight, you been exercising those arse muscles." They all roared with laughter as Briggs puffed and panted as he shoved more and more fat prick up her arse. Another man joined in and holding her head up by her hair he forced his cock into her mouth. "Down her throat, she fucking loves that," Briggs said encouraging him. "Oh yeah, great, lets really show this whore how we treat our women."
The three men fucked her senseless and once spent were replaced by three more. In the space of three hours she was fucked in every hole and every position possible. At one time several men spunked into a wine glass and they cheered as they forced her to drink it, holding her head back and pouring it in. True to his word, as the number of men started to dwindle, Briggs invited the kitchen staff, mainly uneducated black guys to join in abusing his white fuck slut. "That's it boys, show the little white whore what those big black cocks can do. Stretch that cunt and arse boys, I want to hear her beg for mercy."
They were savage with her and made her take two large cocks up her cunt at the same time. As daylight started to penetrate the room the last man said goodnight leaving just me, Briggs, Linda and Helen who was still hiding behind the curtains. "Well go on boy, help yourself, she's just some poor bastards fuck slut, give one last fuck for me," Briggs said flopping back in the chair exhausted. I dragged the half conscious Linda over to him and laid her out in front of him. "So you can watch one last time," I said filling her arse with my cock. I didn't take long to cum and pulling out I offered my cum covered cock to her mouth. "Looks like you've got one hell of a slut here, Mr Briggs," I said, making sure she got every drop. "I sure wouldn't like to be her old man, what with all that spunk and shit up her." Briggs laughed. "Don't worry son, she's got tomorrow to recover, beside the stupid bastard doesn't even know what a whore he's married too. Christ, is she was my old lady I'd fucking kill her."
Helen emerged from behind the curtain, video camera still in hand. At the same time I removed my mask. Briggs looked at me and then at Helen. "Helen, but, if your ... then who ..." I'll never forget the look on his face. His tired drunken fucked out brain was trying to take it in. He turned to the prone figure laying in front of him. Spunk was running out of every orifice, her face and hair were covered in it and she was moaning like a hurt animal. As Briggs removed her mask, his scream could be heard all over the hotel. Helen and I slipped out quietly.
When we turned on the news next morning the job was complete. "Millionaire and beautiful young wife found dead after hotel orgy. The police suspect suicide."
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The letter arrived out of the blue and when I opened it my heart ran cold. There in bold letters it said that my lovely wife was having an affair. It was signed simply, a friend.
I really couldn't believe it, we'd only been married three years, our sex life was good, at least I thought so, I was making good money, we had just about everything we wanted, so why would she play around. The letter suggested that next time I go away on business, I get some one to watch her.
That night as we sat there watching TV I kept stealing glances at her. Jane was 25 years old, pretty but not beautiful in a model sense, she had a full figure with long legs and large tits and always dressed pretty conservatively. She didn't drink but she did enjoy socialising and we had a good group of friends, or so I thought. The more I looked the worse it got until in the end I feigned a headache and went to bed.
As European Director I travelled a lot, two days here, three there, giving Jane time to enjoy herself at home. I earned enough money for her not to work and in all other ways she was a model wife. I was due in France in two days and all I could think of was will she fuck around while I'm away. In the end I decided to cancel the trip but not tell her.
Wednesday morning I kept up pretences and left for the airport as usual. "Bye Hon, see you on Friday," she said planting a big kiss on my cheek."
"Any plans while I'm away," I asked, "oh, usual thing, I'll probably have some friends over, go shopping, that sort of thing, go on or you'll be late for your flight." I drove a mile to the nearest hotel and checked in for one night.
All day I was on tender hooks, hoping for dear life that the letter was wrong. All sorts of things went through my mind; what would I do if I caught her, suppose it was more than one man, what if they were bigger than me, the more I thought about it the worse it became. By six o'clock I was a nervous wreck. I changed into a black polo neck, dark slacks and a leather jacket and slowly walked the mile back to my house. The lounge lights were on and the curtains drawn so I hid in the trees across the road.
Half an hour went by but nothing had happened. Was he already in there, had she gone out and left the lights on, I was thinking all sorts again. Rationality kicked in and the voice said, "maybe your wrong, she's probably sitting there, feet up watching TV." Yeah, of course she is, how could I have dou ... A car pulled up in front of the house. I vaguely recognised it. A tall man got out carrying a bottle and headed for my front door. Jane answered it and invited him in.
My hands were clammy and my heart was pumping like mad. What should I do? It took about 20 minutes before my muddled brain made a decision and I found myself making my way down the side of the house. The lounge is 30 feet lounge extending the whole length of the house. It has bay windows at one end and a patio door at the rear. Unfortunately, with 20mm double glazed reinforced glass there was no way I was going to smash my way in and it also deadened any sound coming from the occupants. I searched for a way to see in.
Looking through the tinniest gap in the curtains I could just make out her legs. She was obviously sitting on the sofa with her legs stretched out in front of her. Again I started to doubt, maybe it's just an old friend dropping by.
Then my heart stopped. A hand was making its way up Jane's leg. As it went higher, so did her dress exposing her sexy lace stocking tops. It was when she opened her legs wide that I nearly died, she was sitting there with no knickers on exposing her freshly shaved cunt to this man. I stood spellbound as his fingers worked on her pussy lips making them wet before finally sliding two fingers into her cunt and frigging her like mad.
I'd seen enough. At the grand old age of 40 I was in no shape to go barging in and challenging a complete stranger, beside, if it did end in a fight I didn't want my home smashed up. I had to think about this. As I left the garden I looked again at the car, I'm sure I'd seen it before but just couldn't place it. I went back to the hotel and spent a restless night trying to work things out in my mind.
It was four o'clock in the morning when I suddenly awoke with a start. I was fully dressed lying on top of the bed, I had remembered. The bloody car, it was John's, my fucking boss!
That morning, unshaven and bleary eyed, I kept watch on the house again and sure enough, 7:30 and the bastard is kissing her goodbye on the doorstep. "See you tonight then, same time," he said feeling her tits through her thin dressing gown. "John, somebody might see us," she giggled. John, all smiles, jumped in his car and drove away. I returned to the hotel, freshened up and checked out.
I've never been one for violence but sometimes there's just no choice. That night, as John walked up my driveway clutching his bottle of wine I stepped out in front him. "Hello John, come to shag my wife again?" Before he could reply I hit him hard, once in the guts followed by an uppercut to the chin. Mike Tyson would have been proud of the punch I finally threw. It caught him square on the jaw knocking him out. I dragged him to his car, opened the door and threw him in. He was groaning and coming round. "W-w-what happened," he spluttered, blood dripping onto his nice leather upholstery. "You got caught," I said looking down at him. "Oh, before I forget, you can stick your fucking job right up your arse and if I see you anywhere near my wife again I'll break your fucking neck, now piss off before I really get mad."
He didn't need telling twice and with blood pouring from his face he speed off down the road.
Now for the bitch.
As I walked towards the front door I found John's bottle of wine, still intact where he dropped it. Picking it up I went to the door and rang the bell. "Hold on John, let me get the chain off ... David, w-w-w-what are you doing here, I err, I thought you were in um France or something." I pushed past her into the hallway. She was wearing a see through blouse with no bra, a short mini which showed her stocking tops and a pair of platform high heels that made her look ten feet tall. She had fuck me written all over her. "Well, I see your expecting someone else, John maybe?"
"Oh my God, I'm so sorry, please David, I didn't mean it, please you must believe me, please." She was in tears clutching at my lapels and begging forgiveness. Then she changed tack and pushed me away. "It's all your fault, if you hadn't left me alone so often none of this would have happened."
Isn't it funny how it's always your fault. You're the poor sucker that's been working his fucking guts out to provide a good life for them but suddenly that's not enough. I smacked her round the face and pushed her into the lounge. "How many times," I asked. She lay on the floor looking up at me through fearful eyes. "How many times what?" she asked. I took a step towards her, "don't play the fucking innocent with me girl, how many times has he fucked you."
"Please David, it was only once, a long time ago, I didn't know he was coming hear tonight, please, you must believe me." I grabbed he by the hair and yanked her up. "Do you think I'm stupid or something, I was watching last night, and you're not exactly dressed to go out are you?" I threw her to the ground again. Her short skirt was now round her waist exposing her stockings, suspenders and knickerless cunt. "And I suppose you keep that uncovered for health reasons. Right bitch, you're going to tell me everything, I want to know every time he visited you and what you did. And since when did you drink wine?"
"I don't, John used to drink it all himself."
That's when the first good idea of the night hit me. I poured a large glass of wine and handed it too her. "Drink," I demanded. "David, please, I can't, you know I don't drink alcohol."
"I grabbed her hair and turned her head upwards. Holding the glass to her lips I made her drink every damn drop. Then I refilled it and did it again. Eventually I just got the bottle and made her drink from that. Ten minutes later and two thirds was gone. She was spluttering and trying to fight me off as I forced it down her but that just served to make me madder. "Right slut, how many times has he fucked you?" The drink was taking effect and her speech was a little slurred. "Bout 20 times I 'spose."
"Go on, when was the first time, I want every detail."
"David, please don't make me do this, please." I just stared at her. "OK, I'll tell you. It was at Linda's party just after you got promotion and started travelling away, about three, four months ago. Someone must have slipped alcohol into my juice and next thing I knew I was upstairs with a man."
"What do you mean a man, what man?"
"I dunno, just a man. Then John came in and he fucked me too." How many men did you fuck that night? "Six, maybe seven, they just kept coming in and I couldn't stop them." Her nipples were poking through her thin blouse as she spoke and I suddenly realised that I was getting an enormous hard on. "So you got fucked by loads of men at Linda's party, then what?"
"That's when it all started. The next time you were away, John came round to the house. I told him no, but he said he only wanted to talk so I let him in. He kept telling me how sexy I was and threatened to tell you if I didn't let him ... You know, have me."
"Fuck sweetheart, the word you're looking for is FUCK." Neither of us swear, even when making love I have never used or heard Jane use foul language, but now it was shock tactic time, if she was going to act like a whore then I'd sure as hell treat her like one.
"He wouldn't go away, so I agreed to let him, have...fuck me so long as he went away afterwards."
"And did he?"
"No, he stayed the night and made me do things." Our sex life had been pretty good but Jane was not what you'd call adventurous. Blow jobs were things that whores did to their clients, not decent respectable people like us. She wouldn't even let me go down on her saying it was dirty, disgusting. No, it was just plain old fashioned sex with a few different positions thrown in for good measure. "What sort of things?" I asked, my boner now straining at my flies.
"He made me ...he err... he made me ...suck it." She looked at me waiting for a reaction. "He made me take his thingy in my mouth and suck it. Urgh, it was disgusting. Then he made me ... oh God, I can't, it was too terrible." She looked at me again. "Go on, every little detail."
"He, well he um, he came in my mouth!"
"And what did you do?"
"He said if I didn't swallow it he would tell you about the party." Well, that was a first, her first blow job and she was made to swallow. By now my cock was on sensory overload, I undid my flies and took it out. "Show me." She looked horrified, "show me how you suck cock and swallow cum." Before she could resist I grabbed her head and forced my cock into her mouth. God if felt good. Her mouth was red hot where she'd been crying and as she closed her lips round my shaft I was in heaven. I thought of her with John's cock in her pretty mouth and before long I was shooting spurt after spurt into her throat. I'd completely caught her off guard, and she was spluttering for breath as she tried in vain to swallow. Eventually I withdrew, making her lick the last drops from my dwindling prick.
I picked her up and sat her on the sofa next to me. "So, that's it is it? John's been fucking you ever since." She was quite and couldn't look at me. "That was it, wasn't it?" I asked again. Suddenly she grabbed the wine bottle and downed the last few drops. "There's more," she said looking straight at me. "John started bringing other men round." My heart sank. "He used to call me his whore and say they could do whatever they wanted to me. The first time, he made me dress like this and parade round in front of a man called Brian. He was really old and smelt awful. John made me stand in front of him while he ran his hands up my legs and played with my vagina,"
"cunt, it's called a cunt or pussy," I interjected. "He let him play with my ...c-c-c-cunt. I had to stand in front of him with my legs spread while he slid his finger into my, cunt, and tried to make me cum. John said I couldn't sit down until he heard me cum."
"Then he made me suck Brian's cock and swallow his cum. It was awful, it tasted fishy and there was gallons but he made me do it." She was near to tears again. "Then he let Brian suck my tits and fuck my mouth while he fucked me. They made me get on all fours. Then Brian fucked me while John made me lick his penis,"
"PRICK, for fucks sake, it's a fucking PRICK," I almost yelled at her. She recoiled but continued slowly. "His p-p-prick, he made me lick his prick. He said all little sluts liked the taste of pussy on a prick so I should get used to it."
"Then he brought another man, Sven, he was foreign. He was really big and he hurt me."
"What do you mean big, big what?"
"He had a really big, you know, prick."
"Well how big, 8, 9, 10 inches, how big?" She paused again and looked away. "Twelve inches."
"WHAT?"
"John made me measure it, it was exactly twelve inches and very thick. I pleaded with them not to make me but John said I had too. They tied me to the bed and John made a video of Sven making...fucking me with his big cock. It really hurt and I screamed a lot but eventually he got it all in and it wasn't so bad."
My mind was on overload with visions of Jane, dressed in black stockings and suspenders, tied spread eagled to the bed while some fucking giant of a Swede stuffed his oversized cock up her. My cock was also responding to this stimulus and was begging to go again. Just when I thought I'd heard everything she continued.
"The worse one was Peter," she went on, "he was a real pervert. He used to like spanking me and making me cry before he ...fucked me. One day he and John tied me up and Peter whipped me. He left those ugly red welts that you saw when you came home."
"You bitch, you told me they were rope burns from the gym."
"Anyway, after that they made me do something else." She went quite again. "Go on, what did they make you do?"
"Oh David, your going to hate me for this. John invited Sven and Peter at the same time. They made me sit on Sven's cock while Peter got behind and ..."
"My God, you mean he ..."
"Yes, he fucked me in the arse. God it hurt so much at first, I thought they would split me in two. Then John made me suck his prick while the other two fucked me. He said all women should be treated like this, three pricks at the same time, it showed them what they were really made for. John made a video of that session as well, do you want to see it?"
This was incredible, in the space of three months my boss had turned my shy loving wife into a wanton slut and the bastard had even filmed it. I leapt on her. Grabbing her tits roughly through the material of her blouse, I twisted them and pulled the nipples until I thought they would come off. "Is this how you like, huh, is this what you like you fucking cheap slut." I threw her face down on the sofa and yanked her skirt up round her back. Both smooth round arse cheeks were staring me in the face. I prised her butt hole open using my thumbs and spit into the hole. "So, you like it up the arse do you," I said, positioning my cock at her rear entrance. I pushed forward and too my amazement slid in easily. "How many times have you done this?" I asked, grabbing her hair and pulling her head up roughly. "Lots, even Sven fucks me like this now."
Visions were running through my mind at 100mph. A large Swede ramming his massive cock up my wife's arse. Peter whipping her while Brian, the old man forced his dirty smelly cock into her mouth. Jane, on all fours with a cock in each hole, relishing the experience as the men used her like a common slut. I imagined her tied spread eagled to the bed, dressed in her black stockings and high heels while a succession of men took turns at using her cunt, arse and mouth. Finally it got too much, I came and came until it hurt, filling Jane's over stretched arse hole with fiery hot spunk.
When I awoke the next morning she was sound asleep beside me, her pretty face beautiful and angelic in the early morning sun. I looked at her with joy in my heart and wondered how I could have such nasty dreams about the woman I love.
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Three years of marriage and already she was fucking around behind my back. She didn't know that I knew and kept up a real front, the perfect little wife. "Oh John, I really love your cock up me, I'll do anything for you, oh yes baby, that's it, harder, deeper." As deep as David's, I thought to myself, fucking her harder. David was one of Jenny's lovers, his cock was almost twice the length of mine. How do I know, easy, I set up a hidden video camera last time I was working away. In fact, I've built up quiet a collection over the last few months. Yeah, Jenny sure can fuck.
"Here, put these on," I said throwing the package on the bed. She gasped when she opened it and found the black stockings with matching suspenders, the under the nipple bra that would clearly display her 36" tits, the 6" heeled fuck me pumps that would make her 5'6" frame seem that much taller and the neat black button up the front dress that finished just below see level. "Wow, where did you get these," she asked rolling a stocking on. "Never mind where, just put them on, oh, and fix your make up, I want it real tarty."
There's no way she would question my actions, she had lots of kinky clothes and just loved to dress up. It meant she would get fucked, and Jenny just loves to fuck. Ten minutes later and she joined me in the lounge. She looked stunning. Her tits struggled against the thin material of the dress clearly showing her prominent nipples. If she sat down, the short dress rode up exposing her stockings and suspenders. She wasn't wearing panties. "Drink this," I said handing her a large scotch. "What, trying to get me drunk before you take advantage of me," she asked giving me that innocent schoolgirl look. Jenny can't take scotch and gets drunk on it very quick. She still had no idea what was going on and thought it was one of our many games. I stood her against the wall and gently fingered her shaven pussy while she reluctantly drank a second tumbler full.
"That should keep you nice and relaxed, come on, lets go." She looked a little shocked as I grabbed the car keys and headed towards the door. "Where are we going, I can't go out looking like this." She made an attempt to pull the hem of her dress down. "Just get in the car," I said, steering her towards the front door.
During the short drive down town, I kept playing with her pussy, making it wet and bringing her to the verge of an orgasm but stopping just before she got there. Jenny sat there with her eyes closed enjoying the attention. By the time we reached our destination she was begging me to finish her off. I killed the engine and walked round to the passenger side. "OK, out." It was dark in the parking lot and I could see she was a little nervous as I locked the car and headed towards a nearby building. "Where are we?" she asked, "You'll see," I replied entering the building. The corridor was bathed in a red light and pictures of naked women adorned the walls. As we approached the desk, Jenny stopped abruptly. It was our neighbour from across the street, Mr Dean, an old boy, fat, ugly, unshaven and in need of a wash, his eyes flew open when he recognised Jenny and he made it obvious he was looking her up and down.
Jenny had many a run in with the old git and she really hated him, saying how he made crude comments when she passed and was always undressing her with his eyes. She had him pegged as the neighbourhood pervert. "An hour," I said throwing some money on the counter. He gave me a swipe card, looked at Jenny again, smiled lewdly and said to take my pick.
Through a heavy curtain and along another dimly lit corridor, only this time it had rooms left and right. "Number 6," I told Jenny, her high heels clicking on the tiled floor. We entered the small room and I could see Jenny looking around. The cubicle was about 4' x 6' with a wooden bench running the length of one wall and a large TV set into the facing wall. I closed the door and locked it. "What the hell is this place," Jenny asked as I slipped the card into a slot beside the TV. It sprung to life with the image of a white girl sucking a large black cock while two other blacks guys played with her tits and a forth one fucked her. Jenny's eyes were riveted on the screen. "Look at the size of that," she said as the guy fucking withdrew a prick that must have been at least twelve inches long. "Like big cocks do we?" I asked, standing behind her and playing with her tits through the dress. "How would you like that reaming your tight little cunt?" Jenny pressed her arse back against my now hardening prick and simply sighed. I undid the buttons on her dress and laid it on the bench. Still standing behind her I pinched and tweaked her exposed nipples while she watched the action on the screen. The guy fucking the woman's mouth was about to cum and withdrawing until just the tip of his cock was resting on her bottom lip he shot spurt after spurt of warm white spunk into her mouth. She allowed it to collect on her tongue before swishing it round and swallowing the lot. "Hmmm, fancy doing that?" I asked Jenny.
Before she could even turn round I had my prick out. She smiled as she leaned forward, bending at the waist, taking the head of my rampant tool between her lips and licking the pre cum from the end. I waited until she was in her stride, taking my entire length into her mouth. "Would you like a big black cock up your cunt now?"
"Hmm," she replied, not taking my prick from her pretty little slut mouth.
I manoeuvred her round until she was pressed against the wall. Her high heels made her just the right height for the hole. I pushed forward, forcing her exposed arse and cunt hard against the hole, my engorged cock deep into her throat. Suddenly, her hands pushed against my hips trying to push me away. She was gurgling and moaning, her pretty brown eyes looking up at me, pleading with me. She tried to move away from the wall but I held her firm, pushing her back with my cock, my pubic hair caressing her nose and cheeks. More grunts and squeaks escaped her and her eyes flew open as though she had been stabbed. I could feel her hands pressing against my thighs, only now they were no longer pushing, they were holding her steady. Her body was being forced against me and the had a surprised look in her eyes.
I waited a few minutes, then pulled my cock completely out, took her head in my hands and kissed her deeply. "Tell me what's happening,"
"Oh god, someone's fucking me. There's a huge cock up my cunt." She was doing her best to push back against the cock, meeting his every thrust. "Do you like it?" I asked, playing with her nipples. "Yes, oh yes, it's so fucking bigggggg." Jenny reached for my cock and sucked it deep into her throat again. She was purring like a cat as the unknown cock stretched her cunt to the limit. I felt her body tense and knew that the cock was filling her cunt with spunk. I pulled out before I came too. "Yessss, oh yes, fill it baby, fill my cunt." Her whole body shook as her orgasm ripped through her. Suddenly, there was a loud squelching plop and she fell to her knees. I turned her towards the hole in the wall and watched as she licked the unknown black cock clean. Satisfied with his secret fuck, the guy withdrew into the darkness of the next cubicle leaving Jenny excited and gasping for breath.
I stood her up, her back pressed against the hole and kissed her while slipping my own cock up her slippery passage. With her fuck me pumps on it was easy to fuck her standing up and meant that my pelvis crushed against her clitoris with each thrust. "Oh yeah, fuck me baby, fuck me hard, yesssss, yessss, I gonna cum again." I held still after she had cum, resting my cock deep inside her. "Oh fuck, what's going on?" She was trying to get away from the wall but I held her tight up against it. "No, not there, please, no."
"What's he doing?" I asked her. "Oh god, he's got something in my arse, please John, stop him, it hurts, please." Then it happened, a vibration that spread through her body sending immense pleasure through my prick. Jenny started to grind herself against me, whether it was to get away from the vibrator stuffed up her arse or from sheer pleasure I'll never know, but within seconds she was on a wave of orgasms.
I felt the vibrator being withdrawn from her anal cavity but it was quickly replaced with something even larger. I could feel the softness of the guys prick as it slid into her arse separated from my own only by a thin membrane of skin. It went in deep causing Jenny to hold me tight, groaning in my ear with a mixture of pleasure and pain. We soon built up a steady rhythm and I looked at her face as orgasm after orgasm swept through her. Her beautiful eyes were shut tight and her mouth was open as the two pricks filled her. The thought that my lovely wife was being fucked for the second time by a total stranger was too much and with a mighty grunt I unloaded into her warm cunt. As my own orgasm finished, I could feel the prick in her arse pulsing as it too unloaded into her. "God, oh my god," Jenny screamed as hot spunk filled her arse.
As with the first guy, the cock vanished into the gloom. Jenny clasped onto the bench fighting to regain her breath. "So my little whore, are you enjoying yourself?"
"That was incredible, I've never felt a cock cum so much." The movie was coming to an end so I placed Jenny's dress around her and unlocked the door. She started to button it up by I stopped her. "I can't leave like this, what if somebody sees me?"
"Hmm, now that would be interesting," I countered.
The sleaze ball at the front desk was nowhere to be seen and Jenny headed for the door. "Not so fast, give me the dress." She looked horrified. "What if he comes back?"
"Just give me the dress, that's better. Now go behind the desk and lean over towards me, like the guy was when we came in." She did as she was told. "Now, spread your legs wide, put your arms round my neck, that right, OK, now kiss me." Jenny was unsure but did as she was told. "Your going to tell me everything that happens to you, OK." She looked at me and nodded OK. Suddenly, her eyes lit up again. "Some ones running his hands up my stockings," she tried to look round but I stopped her, "he's playing with my pussy lips, smearing all the juices round, oh, he's putting his fingers in my cunt... Hmm, oh yes, he's playing with my clit." I leaned forward and started to play with her nipples as her unseen assailant continued to help himself.
Her eyes were closed as he fingered her cunt and stroked her clitoris. "Oh my, he's... Jesus, that's so big, ouch, urgh, oh yes." She was leaning forward across the counter as the guy fed his large cock into her used cunt. "Is it nice?"
"Yes, it's huge, it feels so fat, I can feel it stretching me."
"Do you like it?"
"Hmm, you bet." The guy was fucking her harder now. "Do you care who it is?" She was close to coming again. "What if it's the guy across the street?"
"I don't care, just fuck me, whoever you are, please, don't stop." But that's exactly what he did. He stopped and pulled out. "What the fuck are you doing, please, fuck me, please, you can't leave me like this."
"You want it baby, you beg for it," the old boy said. Jenny turned round to look at him. His old yellow shirt was stained and hung loosely round his fat gut. He was almost bald and with his tobacco stained rotting teeth he looked a complete mess. I saw the look of disgust of Jenny's face as he leered at her but when she glanced down the look returned to one of lust. Dean's cock wasn't that long, about 8" but it was easily the fattest I had ever seen. "Go on baby, touch it, you know that's what you want bitch." As if in a trance, Jenny reached out and touched his twitching cock while the old boy helped himself to handfuls of tit. Without taking her eyes from his cock she slowly fell to her knees and started to lick it. It was an amazing sight, my beautiful young wife dressed in high heels, stockings and suspenders with her tits hanging out of an under the nipple bra, on her knees sucking a fat cock belonging to a fat gross smelly old man. "I want to fuck the sluts cunt again, bring her in here," he said dragging her off his prick and leading us into the back room. "On the bed slut and spread those legs, I want to look at your face while I fuck you."
Jenny immediately did as she was told, lying back on the grubby bed, her long stockinged legs spread wide open, stretching her cunt lips wide, exposing the pink inner flesh covered in spunk and cunt juice. The old boy climb onto the bed making it creak with the strain. Kneeling between her open thighs and slowly wanking his fat cock he said, "tell me what you want bitch?"
"I want you to stop talking and put that fat cock back up my cunt." He lay on top of her, his big gut crushing her tits under the weight. Jenny was so wet that his cock went straight up her without any resistance at all and I watched as he fucked her missionary style. After a few minutes he raised himself up on his arms, his gut still crushing her, and looked down at her face. "You like me fucking you don't you, you stuck up little slut." Jenny just groaned as he slammed his meat into her. "You gonna let me fuck you whenever I want from now on, right."
"Yes, yes, don't stop, oh God, I'm nearly there."
"Tell me whore, tell me you're my fuck slave from now on."
"Anything, I'll be your fuck slave, I promise, anything... oh yessssssssssss."
As he rammed his fat cock up her she went into an almighty orgasm that saw her entire body lifting of the bed. No mean feat when you realise the she still had fat boy lying on top. "Look at me bitch, tell me you want it." Jenny opened her eyes and looked straight at him. "Yeah, c'mon big boy, fuck me with that fat cock of yours, ram it up my cunt, that's it, harder, come on you fat bastard, make me cum again." He took exception to the fat bastard bit and rammed into Jenny for all he was worth. She was loving every minute of it and despite his weight was pushing up to meet his every thrust. Suddenly he pulled out. Gushers of spunk shot from his cock covering her tits and stomach and some of it hitting her face. There was gallons of the stuff, I've never seen a man cum so much. He finished by climbing up the bed and making Jenny suck his prick clean.
Arriving home in the early hours I told Jenny that from now on if she felt the need for cock then I would invite Mr Dean over. As it turned out, I didn't have to... she did.
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Shelly always maintained that the best part of sex was the gooey feeling that a load of fresh cum left between her legs. "Hmm, I can feel it squish round inside my cunt and then start to run down my thighs," she would say after a good seeing to.
I always maintained that the best part of sex was feeling her cunt just after some guy or guys had freshly filled it. That and the anticipation of waiting for her to return home, wondering exactly what she was up to, how many men there were, had they stripped her off completely, was she sucking a cock. The feeling in the pit of my stomach as I waited for her was just pure agony.
It all started after watching a program on hookers. One of the girls was about the same age and build as Shelly and she had started her call girl career by designing her own web site. Within weeks she was doing three to four punters a week and earning about £500. "Blimey, if she can earn that with her fat figure, imagine what blokes would pay to fuck you," I said as we cuddled up together on the sofa. "Would you really like me to fuck other men?" she asked, running her hand over the growing bulge in my jeans. The more I thought about it the more turned on I got until the bulge had turned into a tent. "You bastard," she joked, grabbing my hard on, "it's actually turning you on isn't it, you really would like me to be a whore. Perhaps you'd like to think of me doing this." She unzipped my flies and pulled my rampant cock free. It was heaven as her tongue lashed round the rim before taking the first few inches in her mouth.
"Oh yeah, that's it babe, suck it real good, just imagine I'm some bloke in a hotel room and your sucking his cock." She was kneeling on the sofa beside me, her short skirt riding high on her thighs showing a tantalising glimpse of black stocking. I ran my hand up her leg, enjoying the silky smooth feel of the nylon. "Just think, some total stranger would be doing this to you as you sucked his fat cock." I let my fingers drift over her cunt mound causing her to moan in pleasure. "Would you like that, would you like him to touch your cunt as you suck him?"
"Hmm," she replied sending a wonderful vibration down my entire shaft.
I slipped my fingers inside her knickers and rubbed them up and down her mound. Her lips opened up and cum juice just poured out. I used my thumb to tease her clitoris causing her to tremor and double her efforts on my shaft. "The thoughts really turning you on isn't it, you really would like some other guy touching you up."
"Oh God yes," she said, breaking off from my cock as one hell of an orgasm hit her. Even before she had calmed down she had ripped her soaked knickers off and was sitting astride me stuffing my prick up her cunt. "Fuck me hard," was all she said. I undid her blouse and scooped her tits out from the confines of her bra; her nipples were rock hard. "Would you like him to fuck you like this, his big cock up your dripping cunt while he played with your tits and sucked your nipples?"
"Yes, oh yes, suck them Baby, suck them hard."
She was riding me like never before as I worked on her tits and it wasn't long before both of us were getting our rocks of. When she eventually climbed of, my jeans were soaked with a mixture of cum and pussy juice.
That night in bed, we discussed it again. "Would you really like to try that, meet some guy in a hotel room and let him fuck you for a hour?"
"Hmm, I don't know, it couldn't be just any old guy, I'd have to fancy him."
"So, if we found the right guy would you do it?"
"Hmm, if that's what you want, it might be exciting, and we could sure use the money."
I work with computers, so within a week we had our own web site with some pretty raunchy pictures of Shelly dressed in sexy underwear. At 31, she still has one hell of a body and at 5'8" is considered tall. With her 4" high heels on she looks positively awesome and gets lots of comments from horny men. Her 38DD tits aren't quite as firm as they used to be, but boy are they a handful and her shaven pussy just begs to be licked and fucked. Long brunette hair and brown come to bed eyes complete the picture.
The add requested that anyone interested should contact us via e-mail and include a photo and telephone number. By the second week, she had received twelve enquiries. Most of them could be ruled out as cranks, but one guy had sent a picture of himself and suggested she might like to meet at a local hotel for some fun. He was happy to pay the £100 suggested fee and had asked that she dress as in the web photo. It took three days before we got up the courage to phone the guy and I listened in on the extension as Shelly spoke to him. He sounded really nice and explained that he was often away on business and would like to indulge in the sort of fantasies he couldn't get at home. He wanted a nice looking woman to dress as a whore with black stockings, high heels etc who enjoyed giving and receiving oral and of course a good fuck. After checking it was alright with me, a meeting was set for Saturday night.
By seven o'clock Shelly was bathed, made up and dressed to kill. "Christ I'm nervous," she said getting into the car. "Listen Hon, you don't have to go through with it if you feel uncomfortable." We had already gone through the emotions bit, will you still love etc. and I had assured her I would be waiting for her when she came out. We drove to the hotel in silence.
Before she got out of the car I leaned over and kissed her. "Well, this is it, do or die, but it's your choice."
"Do you want me to?" she asked. I slid my hand up her skirt and into her knickers. "If this is wet then I know you want to," I said dipping my fingers into her pussy. It was soaking. "Guess that answers that then. Go on, have a real good time, and don't forget, leave your knickers off when you come out, I want to feel that lovely cunt of yours full of spunk." With that, she was out of the car and striding towards the hotel.
As I sat and waited it was pure mental torture. My stomach was in knots, my heart in my mouth and my prick harder than I'd ever seen it. I kept imagining my lovely wife lying back on some hotel bed, her legs spread wide while some guy did what he liked to her. Was he fucking her now? Did she suck his cock? Was he playing with her tits or licking her smooth pussy? After an hour it got even worse. Maybe he's got a massive cock, would she like it better than mine? Was he giving her multiple orgasms? How old was he? Maybe there were several men and she was being gang rapped.
One hour and thirty minutes, where was she, what was she doing? Now I was panicking.
I couldn't take any more and was just about to get out of the car when I saw her coming. She slowly walked across the car park before opening the door to climb in. Her hair was a complete mess, her make up was smeared but she had a grin a mile wide on her pretty face. "Well," was all I could say. She took my hand and opening her long legs placed it on her cunt. "Is this what you wanted?"
It was as though someone had coated her entire pussy and thighs with baby oil. My fingers glided across her smooth cunt lips and when I dipped them into her hole it was just saturated. I smeared the gooey mess across her clit and within seconds she was coming hard. "Oh fuck, yes, don't stop, oh yesssssss." When she was finished coming, she took my hand and licked each finger clean, looking me straight in the eyes as she greedily licked each one. "My God, what did he do to you?"
"Take me home and I'll tell you in bed."
I drove home like a maniac and before the front door had even slammed behind us we were tearing at each other's clothes. "I want to know every detail," I said, leaving her standing there in her sexy underwear. We lay on the bed, my fingers caressing her juicy cunt while hers slowly wanked my rock hard prick. We lay with our heads side by side on the pillow looking into each other's eyes as she told me what happened.
"I was really nervous standing outside the door, it took ages before I plucked up the courage to knock. The guy that answered was a little older than his photo suggested but he was still quite handsome. Going by his silver hair, I reckoned he was about mid fifties, slightly overweight and a little shorter than me. He was wearing one of those white towelling gowns. He introduced himself as Mike and invited me in. He had one of those suites with a lounge area leading through to the bedroom.
Once inside he took my coat and complemented me on my figure and outfit. He was really nice. Then he poured me a large glass of Champagne and sitting on the bed, asked me to stand in front of him. He started by running his hands up my legs, first on the outside then up my thighs. He said he loved the feel of my silky stockings. Then he undid the buttons and let the dress fall to the floor. I felt so embarrassed standing there in front of a strange man dressed like a cheap whore."
"Did he say anything about your sexy undies?"
"Oh yes, he couldn't take his eyes off me. Kept saying how wonderful and slutty I looked. Then he stood up and started playing with my tits through my bra, licking them and squeezing them. I felt his cock sticking into my thigh and reached down to play with it." At this point she paused, as if savouring the memory. "Go on, was it big?"
He big brown eyes glossed over. "You won't be mad will you," she said pleadingly. "Just tell me you teasing little slut," I said smiling at her and giving her clit an extra twist. "OK, I'll tell you, it was very big. You know how I can just close my fingers round your shaft, well with his I couldn't. And when I held it, I could place both hands round it and he still had 2-3 inches sticking out the top."
"So go on, what did he make you do?"
"He scooped my tits out of my bra and starting sucking the nipples. You know how much that turns me on. Then he started to play with my pussy through my knickers, rubbing his palm across my mound and saying how delicious it felt. He kissed his way all down my tummy and started to eat me through my knickers, boy was I wet by then. Then he sat down again, and very slowly pulled them down, never taking his eyes from my cunt the whole time."
"Did you like that, another man taking your knickers off?"
"You bet, I couldn't stop shaking I was so excited. Once they were off, he gently laid me back on the bed and started to eat me out. That was it, I came and came all over his face."
With Shelly's hand working its magic on my hard cock it was all I could do to hold back. The thought of this guy licking her pussy was driving me crazy. She too was close to coming and I increased the pressure of my fingers on her clit making her whole body shake as she came. She lay still getting her breath and then said, "guess what he made me do then?" Without waiting for an answer she dived onto my cock and started to suck it deep into her mouth. He tongue swirled round the head sending shivers of delight through me. I just couldn't hold back and with her lips closed tightly round the head I let rip. She drank every drop and even squeezed the last few drips out before lapping them up with her tongue. "You did that to him?"
"Hmm,"
"and you drank the lot, just like that?"
"You bet, I was so fucking horny I would have done anything."
"Wow, you really are a cheap fucking slut," I said grabbing her too me and kissing her passionately, "but I love it."
We settled down again and she continued the story. "After he came in my mouth, we just laid back on the bed and finished the champagne. He told me that his wife would never suck him off and that it was the most incredible experience he'd ever had. All the wile we were talking he was playing with my tits and fingering my pussy and I was wanking his cock. He asked me about you, did you mind other men fucking me. I told him it really turned you on and that you were waiting for me to bring a sloppy pussy home. This made him really excited again and his prick shot up. He asked me to get on top. Boy, he was so big I wasn't sure if I could take him."
"And did you?"
"Yes, I was so wet it seemed to go in easily. Before I knew it I was bouncing of his balls. He played with my tits as I rode him and kept telling me what an incredible fuck I was. He wanted me to talk dirty to him so I kept telling him to fill my cunt with his big cock. Fuck me harder, make me cum, that sort of thing. Then he wanted me doggy style, so I knelt on the bed while he fucked me from behind. For his age he really had some staying power, he was fucking me like a mad man, calling me a slut and a whore, telling me he was going to fill my slutty cunt with his spunk so I could take it back to my husband. I must have cum several times and was screaming for him to use me and fuck me harder. I felt his prick grow even bigger then whoosh, squirt after squirt shot up my hole, I think he must have been saving that for a week. When he eventually pulled out I was just too shagged out to move, I just stayed there, arse in the air, fighting for breath."
"So, what happened then, how come you took so long?" She looked at me sheepishly. "Promise you won't get mad if I tell you?"
"Tell me what, I've heard how some guys just fucked the living daylights out of you, what more is there?"
"Well, as I lay there, there was a knock on the door, it was room service delivering more champagne. Mike told me to stay exactly as I was while he went to sign for it. I heard the door go and then there were hands on my hips and a cock pushing itself into my cunt. I couldn't believe he could get it up again so quickly. I was so juicy with the last load of cum that I couldn't really feel much. He wasn't going in so deep this time but he was fucking me much faster. Then I felt hands on my tits, crushing them and pulling on the nipples. I was starting to cum again. Then... well, that's when I felt it. Up until then, my head had been buried in the bedclothes, but now hands were raising my head up and a hard cock was slapping round my face. I looked up and saw Mike, as I tried to say something he just pushed my cock into my mouth and told me to suck. I couldn't believe it, some other guy was in the room fucking me and Mike was making me suck him off again. I tried to turn round to see who it was but Mike held my head still and fucked my mouth."
"Did you like it, two pricks at the same time?"
"Oh yes, it was pure heaven, I just kept coming and coming. Mike was telling the guy to give it to me hard, telling him what a nasty little whore I was, incredibly, the guy speeded up even more. Then they both came, I had a real struggle to swallow, Mike came so much, and the guy fucking me, Christ, it felt like he was never going to stop. I could feel spurt after spurt filling my cunt, oh it was gorgeous. They both pulled out and Mike asked the guy if he had enjoyed his tip. I looked round and there was the waiter, I had let the waiter fuck me. I hope your not mad at me, I didn't mean it to happen, I was tricked."
"Mad, why should I be mad, it wasn't your fault, and anyway, you said how much you enjoyed it so what's the problem?"
"He was black."
We both fell silent. Neither of us had ever considered letting Shelly fuck a black man, and suddenly it had happened, what's more, she enjoyed it. "Are you mad at me Hon?"
"Mad, you fucking slut, I'll show you how mad I am." She squealed with joy as I shoved my rampant cock up her and fucked her like a man possessed. The thought of her being fucked by a black guy while sucking some old guys fat cock had me shooting off like never before. Both of us had such intense orgasms it took an hour to calm down.
"Oh yes, I didn't tell you the best bit," she said heading for her handbag. "Mike said that seeing as I'd been shagged twice, then he had better pay twice." She spread £200 out on bed and told me that from now on it was a standing arrangement, once a month.
Since then Shelly has fucked hundreds of blokes and every time I get a thrill out of waiting for her to return home with a cunt full of fresh spunk.
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So, that was it, after 20 years loyal service I was getting the chop. On Monday morning I was called into the MD's office. Davies had taken control of the company two months ago. He was a large fat man who showed little or no concern for other peoples feelings and was hated amongst the workforce. We had already had words on several occasions and it was hate at first sight for both of us. "Sorry old man," he said beaming, "but we have to shed some weight, and, well, our American parents have decided to close the whole R & D department and move it to the States." To this day I don't know why I did it, but without thinking I hit the old bastard right in the mouth knocking him over the desk and onto the floor.
"You'll pay for that," he said scrambling to his feet.
I half expected a visit from the police but nothing happened. My next concern was for my wife Helen. She also worked for the company and ran the large secretarial pool. As we were now dependent on her salary I could only hope that she would keep her job.
Over the next few months I wrote away for hundreds of jobs and even had a few interviews. Either I was over qualified or at 45, too old. The strain started to tell and Helen and I started to argue on a daily basis. It really came to head when she came home to tell me that she had been promoted to Davies's PA. "Look Hon, I know he's a mean old bastard, but it's nearly twice my old salary and with you, well you know, we can sure use the money."
"Yeah, an just what else do you have to do for it." Helen just stared at me. "OK, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to say that, but if that old git so much as lays a finger on you I'll kill him."
The weeks turned to months and I turned to the bottle. Our sex life was now non existent along with any hope of finding another job. Helen became distant and withdrawn and it got to the point where we started sleeping in different rooms.
Then it happened, call it a miracle, luck, justice whatever, I won £2.7 million on the mid week lottery. I was so excited, this meant a new life for both of us and just maybe we could get our lives back on track. Helen was working late, she did that a lot these days so I decided to drive to the office and break the news.
I arrived after most people had left and made my way up to the seventh floor without being challenged. Helen's new office was adjacent to Davies's at the end of the corridor. I was a bit weary of bumping into Davies again, but hey, what the hell, I was a millionaire, I'll just tell him to get stuffed, grab my wife and go. Boy was I feeling good.
I let myself in to Helen's office but she wasn't there. I could hear noises coming from Davies's room and assumed they were busy. I waited by her desk. Ten minutes later and the sound of voices had turned to groans. I inched open the adjoining door and nearly died on the spot. My darling wife was bent over the desk, her skirt up round her waist as Davies rammed his cock up her from behind. She was shouting obscenities at him and he was calling her his whore as he exploded in her cunt. Before I could rush in I was grabbed from behind and put into a powerful arm lock.
"Looks like you got a peeping tom boss," my assailant said pushing me into the room.
"Well, well, well, look who's here." Said Davies, pulling out and wiping his cock on my wife's panties. "Oh my God, Peter, what are you doing here?"
"Shut up whore, I'll tell you when to talk," Davies stormed. Helen went a deep red but did as she was told. I struggled to get at him but the man holding me was just too strong. "You see my friend," gloated Davies, "I told you you'd pay for your little indiscretion. Your lovely wife has been my fuck slut for months, she does exactly what she's told and even dresses to please, don't you my lovely whore. Now come over here and we'll show your husband just how well trained you are."
Like a meek little schoolgirl, head down staring at the carpet, Helen made her way to where her fat boss was sitting. "On your knee's whore, you know what to do." Without question, she knelt before him and took his limp cock into her mouth. "There now, you see what a good little whore she is."
"HELEN, please, stop, you don't need to do this, Helen please." Helen continued to suck the fat man's cock until it started to grow again.
"John, tie him to the chair, lets show him what she's really capable of." As I was forced into the chair I realised that my captor was a large black man, at least 6'4" and built like a brick shit house, no wonder I couldn't break free. My arms were forced behind the chair and tied into place. All the time, Helen continued to suck the fat mans cock. "Good, now, let the show begin, strip bitch, you know how I like you to look." Helen stood up and removed her skirt, blouse and bra. She stood before us in high heels shoes, black stockings and suspenders. "Now, isn't that a beautiful sight?" Davies said making her do a twirl in front of me. I noticed for the first time that her pussy was shaven completely smooth. "Now, show him how you like to play with it." Helen sat with her arse perched on the side of his desk and opened her legs real wide. Still avoiding eye contact with me, she started to finger her pussy, opening the lips to display her moist hole, I could see Davies's spunk running down her thighs. She massaged her clit with one finger while scooping up the spunk with the other before licking her fingers clean.
At 40 years old Helen still has a tremendous figure. We couldn't have kids, so her tits are large and firm and with regular work outs she has the body of a 20 year old. As she continued to play with herself, her nipples started to grow. It was as if they had a life of the own, expanding outward until they formed two perfect peeks. Her breathing began to get more laboured and she closed her eyes as her fingers worked faster on her clit. Suddenly her legs collapsed and with her whole body shaking violently she fell to the floor. "Very good my dear, it's so nice to see you enjoying yourself," Davies said. "Well John, ready for some fun?" The big black man smiled and grabbing Helen by her hair hauled her to her feet. "Tell me what you want white bitch."
"Please, no, don't make me do this, not in front of Peter, please," pleaded my wife. Taking a tighter hold on her hair he asked her again, "listen you white trash, you know what you want, so tell me."
"I – I want your cock," she answered meekly. "That's not the way to ask, try again."
"Please, I want you to fuck me with your b-b-b-black cock."
"Good girl, now tell me why you want my black cock up your nice tight white cunt."
"Because it's big."
"Good, and you like big cocks don't you bitch, tell us why you like big black cocks."
"Oh God, I'm so sorry Peter, they made me say it ……… it's because it's much bigger and better than my husbands."
Davies looked at me and smirked, "Seems that your little white dicks too small for the slut, never mind, John's got the perfect answer, show him John." John started to undress and finally, as he lowered his underpants, his very large semi hard cock sprung into view. He walked towards me, his weapon swaying in front of him and stood just inches from my face. Swinging his hips from side to side, his slapped his cock across my face. "Open your mouth white boy, you can get it nice and ready for your little fuck slut there." I clenched my teeth together and stared at him in sheer defiance. "Looks like he doesn't understand English," he said to Davies before turning quickly and landing a blow to my stomach knocking the wind out of me. As I opened my mouth in pain, he pushed forward. "Bite it white boy and your dead, now suck." I was fighting for breath as he pushed even more of his length into my mouth and I had no option but to let him use me. I gagged as his cock reached the back of my throat and tried to pull back but he had both hands on the back of my head holding me firm while he fucked my mouth. "Hey Honey, get that sweet arse over here and watch this mother fucker suck." Helen walked over and stood beside me. "Look at him bitch, I want you to watch everything."
For the first time we made eye contact. His cock had grown to an incredible size and my whole jaw was aching. He'd given up trying to fuck my throat and was now using short thrusts into my mouth. Through the tears, I looked at Helen's face and saw that she too was crying. Suddenly he pulled out. "Good white boy, now bitch, get down here and show him how it's really done." Helen dropped to her knees right in front of me and seemingly without any effort took his complete cock into her mouth until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. "Took her some time to get used to it man, but boy can she suck." As the black man filled her mouth, Davies knelt behind her and started to finger her already wet cunt. "Now this is what she really likes, you see after all the training she's had it seems that one prick just isn't enough any more." With that, he inched his hard cock into my wife's willing cunt and between them they built up a rhythm.
As the pace quickened, Helen started to moan and as John emptied his load into her mouth she went into her own orgasm. "There, see how she likes it," Davies said, holding her hips tight as he too emptied his load into her. In all our married life, Helen had never sucked my cock or played with herself and the mere thought of having a black man, well, she would have been disgusted at the thought. Yet here she was, dressed like a whore, sucking a black man's cock while another fat guy fucked her, and she was getting off on it. "So my friend, what's it like having a whore for a wife," he gloated.
Just then we heard the unmistakeable sound of a bucket clanking to the ground outside the office. Davies looked at his watch, "ah, the office cleaners, now we can really have some fun. Helen, I want you to go out there, find as many cleaners as you can and bring them back here, you've got five minutes, GO." With spunk running down her chin and thighs, Helen stood up and headed for the door. "Helen, NO," I shouted, but it was too late, she was through the door. We could hear talking and the occasional wolf whistle as Helen paraded around in her heels and stocking inviting the cleaners to fuck her. When she returned, she was escorted by five black men. "Good," said Davies relaxing in his office executive chair, it's gang-bang time. Oh, your going to love this," he said looking at me, "after all, she does."
Davies instructed the men to fuck her across his desk. As she laid back and opened her legs, a scrawny little Hispanic looking guy took his place between them and started to lick her out. Another equally disgusting looking guy stood at her head and forced his cock into her mouth. After bring her to a violent noisy orgasm, the guy licking her said something to his co workers and they lifted her onto the floor. Another guy lay on his back and without being told, she straddled him, taking his cock easily into her wet cunt. The second guy continued to fuck her mouth.
To my amazement, the guy that had licked her out now knelt behind her and started to force his cock into her arse. Far from crying out in pain, she took it easily and as the three guys fucked her she went from one orgasm to another.
At one point, she was made to suck me off while they took turns fucking her arse. "Teel him how much you like it," Davies ordered. "I like to have my arse fucked," she said looking up at me, "go on," said Davies, "tell him what you are, I want him to know exactly what you are." By now there wasn't much else they could do to humiliate her so she just threw caution to the wind. "I'm their slut, their whore, they use me any way they want, I fuck who they want when they want, they use my mouth, my cunt, my arse, anything they want. When I leave you in the morning, I come to work and change my clothes, they like me to wear stockings and short skirts. I'm never allowed to wear panties and have to be available for anyone who wants me. You see darling, I'm their total fuck slave."
I was forced to watch as each man took his turn, some even made her lick them clean after fucking her arse. She did as they asked without hesitation. When the last man could fuck no more Davies ordered John to wait until he had left the building and then release me. "After all, I guess you and your lovely whore have a lot to talk about." He left the office roaring with laughter muttering revenge is sweet. The black giant released my hands and told me we had half an hour then to get out.
Helen was stretched out on the couch, her body face and hair covered with spunk and bruises. I watched as a large trickle of the stuff ran from her gaping cunt, down her thigh coming to rest on her stocking top. Following my eyes to the gooey mess, she scooped it up with her fingers and then licked them clean. "I'm sorry Peter, but you made me like this, your endless moods, the drinking". "That's bollocks, I didn't turn you into a slut, you did that yourself."
"I had no choice, Mr Davies made it very clear that part of the job was to keep him happy. It all started out very nice, just me and him, then he showed me the photographs he secretly taken and that's when he started to make me go with other men. Those business trips I went on, well, I used to fuck the clients to get the order."
"Yeah, and what about those down and outs you fucked tonight, clients were they?"
"No Peter, but I can't help it, I really love being used like that, you can't believe how much it turns me on."
Looking at her spunk covered body I suddenly realised that the woman I had married all those years before no longer existed. Before me now was a common whore, albeit a beautiful one. Without a word I slide to the floor and for the next half hour I fucked her in every hole. When I had finished I made her lick me clean. As I got dressed she looked at me in surprise. "So, does this mean you still love me?" She asked, a look a hope in her eyes. "Fuck off, I just fancied one for the road!"
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My company had been commissioned by the Rowattaa government to install secret camera's in strategic locations. They were concerned about the level of corruption at local level especially as it was having an effect on the already limited tourist trade.
It was my second month there and following complaints of harassment and even rape by a group of tourist, I was installing cameras in the customs interrogation rooms and holding centre at the airport. The so-called holding rooms were in fact a row of three cell blocks.
I'd secretly installed the cameras over night, each one no bigger than the tip of a pen and was busy setting up the TV monitors and recorder in an adjacent building. As the last monitor sprang into life I could clearly see the arrivals desk, the interrogation room and all of the cells. One cell was already being used as an overflow from the local prison and was occupied by several unruly convicts. They were typical thugs, black large and sweaty.
A little while later my attention was caught by a group arriving from America. They were mostly black Africans but suddenly, amongst the throng appeared two white faces. I had to look twice as the most gorgeous blond stepped up to the desk. She was tall, dressed in a halter top and short safari skirt and from they way her tits bounced it was obvious she was not wearing a bra. Her big, and I mean big tits were just struggling to get out and as she walked, every man in the room looked at her. She was a real stunner but boy did she know it.
Her husband looked rather nervous at all the attention she was attracting and taking her arm he lead her towards the passport counter. "Your name?" the man behind the desk enquired, "Jim and Judy …….." The last bit was obscured by noise, I made a mental note to change the microphone on camera 1. "And what is the purpose of your visit?"
"My wife and I are archaeologists." The passport control officer picked up a telephone and a few minutes later a large black guy appeared dressed in a shabby suit. This guy looked real ugly and menacing with a purple scar running across one cheek and another above his right eye. "Come with me please," he said to the couple.
He led them into the interrogation room and made them stand, their backs to the far wall. "Wait there," he snapped and left the room. "What's going on Jim," the lovely Judy said clinging to her husbands arm, "oh don't worry, you know what these third world countries are like, they've probably never seen an American passport before, it will be OK, you'll see."
A few minutes later the big ugly guy arrived back, only this time he had four soldiers with him and the couples luggage. The soldiers were shabbily dressed but each one carried a riffle. They all starred at Judy as they entered, laughing and talking in there own language. Opening the first case, the ugly guy riffled through Jims belongings, pocketing cash and several other items along the way. Then he went through Judy's case, holding up her sexy underwear for the others to see.
"Hey, what the hells going on?" demanded Jim. The civilian went up to Jim and told him to spread his arms. Jim refused. A nod from Mr ugly and two soldiers immediately pushed him roughly against the wall. "OK, OK, just tell me what's going on," said Jim spreading his arms. He was searched from head to toe before being roughly pushed to the other side of the room.
"You," the man said pointing at Judy. "Now listen here Mister," Jim said as the guy pushed Judy against the wall. Before Jim could utter another word a riffle butt was slammed into his stomach knocking the wind out of him.
Jim watched in agony as the big black man ran his hands over Judy's voluptuous body. Having ran them over the outside of her clothes he started to get more daring. With a huge grin displaying a row of white teeth, he slid his hand into the halter top and grabbed Judy's left breast. He spent ages squeezing it and playing with the nipple, all the time talking to the soldiers and roaring with laughter. Judy stood with her eyes shut tight as he continued his assault. Then, he undid the tie at the back of her neck and tried to expose both tits to the laughing men. Judy put her hands up to stop the top falling but was immediately grabbed by two more soldiers and her hands forced roughly behind her back.
With nothing to stop him, ugly lowered the top. Her tits were incredible, large and upright with bright red nipples the size of a dime. With nothing to stop him he grabbed both tits and pulled on the nipples causing Judy to cry out in pain. Next came the short skirt. One tug and the button fell to the floor allowing the short rap round skirt to fall open. There was a groan of despair from Jim as he watched the man cup Judy's cunt mound in his big black hand, squeezing roughly and pushing his fingers into her slit forcing the material of her panties to disappear completely. As he played with her cunt, the two soldiers holding her played with her tits, all the time conversing in their own language and laughing at the couple's discomfort.
Recovering from the blow to his stomach, Jim suddenly broke free from his captors and rushed at the civilian assaulting his wife. As an ex marine he was both fit and capable and within seconds had laid the man out. He was setting about the two soldiers when the lights went out. One of the other guards hit him across the head with his riffle butt sending him crashing to the floor.
For a short moment the guards didn't know what to do but the big guy was coming round and started shouting instructions to them. They took Judy and shoved her in a vacant cell. She was dressed in nothing but a pair of high heels and skimpy black panties. Jim was thrown into the cell next to her, between her and the cell holding the other men. There was a lot of cheering and whistling from the prisoners. Eventually after a bucket of cold water was thrown over him Jim recovered consciousness.
"So, you want to play games," the ugly guy said, nursing a cut lip, "Good, we like to play games too." He shouted more instructions to the soldiers. With huge grins they dragged Judy from her cell and threw her into the one containing the convicts. For a few minutes there was a deathly hush, as Judy stood, back against the bars, covering her tits with her arms. The six convicts stood the other side of the small cell, not quiet sure what to do. Eventually the penny dropped and one by one they closed in on the terrified Judy. "Please no, Jim, help me, noooooooo."
She was dragged to the middle of the cell and held down on a grubby wooden table. Her panties were ripped from her body and her legs forced open exposing her pink cunt lips. Jim was screaming from his cell but no one paid any attention, all eyes were on Judy, spread eagled over the table with six sex starved men waiting to ravish her lovely white body. One guy was already fingering her cunt, forcing first two and then four fingers deep inside her. She cried out as others tortured her already abused and sore tits. Jim watched in horror as the men started to strip off. "Now you will see how we treat drug smugglers," ugly said to Jim, obviously enjoying his discomfort.
"W-w-what do you mean, drug smugglers?" demanded Jim, hardly able to tear his eyes away from his wife. A cry from Judy stopped any further conversion. A large muscular black guy was standing between her legs, the first few inches of his massive black cock resting just inside her exposed cunt. With out any thought for the poor white girl spread out before him, he looked at Jim as he slowly forced at least ten inches of thick black cock into her. If it hadn't been for the fingers causing a bit of lubrication he would have split Judy in two. Within a few stokes he was in balls deep and holding her legs in the air he rammed his large cock in and out like a piston, knocking the wind out of her on the down strokes and causing her to cry out in pain at the sudden and violent invasion of her body. Others were still busy abusing her tits while another man was forcing his evil smelling unwashed cock into her lovely mouth.
Jim was in despair but could do nothing to save his wife. Man after man took turns fucking her cunt or mouth until eventually she was left lying there like a lifeless rag doll. The whole scene lasted for maybe an hour until eventually the guards carried her back to her own cell and threw her on the bed. Jim knelt beside her and reaching through the bars caressed her hair. "It's all right Honey," he said, the tears of rage and frustration running down his face, "just hold on, I'll get us out of here."
Ugly returned about an hour later accompanied by the four soldiers again. "Look mister, I don't know what you want, but I'll give you anything, just let us go."
"Sign this," the man said passing a sheet of paper through the bars. Jim read it and then screwed it up in pure defiance. "What the fuck is this, you know dam well we're not drug smugglers. If you think I'm going to sign a false confession you can think again. "Sign and we may let you go," he said, the purely white teeth showing again as he grinned in at the unfortunate Jim. "Go fuck yourself!" said Jim. "No," said the man, "but we will fuck your wife again." With that the cell was unlocked and the half conscious Judy dragged out into the guards area.
"OK, I'll sign, any thing, just don't hurt her again, please."
"Too late my friend," the man sneered, "you had your chance, now my guards want their fun." The four guards laid Judy on the table and again spread her legs wide. Jim could see the copious amount of spunk running out of her abused cunt, the lips red and puffy.
One of the men pushed the barrel of his riffle a few inches into her and looked at Jim, his finger hovering over the trigger. "NOOOOOOOOOOOO," screamed Jim fearing for his wife's life. CLICK, the man pulled the trigger on an empty chamber. As Jim nearly had a heart attacked the guards roared with laughter at their sick joke. "Stand up bitch," ugly said, pulling Judy to her feet. Again he ran his hands all over her body. "Kiss me white girl and make it good." He grabbed her hair forcing her head to one side. Looking directly at Jim he placed his big black lips over Judy's and forced his tongue inside her mouth. He kissed her long and hard, all the time starring at Jim. When he finished he licked his lips. "Hmmm, she taste good for a white girl." Each soldier kissed her in turn, feeling her up as they did so. Judy had gone numb by now and simply stood there with her legs apart as they fingered her cunt or pulled on her nipples.
"Now we fuck her good," said Ugly. As one soldier lay on the table, Judy was lifted on to his engorged tool. It slide in easily thanks to the spunk already deposited by the prisoners. Another took his place at her head, and pulling her hair to lift her head, he slide his cock into her mouth and on into her throat causing her to gag and splutter. But worse was still to come and as Jim watched helplessly, ugly started to spit on her tight virgin arse hole, pushing it in with his fat grubby fingers. Judy and Jim groaned in despair as ugly added a second finger and roughly frigged her hole.
Eventually, he replaced his fingers with his prick and forcibly rammed the first few inches up her. Judy screamed in pain as for the first time ever, she felt a prick in her arse. Adding more spit to the shaft, ugly continued to ram it home until he was completely buried in her tight warm tunnel. Poor Judy now had a prick in each hole, even the smallest prick was at least three inches longer then her husbands and all of them so much fatter. She felt like her body was on fire as each man thrust into her. As they built up a rhythm Judy felt the first pangs of desire building in the pit of her stomach. "NO," she mentally screamed as the feelings grew, "oh please God, don't let me enjoy it." Relentlessly the men fucked her holes and relentlessly the feeling grew. She could hear loud moaning and suddenly realised it was coming from herself. The men fucking her heard it to and laughing out loud they redoubled their efforts. "I think your wife has a liking for black cock," ugly shouted at Jim, ramming his cock in and out of her arse as fast as he could. "Oh God, noooo, nooooo, oh please, don't make me cum ……………….." He statement turned into a wail as her orgasm hit her. It started from the pit of her stomach and worked its way through her nipples and pussy ending in her clit and somewhere deep in her arse. Wave after wave crashed over her and all she could think about was the three very large pricks totally invading her body. The feeling was so overwhelming she didn't ever want it to end.
More orgasms followed until eventually, one by one, the men emptied themselves into her. First to come was the man in her mouth and for the first time in her life she eagerly sucked on a cock and savoured the taste as shot after shot of warm creamy spunk filled her mouth. She found herself running the spunk round her tongue, savouring the salty taste and thick creamy texture while enjoying the two pricks still hammering her body. She felt totally dominated and humiliated but for some unknown reason she was loving it. The prick in her cunt was next to explode, sending a warm gooey feeling into the depths of her womb. But the best was saved to last. Ugly grabbed her hips and went at her arse like a jack hammer. "Yesssss, oh yessssss, don't stop, please, fuck me hard, fuck my arse you bastard, fuck meeeeeeeeee." She felt every hot blast as he filled her virgin arse with his hot black seed and was squeezing her muscles for all they were worth trying to get the last drops from his wilting prick. When the next two guards took over she willingly accepted a cock up her arse and one in her cunt. Her only regret was that her mouth was empty.
This was soon solved when ugly and a guard dragged Jim from his cell, stripped him naked and stood him in front of his horny wife. Not even realising who's cock she was sucking, Judy went to work on it like a seasoned pro. For all his reluctance, Jim found himself getting hard and the sight of two large black men fucking her arse and cunt was just too much. Involuntary, he found his hips moving in rhythm to the others until he too could hold back no more. Holding his wife's head in both hands he rammed his 6" cock deep into her mouth and let rip. Like before, she sucked every last drop out licking her lips as though begging for more. Exhausted, Jim could only watch as his once lovely faithful wife shouted encouragement to the two men fucking her. Another guard, suitable refreshed, replaced Jim at Judy's mouth and once again she went into several orgasms as each hole was filled to capacity.
They continued to fuck her until they were all spent but Judy had now reached the depths of depravity and with her mind totally warped she screamed for more. In their eleven years of marriage they had only ever tried one threesome and although Judy enjoyed it, she had refused to try it again through fear of STD's etc. But now, it seemed she just didn't care, her arse, cunt and mouth were running with fresh spunk and still the cock hungry whore was demanding more.
By now, even the guards were exhausted so they threw Judy and Jim back into the cell full of convicts. Within seconds they were all over her again. Jim was forced to his knees; his head directly level with his wife's ravaged cunt. Someone pulled his hair and as he opened his mouth to shout a large black cock was forced in. He was made to suck each cock both before and after it had fucked one of his wife's holes and at one point even had a cock come in mouth. They made him lick the spunk from Judy's cunt and arse and even made him join in fucking her. It was no good trying to pretend he wasn't turned on, his cock was harder than it had even been and somehow he was deriving a perverse sense of pleasure from being used and abused and seeing his wife act as a total out of control slut.
His tortured mind reasoned that as there was nothing he could do to prevent them, it was OK, neither he or Judy were to blame. Judy also reveled in the rape and when every man in the place was spent she continued to suck cock just on the off chance they might get hard again.
Eventually, with every man exhausted, Judy and Jim were led to a shower block. After washing, they're clothes were returned, minus Judy's panties and the battered couple got dressed. This time, his mind in turmoil, Jim simply signed the confession. "Good," ugly said smiling. "Now, should you ever return to my country again you will be arrested. If you complain, we will of course deny everything and produce the signed confession as evidence. Your plane will be here in thirty minutes, good bye and thank you for making your stay as exciting as possible." With one more quick feel of Judy's sloppy cunt he left the room.
I really couldn't decide what to do, but eventually common sense prevailed. I've already sold over tree hundred copies of the tape and eagerly await the next unwary white female traveller to visit Rogattaa.
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Pete and Cath had been married for eleven years and were both really content. Pete considered himself lucky, with a nine inch cock he knew he was well above average in that department and Cath was always more than happy to take him on, no worries about her being unfaithful. He was also a heavy shooter and after a good fuck they would marvel at the amount of fresh spunk dribbling from Cath's love hole. Like most couples in their 30's, they made love 3-4 times a week and life was great.
It all started to change after Cath had to undergo a hysterectomy to remove some lumps in her womb. The doctors had warned her that one of the side effects was loosing the ability to lubricate freely and that some women lost their sex drive altogether. They gave her some hormone tablets to stabilize her system but Cathy wasn't taking any chances and unbeknown to anyone she took twice the recommended dose.
Six weeks after the operation and she was feeling randy as hell. As usual, Pete went down on her and was amazed at how much she came, "so much for drying up," he told her. Their sex life was back to normal, if anything Cath was even randier than before. This was great to start with but eventually Pete found difficulty in keeping up with her demands. He discussed the problem with his mates down the pub but the unfeeling bastards suggested that if he wasn't up to it then he should stand aside and let them have a go. Of course they all laughed but no one really knew what Pete was going through.
That night when he got home, Cathy was waiting for him at the front door. She was a beautiful woman, tall at just over 5'9" with long auburn hair hanging over her shoulders. She kept herself in trim by swimming several times a week and by far her best features were two lovely big 36" tits. They were perfectly formed and stood out even without a bra.
She opened the door as Pete approached and stood back. "Bloody hell," he said stepping through into the hallway. Cathy was dressed to kill. As Pete looked her up and down he just couldn't believe that this was his wife. Her hair was pilled high on her head leaving her long slender neck exposed. As he worked his way down he took in her fantastic tits supported by a black under the nipple bra. Her nipples were erect as though she'd been playing with them. A matching suspender belt held up a pair of sheer black stockings, pulled high up her thighs until they were level with her cunt and minute black panties finished the set, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. On her feet she wore a pair of platform shoes with ultra high 6" heels shaping her already exquisite legs even more and making her look seven feet tall.
As he stared into her lovely brown eyes, a wicked grin came over her face. "Well, do like the slut look?" Like it, he was all her in seconds and they ended up making love on the stairs. Exhausted, but happy, Pete heard the familiar plop as his prick exited Cathy's sloppy cunt. She lay back on the stairs with her legs wide open revelling in the freshly fucked feeling she loved so much. "Hey Cath, what have you done with it all?" They both looked at Cathy's cunt, not so much as a trickle. "Must be all those bits they chopped out," she said laughing. "Yeah, I suppose so. Wonder how much you could get up there?" The both laughed and Pete watched lustfully as Cathy's arse waggled up the stairs in front of him. Ten minutes later and she was sucking his fat cock demanding he fuck her again.
This time Pete got on top and took her with long deep strokes. "You know what," he said, casually easing his cock in and out, "What," Cathy said trying to match his strokes. "Well, I was telling the lads down the pub how randy you had become and they suggested I let them have a go, I was just thinking, I bet that would fill you up."
"You bastard," she said, hitting him playfully and laughing, "this is your job mate so don't think your getting out of it that easy." No more was said but the thought of his lovely wife dressed like a slut with her legs spread wide while his mates took there turn fucking her soon had Pete coming again, unfortunately it took Cath by surprise leaving her unsatisfied. "Oh no, Pete, not yet, I'm not ready …….you bastard, you fucking selfish bastard." She was furious and he knew it. He rolled off and offered to finish her off with his mouth or fingers but Cathy wanted cock. For the first time in their lives they argued about sex and Pete drifted off to sleep listening to his wife finger herself to orgasm.
The next night the same thing happened, no sooner was he through the door than she was dressed up demanding to be fucked. Pete was tired from a hard day at work and hadn't eaten since the night before. "C'mon love, at least give me time to get in the door." Cathy was having none of it and was busy undoing his belt trying to get his trousers off. She was dressed as before but this time had left her panties off. Taking Pete's hand she pressed it against her cunt. "You like master?" she said playfully. The feel of her freshly shaven cunt had his cock poking through his flies like a rocket. "Hmm, something likes it," she purred. This time they made it to the bedroom and throwing Pete on his back Cathy straddled his big cock and fucked him like a woman possessed. As she grinded her ever wet cunt hard down on his cock, Pete played with her nipples, pulling them hard and rolling them between finger and thumb. This sent her overboard and she screamed obscenities as her orgasms tore through her. Pete held back until she had cum several times before finally exploding himself.
An hour later as he was eating a sandwich, she was all over him again. "Please Pete, just once more, c'mon Hon, I really need to feel that big cock up me again, pleaseeeeeee." Still dressed like a slut she knelt in front of him and pulled his fly down to reveal his long flaccid cock. "Don't you like to see me all slutty, sucking you lovely big cock, hmmm?" He watched as her ruby red lips closed round his helmet. "Cath, if you don't let me finish eating I won't have the energy for anything."
"C'mom baby, just onc more time, I'm really juicy just thinking about it."
"Cathy," Pete snapped, "I'm not a fucking machine, now for Christ sake give me a break." She stood up, her big tits shaking with anger, "I bet your mates down the pub wouldn't turn me down, they'd know how to treat a lady."
"Is that what you want, huh, to be a real fuck slut, let a load of blokes fuck you senseless, is it?" Holding her arms, Pete was shaking her hard, his anger matching hers. This only caused Cathy to react even more. "Yeah," she said defiantly, "that's exactly what I want, real men, men can fuck for hours, men who appreciated a nice bit of cunt when it's offered to them." Pete was so shocked by his wife's outburst that he ran from the house. Cathy was so shocked by what she had just said that she ran to the bedroom and threw herself onto the bed crying.
Pete walked the few hundred yards to his local and downed a couple of large whisky's. "Fuck me mate, you look all tuckered out," Phil said, one of Pete's drinking mates. "Yeah, it's that fucking bitch of a wife, sex, sex, sex, every five minutes she's demanding sex, I just can't keep up." For the first time Phil and some of Pete's other mates realised that he was serious. They started off with sensible suggestions like taking her to see a doctor, but as the night wore on and the drinks flowed some one suggested giving her a good gang bang, "that'll fucking teach her, making unreasonable demands on my mate." With his head swimming with alcohol and her remarks about being satisfied by real men spinning through his mind Pete suddenly suggested that's exactly what she needed. He announced at the top of his voice that anyone wanting to join in a gang bang should follow him. Suddenly lots men, some he'd never seen before were of storming down the road towards Pete's house.
Cathy had cried herself to sleep on the bed, she was still dressed in her shoes, stockings, suspenders and bra. Her tears had smudged her make up giving her the look of a well used whore. She was woken by the feel of several pairs of hands groping her body, turning her onto her back. "Oh yeah, look at this tarts cunt," she heard some one say, "Fuck me mate, it's as bald as a fucking badger." She struggled to focus her tear filled eyes. "Pete? Pete? What's going on?"
"We're going to give you what you asked for slut," Pete replied from somewhere in the room, "you're going to be gang banged."
"Pete, no, please, Peter, I'm sorry, really, I didn't know what I was doing, it's the pills, Peter, please ………………."
It was already too late. Hands were spreading her legs open while some one inserted two fingers into her juicy hole. Lips clamped themselves on her nipples and began to suck, a mouth closed over hers and a tongue found it's way in. She was struggling against this unwanted invasion but already her body was beginning to respond. She could feel the heat spread from her tits to her cunt and when fingers started to brush against her clit she exploded.
The bed sagged with the weight of some one climbing between her legs, the lips on her tits turned to teeth and as the first prick of the night penetrated her hungry cunt she screamed out in pure pleasure. "Yessss, on my God, yessss." The unknown man fucked her for all he was worth bringing her over the top several times. Another prick was offered to her mouth, she gratefully took it in, using her tongue to caress the glands. The prick in her cunt exploded, filling her with hot spunk before pulling out. She heard Pete's voice. "Hang on, let me look, see, told yeah, not a sign, lets see just how much this fuck slut can take." With that, another unknown man climbed between her legs and started to fuck her. Cathy was in heaven and the feelings running through her body were unreal. She could still feel the teeth grating on her nipples and the prick between her thighs pounded away. The one in her mouth was growing by the second and she swallowed eagerly as it started to shoot stream after stream of warm sticky cum. She could hear her husband talking to her but was too far gone to answer. "Well slut, is this what you wanted, real men with real cocks fucking your whores cunt till it's full, huh, c'mon slut, tell me."
The men took turns fucking her mouth and cunt and her tits were continuously mauled as they helped themselves. After each fuck, Pete would inspect her cunt, looking at the spunk that by now was gushing from it, running down her thighs and onto her stockings. Even though Pete was ready to call it a night Cathy showed no signs of slowing down as the men relentlessly fucked her, her orgasms just seemed to keep coming and coming. When eventually, the last man left, Pete was rapidly sobering up. He looked down at the mess on the bed he called a wife. She had spunk all over her, in her hair, round her mouth, all down her chin and over her tits. Rivers of the stuff was running from her cunt down her thighs onto her stocking and leaving a puddle on the bed cover. Her cunt looked red and puffy and her tits were bruised from all the rough handling. He'd no idea just how many men had fucked her even though he'd stood by the bed and watched each one. He suddenly realised that his own cock was still rock and probably the only one in room that hadn't seen any action. In a final bout of spite, he turned Cathy over and using the spunk running from her cunt, lubricated her arse.
She'd never allowed him access to her arse before, but now, in his mind, the bitch was going to pay. Holding her cheeks apart with his thumbs, he forced the massive head of his cock past her ring piece. Cathy screamed as he forced the first few inches into her and tried to crawl away. "Come here bitch, I'll show you what a real man can do." Smothering his cock with the other men's spunk, he continued to inch into Cathy until all nine inches were buried to the hilt. Cathy had stopped crying and Pete noticed that after a few strokes, she was pushing back against him. Holding her hips with both hands he set to work, pistoning his large cock into her arse while calling her a cum slut and other degrading remarks. Cathy was grunting and pushing her arse back against him, screaming for him to fuck her harder, faster. Eventually Pete exploded into his wife's arse, shooting what seemed like gallons of spunk deep into her. Leaving his prick where it was he collapsed on top of her and feel into a drunken sleep.
Pete awoke the next morning to find Cathy asleep beside him in the spoons position. She was covered in dried spunk and bruises and it was several minutes before his muddled brain could comprehend what had happened to his lovely wife. As the memories of the night before came flooding back he felt a mixture of guilt and shame, but at the same time, as he thought of all those men fucking her lovely body, he became painfully erect. His cock was pushing into Cathy's back and she slowly came round. Her hand felt behind her and grabbed his swollen member. "Pete, is that you Pete?" she asked, too afraid to look round. "Yeah, it's me Cath. Look, about last night," Pete began to say, "Shush, it was my fault Hon, I shouldn't have said those things, look, lets not talk about it OK, why don't you just shove that lovely big cock of yours up my arse and fuck me like you did last night."
While Cathy took the tablets, their sex life was never going to be the same again.
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Don and Melisa had been married a little over ten years. Both in their mid 30's, they were considered the perfect couple. Don was tall tanned and reasonably fit while Melisa was a tall honey blond with the perfect figures and slightly larger than average tits. Don was the only man she had ever been with and although he harboured thoughts of seeing her being ravished by other men she made it clear that she only had eyes for him.
Don was the CEO of a large software company and with his share options was worth a few millions bucks. Melisa made sure everyone knew this and over the years she became a real snob; so much so that a lot of there mutual friends began to drift away. One night as Don was sitting in his favourite bar sharing more than a few beers with an old friend the subject came up. "You haven't been round lately Mike, have I done something to upset you or Mary?"
"No, nothing like that, it's just well you know, we've been kinda busy lately and..."
"Cut the bullshit Mike, it's Melisa isn't it?" His friend Mike looked long and hard at Don, then he answered. "Don, we've known each other how many years?"
"Since high school," volunteered Don. "Long time huh buddy, well, to tell you the truth it's just that Melisa seems to go over the top; always bragging about the new car, the house, the boat, it just seems you can't have a reasonable conversation with her any more Don, she's turned into a real snobby bitch."
With the beers helping a little Don totally agreed with his life long friend. "Know what she needs?" he said, "a real good screwing by a couple of well hung working class guys, that should bring her down a peg or two."
As the night went on and more beer was consumed the idea of watching his bitch wife being taken by a couple of studs really started to appeal and by the time they left the bar plans were already being made. Melisa wanted an extension built on the house up by the lakes and Mike said maybe he and a couple guys from his construction company could do the job. "I sure wouldn't mind a crack at that stuck up pussy myself," Mike beamed, walking Don out to a cab. The deal was struck and three weeks later the crew moved in, Mike, Phil and a large black guy called Rob. Neither Phil or Rob were in on the plans just in case they backfired, but if Mike and Don had their way Melisa would soon be sampling more than the wallpaper.
From day one it all started to go wrong. Melisa was an out and out racist and before Don had even got through the door she was all over him demanding that he, "get that damn nigger out of my house!" Don explained that Rob was a qualified electrician and the only man spare. If they got rid of Rob it would put the job back three to six months. Beside, he had already started and was doing a good job. Then she started on about Mike. "How dare he ignore us for so long and then have the nerve to beg for the job." Fed up with her tantrums, Don gave her an ultimatum, either the guys finished the job or he would abandon the whole project. With half a wall already removed he knew she had no choice.
During the next few days she went out of her way to be as awkward as possible with the builders. "Who left this plugged in," she screamed, yanking a plug from the wall by it's cable. The other end was attached to Rob's drill and without realising she was there he sauntered into the room. "Hey man, some fucking idiots yanked the plug." It was then that he saw her. Boy did she let rip. Rob was so incensed he almost quit the job there and then. In-fact, Mike had to tell him the plan in order to keep him there. "What, we gonna rape the bitch?" he asked, "Well, not exactly, just wait till the jobs finished, you'll see." The thought of ploughing his large black dick up this stuck up cunt carried him through. Phil was also getting it in the neck from Melisa and eventually he too was let in on the secret.
Ten days later and the job was done. Don suggested to Melisa that they go out and celebrate. "Hmm, you can take me to that new restaurant in the old town and then we can go dancing, I'll pop into town and buy something special to wear."
"Make it real sexy honey, I thought maybe you and me could come back after and play a little." That night Don watched lustfully as Melisa stepped from the shower. At his request she had shaved her pussy completely smooth. He watched silently as she rolled a pair of sheer black nylons up her long shapely legs and fastened them to a sexy black garter belt. Next she scooped her lovely tits into a tight see through uplift bra. She brushed her long hair and put some bright red lipstick on to match her nail and toe varnish. Still in just her underwear she strapped the black 5" fuck me shoes to her delicate feet and stood in front of the mirror admiring herself.
"Christ you look fuckable," Don said jumping to his feet and rushing towards her.
"Donald, language, and anyway, this is for later provided you've been a good boy," she said pushing him away. Don hated her when she treated him like that. The final touch to Melisa's new outfit was a slinky black cocktail dress that zipped up at the side. It showed a fair amount of cleavage and a lot of leg. Pleased with the look Melisa shouted at Don to get going.
All through the meal Don did his best to be pleasant while Melisa did her best to act the bitch. She had never been a big drinker and now her only tipple was the occasional glass of champagne. Of course it had to be the best and Don groaned inwardly as she ordered a $150 dollar bottle. When it arrived she had one sip. Now even Melisa knew when she'd overstepped the mark and at Don's angry insistence she finished the glass. After the meal they headed for the most exclusive night club in town where Melisa could mix with the other bitches, showing off her new dress and jewellery. "Melisa darling." One by one her so called friends made there presence known. Don was merely an accessory walking along behind her and picking up the bill. "Don, be a dear and get me a lemonade." It wasn't a request, it was an order. Having given Don his instructions Melisa walked off arm in arm with a female friend.
"Lemonade and large Vodka please." Mixing the two together he eventually found Melisa holding fort in a corner. "God, where the hell have you been," she said snatching the drink from his hand and downing it in one, "why you've been chatting to your friends at the bar I'm here dying of thirst, go and get me another one." Don ordered the same again.
Throughout the night, Don made sure that Melisa danced, in-fact he made sure she danced a lot. This had the effect of making her thirsty which meant even more lemonade. By eleven she was so tipsy she could hardly walk straight. Don drove her home. "I'm going to make love to you all night," a drunken Melisa said in his ear as he half carried her up the drive. "You're certainly going to do that all right," Don said leading her into the lounge. Keeping the light low, Don put some music on and took Melisa in his arms for a slow dance. Within seconds the little black dress was on the floor leaving her in her sexy black undies. "You know what Melisa, I think you're a real bitch."
"Oh, c'mon Hon, don't be mad at me," she slurred, resting her head on his shoulder. "And I think it's time you paid for it," Don said, running his hands all over her. "Hmm, sounds nice," she purred feeling the hands move onto her panty covered butt. More hands were moving round her sides, cupping her bra covered tits and gently squeezing the nipples. "Oh honey, that feels soooooo good," she said enjoying the caresses. Don moved away for a second then her head was lifted and a mouth crushed into hers, the tongue exploring her teeth and mouth. Hands were now removing her panties and bra and her muddled drunken brain was trying to tell her something.
The kiss was broken and she tried to open her heavy eyes. "Don, what's happening, Don?" The mouth made contact again and all she could do was respond. Her legs were spread slightly and fingers were playing with her cunt lips, moving up and down the length of her smooth lips before finally coming into contact with her clit. Her eyes refused to focus, and even when she did get them open everything looked dark or black. Suddenly it hit her, she was kissing a black man and he had his hands on her tits. But if his hands were on her tits then whose...?
Melisa started to struggle but in her drunken state she only succeeded in toppling over. Strong hands caught her and lowered her to the floor. She though she saw Don, sitting on the sofa with his erect cock in his hand. Now she was on her back and some one was talking to her. "Now it's our turn you stuck up little slut, we're going to teach you some fucking manners." It sounded like Mike. Her legs were forced roughly apart and a tongue joined the fingers playing with her cunt. No one had ever done that to her before, the mere thought of oral sex revolted her. "Please, Don? Don, please Don, stop them, what are you doing, no stop." Mike continued to lick her pussy while at the same time he added a second finger to the one up her cunt. Rob and Phil were busy sucking her enormous nipples while Don sat and watched, every now and then adjusting the angle of the video camera.
Rob decided it was time for Melisa to taste cock. Don had already told them, if it meant hurting her a little then that was OK with him, "lets face it, she's hurt me enough times." Holding her head tight, Rob knelt over her and started to rub his cock all over her face leaving a trail of pre cum over her eyes and mouth. She refused to open her mouth so Phil gave her a sharp dig in the stomach. As Melisa opened her mouth to gasp for air, Rob shoved the first few inches in. "If you bite me bitch, Mike's gonna chew you pussy to a pulp and Phil's gonna bite your nipples." As if to emphasise the point, Mike and Phil brought pressure to bear with their teeth on Melisa's delicate parts. She winced in pain but kept her teeth well clear of Robs cock. "Good girl, now I'm gonna teach you to deep throat."
Inch by inch his large black cock invaded her luscious mouth. She was gagging continuously But Rob didn't care. "That's it baby, you take this niggers cock all the way down." Holding her head tight Rob forced his cock into her throat and held it there preventing her from throwing up. When he pulled it out she was too busy gasping for air to be sick and when she did start to heave Rob pushed it back in again. Mike and Phil sat beside her watching the show. "Go on man, show this fucking whore what a black cock can do," said Mike, "yeah," shouted Don, "make her drink it, I want to see her drinking your cum." With Don's obvious blessing, Rob started to plough her mouth until with a final thrust his cock started to twitch, shooting jet after jet into her throat. So the others could see, Rob pulled out after a couple of squirts and holding her mouth open, he aimed the rest onto her tongue. As soon as he was finished, Melisa rushed to the toilet and they could hear her being violently sick. Don went to get her.
A short time later Don returned with a very pale looking Melisa and suggested they adjourn to the bedroom. "Please Don, no more, please, I just want to go to sleep." No chance. No sooner had they hit the bed than her legs were spread again and Phil climbed between them. Melisa started to struggle but Rob and Don held her down while Mike filmed the proceedings. As Phil fucked her beautifully smooth cunt, Don shoved his cock in her mouth and for the first time in his life he was getting a blow job from his wife. As he watched Phil ram his cock in and out he felt his balls tightening. He really wanted this to last forever but the feel, smell and sight of his stuck up wife getting what she deserved brought him over the top. He shot what felt like gallons of warm gooey spunk into her mouth. She really had no choice but to swallow, and although some of it trickled down her chin most of it went down her throat. He swapped places with Mike and while Don filmed, Mike filled her mouth with yet more cock, shooting ropes of pure white sperm across her face and hair. The three guys took turns to fuck her while Don caught it all on video and by three o'clock in the morning they were all done. Melisa was a mess of dried up spunk and the occasional bruise. She had all but passed out by now and they decided to leave her as she was. The three guys crashed out in the spare rooms while Don snuggled up to his well fucked wife.
He was woken at about ten the next morning by the sound of Melisa throwing up again. He walked into the bathroom and the sight that met him gave him an instant hard on. Melisa was exactly as they had left her last night, even down to the high heel shoes. The stockings weren't exactly straight any more but with her hair messed up and the dried spunk across her face she looked like a total whore. "You fucking bastard," she growled, "look what you've done to me." She made towards the door and took a swing. Don simply moved out the way and watched as Melisa staggered into the lounge. "Morning Don, looks like the little bitch still needs a lesson." It was Mike, naked and drinking a cup of coffee, "dam, she sure looks good."
Melisa suddenly realised her state of undress and tried to rush past the men into the main bedroom. She went head on into Rob. "Whoa there bitch, we ain't through yet." Said Rob grabbing both tits. Melisa was fighting back with everything she had but the men were too strong. They carried her into the lounge and pushed her face down across a high back chair. With her pussy now on display, Rob stood behind her and just rammed his prick straight in. Melisa'a eyes flew open in surprise as Rob continued his assault. "Man, I just love sloppy seconds in the morning," he laughed holding her hips tight as he fucked her hard. Phil and Mike started to play with her nipples, her big tits dangling beneath her provided the ideal playthings. Don stood at her head and watched. To their astonishment, as Rob shot his load, Melisa cried out in orgasm. Phil quickly took Rob's place and continued to fuck her hard and fast.
Don was a little apprehensive about putting his cock in her mouth now that she was sober but suddenly he didn't need to worry. She reached out and grabbed for him, taking his entire length down her throat and giving him the gobble of a lifetime. Melisa grunted her way through several more orgasms and another load from each guy. Far from fighting them off she was actively encouraging them to fuck her, using words Don never thought would pass his wife's lips. "C'mon then Rob, let me feel that fucking great cock up my cunt again," and between mouthfuls it was, "oh yeah, cum in my mouth, c'mon Don, you said you always wanted a whore wife, well now you've fucking well got one."
By 10am the three guys had left and Don carried Melisa into the bathroom and gently lowered her into a warm tub. Nothing was said as she lay back resting her tired abused body in the warm soppy water and Don suddenly felt really unsure of himself and what he had done. "Mel, look, I'm really sorry about..." Melisa just looked at him but said nothing. "Melisa, please, say something" A big smile crossed her face and she caressed her soapy tits. "Hmm, I was just thinking we could get the guys back next week to decorate the bathroom."
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"Bloody hell, what's got you going?" I asked as I slipped my fingers into my wife's cunt. She was curled up on the sofa in just her dressing gown reading a book. I'd simply run my hand up her naked legs straight into the juiciest pussy I've ever seen.
"Nothing," she said almost defensively, "I can feel randy if I want can't I?"
"C'mon, let me see," I said trying to prise the book from her hands. It was the 'Story of O' and she was reading the bit where O was paraded in front of several people at a party wearing nothing but stockings, high heels and a mask. Men and women were invited to play with her nipples and pussy irons and it ended up with Sir Stephen and the host, described as a large fat man, fucking her brains out.
"Fancy that do you?" I asked, rubbing my thumb over her clit. She shuddered. "Hmm, might do."
"Oh yeah, since when have been a submissive?" She didn't answer the question directly, but she did have an incredible orgasm.
Over the next few days our sex life was fantastic and with each new chapter she read the more daring and open she became. "Would you like to expose me in public?" she asked one night. "What, you mean send you out naked or something?"
"No, nothing so crude. Just the odd flash of stocking or maybe I could wear that under the nipple bra you like and leave a few buttons undone, that sort of thing."
"And what if some one says something?" I asked, "I mean, one look at your big tits and they'll want more than a look." We both laughed and nothing more was said.
Carol is one of those women that ooze's sex appeal. Even at the age of 41 she still turns heads and when she's dressed up she can easily pass for twenty years younger. Her legs are great but her tits, wow, 38DD with just a slight bit of sag and really big sensitive nipples. In her younger days she used to be embarrassed by the wolf whistles, now she's just downright pleased.
I came home from work a few night s later to find Carol dressed up and ready to party. She looked stunning. 5" black patent leather heels, black seamed stockings, a leather skirt that ended about three inches above her knee and a white see through blouse which clearly showed her black three quarter cup bra underneath. If she leaned forward her tits almost fell out. She'd done her hair up and was wearing some nice makeup. If you ignored the blouse, she looked elegant more than tarty. "Wow, what's this in aid off?" I asked groping her tits through the soft silky top. "Nothing, just thought you could take me out for once." I think we both knew what each other was thinking but nothing was said as we drove to an out of town restaurant.
"A table will be ready in about half an hour," the waiter said as he invited us to take a seat at the bar. As Carol slid onto the stool her short dress rode up slightly and I saw several men openly trying to look up it. Her blouse was covered by a smart leather jacket. We had a couple of drinks and I smiled inwardly as she crossed and uncrossed her long legs, entertaining the three businessmen seated directly below us. Looking in the mirror behind the bar, I could see them nudging each other and at one point they changed positions giving the third man an opportunity to see the sights. Carol of course pretended not to notice.
"It's getting hot in here, why don't you undo your jacket?" I said, enjoying the thought of these three guys getting an eyeful of tit. "OK," she said, undoing the buttons and letting it fall open. I almost burst out laughing as one guy nearly chocked on his drink. The other two couldn't contain themselves and were trying to cover the bulges growing in their trousers. I was really getting into this when the waiter told us our table was ready. As he seated us in a corner booth his eyes were firmly fixed on my wife's heaving bosom, they even stayed there as he took our order. "Did you see that guy?" I asked as he walked away, "he couldn't take his eyes of your tits the whole time."
"Really, I didn't notice," she lied, adjusting her lipstick in the mirror while really eyeing up the three suites still in the lounge. "Oh, it's the other guys you fancy is it," I said, looking directly into her eyes. "All that crossing and uncrossing your legs, you're just an exhibitionist on the quiet aren't you?" She just smiled. "Didn't hear you complain, and it was your idea to undo my jacket."
"Well, now that it's undone, how about some of those buttons." With a big smile she undid two more buttons and adjusted the blouse to expose the maximum amount of cleavage possible. When the waiter returned he almost spilled the soup. "Thank you," she purred, then, in a very low voice, "do you have any salt please?" The waiter was forced to lean forward to hear her above the noise and as she spoke into his ear he got a birds eye view of her bra covered tits. As he walked back to the kitchen one hand was in his pocket trying to sort out a very large problem.
Throughout the meal Carol consumed several glasses of wine, something that always makes her drunk and when she gets drunk she gets randy. It's funny, but throughout our marriage, she's never once done anything to involve some one else. In fact, one night when we were watching a blue film involving one woman and two men she absolutely flipped when I jokingly suggested she might like to try it. But here she was, dressed to thrill and openly showing off her charms to complete strangers. I decided to see just how far she would go.
Finishing our coffee I suggested she go to the ladies and take her panties off. "You can let the guys at the bar look at your nice smooth cunt." Without a word she was off, returning three minutes later and placing not just her panties, but her bra in my pocket. She had kept her jacket on but left the buttons undone. We returned to the bar area but instead of sitting on the stools, I selected a nice comfy sofa directly opposite our three friends. As Carol flopped into the soft leather her skirt rode up showing a good expanse of stocking top and bare thigh. I noticed she sat with her legs slightly open.
The three guys were taking turns to look and I decided to find out just what they could see. Approaching the bar to order more drinks I stood directly behind them. I had a clear view of Carol sitting on the sofa and an even clearer view up her short skirt. Although in shadow, it looked like she was either wearing flesh coloured panties or nothing at all. Catching my eye, she winked and removed her jacket. Her big tits were now clearly visible through the thin material and the three men fell completely silent.
"Are you a resident Sir?" the barman asked, grabbing my attention away from Carol, "no, just here for the evening," I replied. "Well I'm very sorry sir but I can only serve residents after closing time." I checked my watch, it was 11:30. The meal had lasted longer than I thought. "Can't we just get one more?" I pleaded, "sorry Sir," the barman replied. I really thought the night had come to an abrupt end, just as it was starting to get interesting. "Hello there, couldn't help hearing your predicament, perhaps you and your lovely wife would like to join us for a drink, we're all staying here so it shouldn't be a problem." The barman nodded his agreement. "I'm Charlie, that's Brian and the big fella's Steve." I shock hands all round and called Carol over. Introductions over, she sat between me and Steve in the circular booth.
Charlie ordered champagne and explained that he and his colleagues had just closed a big deal and were staying over to celebrate. As the evening turned to midnight, three more bottles were consumed and apart from the barman we were the only ones left. Carol was really pissed now and I noticed Steve's hands brushing against her tits each time he reached for his glass, her nipples were so hard they could easily take your eye out. She in turn had her hand on his thigh, moving it up and down casually each time she laughed. It became obvious that not too much was going to happen while I was there so making an excuse that I had to call the baby sitter I left the room.
I hung around the lobby for a few minutes and then peeked round the corner. Carol was now sitting between Steve and Charlie and seemed to have her head thrown back across the seat. Brian was leaning across the table busy tweaking a nipple. As I watched, I saw her whole body shake and I knew she must be having an orgasm. As I approached the table there was a scurry of hands as they tried to close her blouse and smooth down her skirt. Charlie stood up and let me resume my seat next to Carol. They all looked a bit sheepish. "Everything alright," I asked cheerfully, "hmmm, couldn't be better," Carol replied moving back slightly so I could see her hand as it wanked Steve's cock.
"Well, I'm glad to see that some ones having fun," I said, releasing her tits from her undone blouse. "I see you guys have already found these," I said completely exposing them. "Hmm, looks like the pussy has come in for some attention too," I said sliding my hand up her skirt and feeling her cum soaked snatch. "Well don't let me stop you." A big sigh of relief went round the table and the three men carried on from where they left off. I moved aside to let Charlie sit next to Carol and watched as she now wanked two large cocks while Brian played with her tits again.
"Why don't we take this little party upstairs," Suggested Charlie, "it will be more private there." With her tits barely covered by the open blouse, we made our way past the bar to the elevator. The barman merely smiled, he'd seen it all before. As we got into the lift, the men were all over her, sucking both nipples while one of them fingered her cunt. I pressed the stop button and the lift came to a grinding halt between floors. "What are you doing?" asked Charlie. "We forgot to thank the barman," I said. "Carol, take your skirt and blouse off." The three men stood aside as without question she complied. Left standing in just her stockings, garter and high heels I pressed the lobby button. As our gaze met I saw a real wicked gleam in her eyes. "Good, now go and say thank you to the barman."
As she walked from the elevator we stood and watched her beautiful round arse as it swayed back and forth. Her legs looked so long and elegant perched on those stiletto heels. "Fuck me," said Charlie, "what if some one comes in?" We all watched as Carol made her way past the empty reception desk and walked behind the bar. "I'm sorry we're clo………."
"Hi, I just thought I'd come over and say thank you for letting us stay." She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. The poor guy was in a total state of shock. As he looked nervously round, Carol slipped to her knees in front of him and undid his zip. After a few minutes fiddling with his trousers, she took his semi limp prick and started to suck it. She'd always enjoyed sucking my cock but this was the first time she's ever sucked some one else's, especially as the guy was black. His eyes rolled back into his head as she expertly sucked his organ to its full length. The four of us moved closer to the action and as we looked over the bar Brian said, "Jesus wept, look at the size of that."
He wasn't kidding, the barman's cock was now so engorged, Carol was struggling to get her lips round it. "Oh yeah, I'd love to see that up her cunt," said Charlie, absent mindedly releasing his cock from his flies and playing with it. "Not a bad idea," I said. Within minutes we were back in the lift, only this time there were five men and one woman.
We made it to Charlie's room without meeting anyone else but the sight of Carol's semi naked body walking along the corridor had got us all as hard as nails. The barman's name was Raffy and he turned out to be West Indian. In our drunken state we reasoned that he could go last cause if he went first he'd probably stretch her too much spoiling it for everybody else. Raffy just laughed with glee and gratefully played with her tits while Brian fucked her cunt and Steve her mouth. Charlie and I just sat and watched.
Carol loved it and with all the attention she'd already paid to Steve's cock it wasn't surprising when he suddenly exploded into her mouth. Watching his friend fill my wife's mouth sent Brian over the top and as he watched her struggling to swallow the copious amount of spunk he made his own deposit up her well fingered hole. It's the most exciting thing in the world to watch your half naked wife laying on her back getting fucked by another guy, but what's even more exciting is when he gets off having just filled her cunt with spunk and she lays there, legs wide open inviting the next guy to climb on. Reaching her arms up she smiled, "Come on Charlie, I need some more cock." Charlie didn't need asking twice and crawling between her thighs I watched him slip his entire length up her. "Oh God, I just love sloppy seconds," he said banging away. "Don't make it too messy man, I still gotta go yet," Raffy said. As Charlie fucked her I fed my cock into her mouth. She looked up and smiled before placing a big kiss on the end of my dick.
"You like me like this? She asked between licks, "you like me acting the slut, showing me off to all these men, do you, huh?" I looked into her eyes and just groaned as she took me deep into her mouth. After a few minutes both Charlie and I were near to coming. "God you're a real slut aren't you," I said forcing my cock deeper into her mouth. As Charlie added a second load of spunk up her cunt she too came in a shuddering climax that saw her hips rise of the bed. A number of small shudders ran through her even as Charlie was withdrawing his limp used cock from her sloppy hole. I continued my assault on her mouth while Steve and Brian sucked her very prominent nipples and Raffy played with her pussy.
The sight of all these men playing with my wife was too much and I could actually feel my balls burning as I came hard into Carol's mouth. She drank every drop and looking me straight in the eyes, licked her lips, scooping up the last drops of precious liquid. Now it was Raffy's turn. I guess out of the four white men, Steve had the biggest cock at just over six inches. Raffy must have been at least ten inches and almost twice the thickness, he was also half our age. He lay on his back and told Carol to climb on top. That way, she could control how much she took.
I've never seen such a lustful look as she climbed on to Raffy's enormous cock. She held her pussy lips open and after rubbing the head through the spunk she took the first few inches into her. "Oh God, he's so big." Steve and Charlie held a tit each, playing gently with the nipple as they watched her take more and more of Raffy's weapon. His prick was coated with pussy juice and the spunk of the previous men and every time she withdrew a little it would glisten in the light. "Look at the way her cunt lips are dragged in," said Steve, still holding a tit as she lowered herself down. With three inches left to go we marvelled as Carol's cunt lips seemed to be completely dragged inside her body before clinging to Raffy's dark shaft as she slid upwards. I reached for her clit and started to massage it, causing her to cum several times, releasing even more fluid over Raffy's cock.
It wasn't long before she had it all in and with her eyes shut tight she rode it like a woman possessed. The four of us stood back and just watched as she pounded up and down on his large black cock, screaming for him to fuck her faster as he thrust his hips up to meet her. After several orgasms, Raffy asked her to get on her knees and he was quickly back up her fucking her doggy style. Now the guys had access to her mouth and one by one as Raffy continued to fuck her, they filled her mouth again. Youth certainly scores, and as a mere twenty year old, Raffy could fuck for England, or the West Indies in his case. Holding her hips he pounded away bringing her off God knows how many times. She screamed and shoved her pussy back and just couldn't get enough until eventually after what seemed like forever he gripped her waist and with a final deep lunge started to fill her with his seed. "Oh yesssss, I can feel you coming, oh God, don't stop." Finally spent, Raffy withdrew his cock from her hole and Carol fell forward onto the bed.
That night, the four men took turns fucking her until they were exhausted. Raffy managed it three more times, although he didn't last as long as the first shag. Carol had spunk covering her face; it was in her hair, across her tits and absolutely running from her cunt. She was happy to lie there as long as the men wanted and even then she could have taken more.
When we eventually left it was almost morning. The cab driver gave me a knowing wink as I tipped him and I half carried Carol into the house. I left her on the sofa as I made us both a coffee and when I returned she was reading the dam book again. "Now what you reading," I asked, sliding down beside her, "hmmm, nothing much, just the bit where they tie her up and whip her!"
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"Oh yes, you lovely slut, just as instructed". Pat had opened the door and now stood in full view of the road dressed exactly as I had told her. 4" stilettos, black stockings with matching suspender belt and panties and a black under the nipple bra. For a woman in her early fifties she still had a tremendous body and thanks to me was just learning what to do with it.
I reached forward and ran my fingers over her freshly shaved pussy mound. "Open your legs a bit more, that's it." Looking warily over my shoulder she did as she was told. I watched as her large nipples started to stiffen and small shudders ran through her body. I let my fingers glide between her soft wet pussy lips, careful not to touch her clitoris. "Please Tony, lets go inside, someone might see us." Now I let my fingers run across her sensitive clit. "OK, you first." I knew I had her. She stood routed to the spot as my fingers worked their magic on her little bud. Her breathing was getting rapid and the tremors worse. Her eyes would close in sheer bliss before springing open again to search the road just twenty yards away from the where she stood.
"Well, if you really want to stay here where everyone can see what a real slut you are it's OK with me," I said, slowing slightly to keep her on the edge. She clutched hold of me. "God you bastard, don't stop, please. I'm nearly there, please Tony, please." One hard pinch on her now protruding clitty and it was all over. She buried her head in my neck as her orgasm tore through her. Her knees went weak and I half carried her into the house and laid her down on the sofa. Without a word I undid my flies and pulled my very hard cock from its confines. Instinctively she sat forward and took it into her mouth. "Don't forget what I taught you." She looked at me as she sucked my cock and then brought her tongue into play, running it under the sensitive ridge and swirling it round my shaft each time I thrust forward. She hadn't quiet got the hang of deep throating yet, but it had only been three weeks, there was plenty of time.
I knew her husband would be home shortly so I withdrew from her mouth and kneeling between her thighs I pulled her to the edge of the sofa and rammed it up her waiting cunt. "Oh yessssssss, fuck me hard, that's it, oh God that's lovely." I fucked her hard and fast, pulling on her erect nipples as I slammed into her. She stared open mouthed into my eyes as I pounded her cunt, the wind being knocked from her on each down stroke. "Tell me what you want Pat," I teased. "I want you to spunk up me, I want you to fill my cunt with spunk." She really was a quick learner. "Tell me what you are?" "I'm your slut, your cum slut, oh yessssss, I'm cumming..." And so was I. As she raised her hips to meet my final thrusts I thought my balls were going to burst. Jet after jet shot through my cock filling her lovely cunt. "See you next Tuesday," I said tucking myself in and making for the door.
Pat was my wife's best friend and I had known her for the best part of fifteen years. Her husband, Gary, liked his drink a little too much and would normally end each working day in an alcohol induced sleep. As Gary had been the only man ever to get inside Pat's panties, this left her one frustrated woman. Our affair started three weeks ago when she asked me to teach her Word on the PC. I work from home and She arrived at my house one afternoon after work dressed in a nice business suit; she was a receptionist at a doctor's surgery. I knew from my wife that Pat always wore stockings and as she sat next to me the nylon rustled as she crossed her long shapely legs. It was warm in office and soon her jacket was discarded. Under it she wore a lacy black blouse that was completely see through. Under that she wore a pretty black bra that just about covered her 36" tits. I'd often lusted after this woman and soon my mind was wandering. What would she do if I simply reached round and cupped her tits in my hands?
I was standing behind her looking over her shoulder when she hit a problem. I leant forward and placed my hand over hers on the mouse, my head was now almost on her shoulder. When I looked down I had a clear view down her blouse to a wonderful full cleavage and two heaving tits. I moved her hand to the various icons and explained what each one did. "Now you try," I said standing up and placing both hands on her shoulders. As she worked the mouse, I stared at her tits. It was too much. Throwing caution to the wind I let both my hands slowly slide forward, down inside her blouse until they were clamped over her bra covered tits. "Do you know how long I've wanted to do this?" I whispered in her ear. "Tony, no, we mustn't," she replied without making any effort to move my hands. I started to lick the side of her neck while tweaking her now very hard nipples between my finger and thumb. "Tony please..."
She turned her head towards me and our mouths met in a full passionate kiss. We continued to kiss as I undid her blouse and she didn't resist when I suggested we head for the bedroom. At last, I'd often fantasised about fucking Pat and now it was happening. I continued to kiss her as I undid the button on her skirt and she actually helped me ease it down over her thighs. I stood back to admire the sight. Dressed only in her sexy black underwear, stockings and high heels it was just as I had imagined.
Sue, my wife, often made comments in front of Pat about our marathon love making sessions, things like, "no wonder I'm tired, three hours he was at it last night," and "once that tongue gets started... hmmmm." Pat would blush and laugh but I always thought I could see a longing in her eyes, if only that was me sort of look. I also knew that Pat had never enjoyed oral sex in her life.
As I lay her back on the bed I whispered in her ear. "Tell me Pat, what would you like me to do to you?" "I, I, don't know, I..." "Would you like me to eat your pussy?" Her whole body shock and I swear her eyes filled with lust. "Oh yes, yes." She lay with her eyes closed as I removed her bra and panties. I like my pussies clean shaven but Pat had a small tuft of blond hair. It was super soft as I ran my fingers over it and each time she would shudder and give a gentle moan. I gently eased her legs open and played my fingers across her cunt lips, never actually going inside the lips, just gently across the outside. I watched as they responded, filling with blood and becoming puffy, opening slightly to reveal a soft wet lining. Now I slowly ran my fingers into her slit, enjoying the warmth and dampness. She moaned louder as I flicked across her clit, causing it to poke out like a small prick. Her nipples were pointing upwards and looked rock hard, I brushed my palm over them and again she moaned in pleasure. "What do you want me to do Pat? You'll have to tell or I won't do it." "Please, I want you to..." "C'mon, do what?" "I want you to lick it." "Lick what Pat, tell me what you want me to lick." She was a little stunned at this and for a minute I thought I'd broken the spell. But a few more moves across her clitoris soon had her begging for more.
"I want you to lick my... oh yessssss... vagina," she finally said, thrashing about on the bed as her first orgasm tore through her body. I waited until she had regained her breath. "Nice?" I enquired. "My God, I came, I actually had an orgasm!" She pulled me to her and started to cover my face in kisses. "You made me cum, it was wonderful, you actually made me cum." "Bloody hell, steady on girl, anyone would think you've never cum before." She looked at me wide eyed. "I haven't." "What, you mean you've never had an orgasm with Gary before?" "Never." "What, even when you were first married?" "Nope, not even then. He's a two second merchant, always has been, role on, cum and role off, he's never ever thought about me." "Didn't you ever say anything?" "I thought it must be me."
Wow, what a revelation. This woman had just experienced the first orgasm of her life and I hadn't even started with my tongue yet." We talked for a while as we lay together on the bed. I gently stroked her nipples as Pat told me of her life with Gary. She hadn't even brought herself to orgasm believing that it was a sin to touch herself. "Oh dear, looks like I'll have to re-educate you, doesn't it." "If it makes me cum again I'll do anything." "Good, then lets start with the terms, this," I said grabbing hold of her pussy, "is a cunt. These are tits and this is a prick or cock, OK." "Cunt, tits and cock," she repeated happily. "So, now will you eat my cunt?" she asked. Over the next half hour I brought her off more times than I can remember. She was like a pent up well of unleashed frustration and emotion, the more she came the more she wanted. The only time she hesitated was when I tried to shove my cock in her mouth.
"Urgh, sorry, I don't think I can do that," she said turning her head to one side. "OK, lets start slowly, you've never licked or sucked a cock before right?" She nodded agreement, "how about played with one?" "Well, sometimes Gary would ask me to wank him off, usually when he was too pissed to climb on." "And did you enjoy wanking his cock?" "I s'pose so, it was OK." "Did you like it when he came?" "Yeah, I loved watching it shoot up my arm or all over his chest." "Good, then lets start with you slowly wanking my cock, only I want you to put your face right next to it." Pat crawled down the bed and took hold of my cock. She slowly started to wank it up and down while staring intently at it from a few inches away. "Does it look nice?" I asked. "Hmm, it's different from Gary's, his has got all this loose skin and all this muck round the rim." I explained that I was circumcised. To my surprise she then took her hand away and sniffed it. "Yours smells clean, his always left my hand smelling of piss."
"Why don't you give it a little lick, just touch it with your tongue, see how soft it is." She tentatively poked her tongue out and allowed the tip to touch my cock. She giggled as my cock twitched and then did it again, only this time she licked up the entire shaft. "Hmm, it really is nice and soft." Getter braver, she now started to plant kisses on the head and eventually with a little persuasion she took the entire head into her mouth and started to run her tongue round it. "Good?" I enquired, "hmmmmmmm," was all I heard as she kept on licking and sucking. I didn't cum in her mouth that first time, after all, why spoil a good thing. But from then on Pat was quite happy to suck on my cock. In fact, I almost had to pull her off it in order to fuck her.
We started of in the missionary position, the only one Pat knew. After a few minutes of vigorous poking she was coming on my cock and clutching me so hard I thought my ribs would crack. I suggested doggy style. Despite her age, her body would pass for a twenty year olds and her perfectly rounded arse stared up at me as I crawled up the bed behind her. I made a mental note to take her arse cherry asap. I soon had my balls slapping against her thighs and with a finger playing with her clit she was coming almost continuously. "Oh yes, don't stop, yes that's it, like that, fuck my cunt, oh my Goddddddddd." By the time I shot my load my cock, balls and thighs were covered in cum juice, she was literally squirting the dam stuff out.
And that's how it all started. After that first day Pat would call round at every opportunity. With Sue and Gary safely out the way we would fuck and suck ourselves stupid, she became addicted to sex. If I wanted her to do something, I simply threatened to end the affair. This was how I eventually persuaded her to drink my cum and let me fuck her arse, two things which she now enjoys as much as fucking. I make her dress in kinky clothes and on one occasion I took her to a porn cinema wearing just her stockings, suspenders and heels. Of course she was covered by a long coat until we got there, then I made her take it off, open her legs wide and play with her cunt. She had more than my prick in her hand that night.
But that's another story.
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Pat is a nice looking lady in her early fifties but with the body of a 30 year old, which when you consider it's hardly been used is not surprising. Until a few weeks ago she had never ever had an orgasm and never slept with anyone other than her Husband Gary. In Pat's own words, he was a RORO merchant (roll on, roll off) and was usually too pissed to perform. Having come from a Catholic background she even thought it was a sin to play with herself, she just assumed that was how life was. That was until I came along. It seems I've awakened a sexual monster and now she just can't get enough.
Three weeks into our affair and I introduced her to this site. She was amazed at the stories. The ones that really turned her on is where the woman allowed herself to be felt up or fucked by complete strangers. "Do people really do these things? She asked, "Sure, my ex wife used to love being fucked be some stranger, in-fact, she said it was even more of a turn on if she never saw his face." Pat looked thoughtful. I'd already introduced her the joys of flashing and she is more than willing to go out without panties and bra, but it's a bit jump from looking to touching. Wearing a see through blouse she still can't believe that men want to look at her tits and she will cross and uncross her stockinged legs every chance she gets providing a good view of her shaven pussy. By the time we get back she is always soaking wet and just gagging for it.
Her favourite pastime is giving me blowjobs in public places, or me fingering her pussy in a busy restaurant or train; in-fact anywhere where people might see. She claims it's the risk of getting caught that's so exciting. A few days ago she was reading a story about an older man that takes a young woman to a porn cinema, leans her over the front seat and fucks her stupid with other men watching. When she got to the bit where other men were actually joining in she just couldn't contain herself, one hand shot down her panties and the other jammed my cock into her mouth. We both came at the same time. "Wow, talk about turned on, your becoming a right little fuck slut."
"Well you taught me," she laughed, licking her lips to catch the last drops of spunk. "Fancy doing that?" I asked, indicating the story. "Hmm, I like the idea but I don't know if I could really do it, all those strange men touching me."
"I bet you'd love it, all those cocks after your body." We both agreed it might be fun but left it at that.
Two weeks later I had to go to Amsterdam on business and suggested that Pat make some excuse to Gary and come with me, it was only for two days. She told him she was visiting her sister and Tuesday night found us both safely tucked up in a small hotel. We did the usual tour of the red light district and Pat found it fascinating looking at all the tarts exposing themselves in shop windows. Mind you, she got nearly as many looks, dressed in a black skirt with a slit up the side that exposed her stocking tops and a silky black see through blouse with no bra underneath. Every now and again, I would push her into a dark doorway and run my hand up her stockings to her shaven exposed cunt. She wanted to give me a blowjob but I had other plans.
I took her back to the hotel and had her dress in just her stockings, high heels and a full length leather coat. "I can't go out like this," she giggled, looking at herself in the full length mirror. I opened the coat and made her face the mirror again. "Just think how you'll look when I undo your buttons and open your coat in front of some one." I started to finger her clit again and before she could argue, we were out of the door.
Back on the street and Pat really got into the flashing bit. She left the buttons undone and held the coat closed by placing her hands in her pockets. This allowed her to vary the gap depending on how much she wanted to show. We played a game where I would walk on the other side of the narrow street while she would stand in the shadows and completely expose herself. If I could see everything then chances are some one else was looking too.
The hotel ported had given me the address of a sex cinema and I wanted to see just how far Pat would go. "C'mon, give me that nice cock," she teased running her hand over my bulge. "OK, but lets go in there," I said pointing to the picture house. I don't think the penny dropped as we entered the dimly lit arena and with my hand under the coat firmly on her bare arse I guided her towards the back row. There were several people already seated but we had the entire row to ourselves. No sooner had we sat down than her head went down to my lap and my cock was in her mouth. "Hang on, I want to see your stockings while you suck me." She allowed the coat to fall open but not once did she stop sucking. It was a lovely sight and her white thighs were nicely framed between the black stockings and suspender belt. The coat was completely undone exposing both lovely tits, I could feel them brushing across my thighs as her head bobbed up and down.
On the way I'd really teased her, and she'd had at least three orgasms, now, the little bitch was getting her own back, bringing me to the point of coming and then backing off a bit. It was a great blowjob and we were both so engrossed that I didn't see the man approaching until he sat down next to Pat. He was staring at her stocking covered legs. I was on the verge of coming when the man looked at me. I nodded towards her legs as though giving him approval to touch, he didn't need a second invitation. As his hand felt along her thigh Pat froze but I was too far gone to stop and holding her head tightly I fucked her mouth. As the man's hand felt between her legs I let rip. Pat drank the lot and opened her legs.
As she sat up in the chair the coat fell open, exposing both tits to this total stranger. Pat didn't even look at him, she simply slid down in the seat opening her legs even wider, giving him complete access to her naked pussy while resting her head on my arm. The guy had two fingers of his left hand inserted in her juicy cunt while with the right hand he wanked himself off. "Like it?" I asked Pat. With her eyes shut tight she just sighed. "Why don't you play with his cock?"
Without looking, her right hand reached over the man's lap until she found his cock. He happily took his hand away and let Pat take over. I felt her left hand on my own cock. I started to tweak her left nipple as the man continued to finger her and felt her hand tighten on my shaft, Pat was near to coming, it was now or never. "Do you want his cock up your cunt?" I asked rolling the nipple harder. "Yeassss, oh yesssss." I motioned to the guy to stop and made Pat stand up and lean over the seat in front. "Put this on," I said handing the man a condom. I watched as he lifted the coat up over her back exposing her lovely round arse before feeding his long slim cock into Pat's waiting cunt. Holding her by the hips he started to thrust in earnest.
As the man fucked her, her big tits were swinging wildly beneath her. She was making a lot of noise and I was worried in case everyone turned round. Fortunately the film was good and loud and kept their attention. As our friend banged away another man entered the cinema, he couldn't fail to notice the proceedings in the back row and immediately headed our way. He entered the row in front and walked right up to us. He said something in Dutch to the guy fucking Pat, who simply nodded at me and continued to fuck. He repeated the question to me but I didn't understand. "English?" I said. "Ah, English, may I?" He was indicating Pat's head. "Hang on a sec," I said. I removed Pat's coat completely exposing her lovely body to these two men. "Help yourself." He unzipped his fly and before Pat realised what was happening he shoved a very fat cock into her mouth. She looked amazing, standing there in just high heels and black stockings, her big tits hanging free and a cock in each end. I really got hard when I realised how big the guy fucking her mouth was, not particularly long, but very fat.
The guy fucking her started to grunt and was obviously filling his condom. When he pulled out I suggested the other guy might like to fuck her while I filled her mouth. We changed round and I held her face up while he fed his fat cock into her. "Oh my God, he's so big." The expression on her face was one of pain and pleasure as the man slowly inched his fat cock up her. "Does it feel good?"
"Ohhhh, does it ever." He was fully home now and ramming away as Pat sucked on my cock. The other guy was leaning over the seats playing with her nipples, pulling them as though they were elastic, then he would mash her tits together in his hands. Pat was in heaven and for the second time that night I filled her mouth with spunk. The guy fucking her was using long slow strokes as the other guy continued to maul her tits. I leaned down and whispered in her ear. "I'm going to let every man in this cinema have your cunt, tits, arse and mouth, your not leaving here until you are full of other men's spunk, no condoms, just loads of spunk, you want that?"
"Oh yes, yesssss."
"Lets invite them back to the hotel, I want to see you on your back with your slut legs open, looking into their faces as they shove their cocks up you, one after the other."
"Oh God, I'm cummmmmmmmmming ….." Her body shock as the orgasm tore through her. The guy on her tits clamped down hard on her nipples as the guy fucking her pulled out, whipped the rubber off and came all over her arse. "You ready to play the slut?" I asked her. Pat's legs were shaking and she flopped back into her seat. The two men said their thank you's and disappeared. I climbed over the seats and sat next to a very exhausted and excited Pat. "Well, you ready for some more," I said grabbing her cunt and ramming two fingers straight up it. "There must be at least twenty other guys in here who would like some of this, shall I invite them?" I was busy using my thumb on her clit and once again her orgasm was building. "Tell me Pat, do you want to be gang banged? Lots of fat horny cocks fucking your brains out. Shall I asked them?"
"Yesssssssss, yes, please yes, I want them, I want them all, I want them all to fuck me!" She was writhing on my fingers, coating them with cum juice, her eyes shut tight as she thought of all those men lining up to fuck one of her holes.
Just then, the lights went on and as if by instinct Pat grabbed her coat and quickly covered up. We joined a queue of men as they left the cinema. They were surprised to see a woman leaving the show, especially one with large prominent nipples barely covered by a half open leather coat. As we headed back to the hotel I asked her, "would you really have taken them all on?"
Pat looked at me and smiled.
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It was 2 am and I was knackered. I'd been on since10 am the previous day and all I could think of was getting home to bed when the radio crackled into life. "Two four, do you read, over."
"Yeah Dave, I read you, log me off will you, I'm calling it a night." Two four, could you call in at Carnaby's on your way home and pick up a Mrs. Reynolds, she's heading in your direction."
"Roger that Dave, last one though, OK."
"Roger two four."
Carnaby's was the local nightclub and not the place to be at 2 am in the morning. I pulled up at the curb and shouted the name Mrs. Reynolds to my old friend John, the bouncer. "Hang on Mike, I'll see if I can find her." A few minutes later a tall well stacked blond bird in her thirties staggered out the door and headed towards the cab. Now I've always found that good manners produce bigger tips, so, I leapt out the car and opened the back door for her. She totally ignored me and just slumped in the back seat. She was wearing a lacy see through top with a sexy little black bra underneath covering her ample tits; this bird was well stacked. As she sat back, her little red mini rode up over her stockings showing a good amount of thigh. She followed my gaze to her lovely long legs but made no attempt to cover up. All the way home I kept glancing in my rear view mirror at this lovely creature asleep on my back seat and eventually angled the mirror so I could see her legs and panty covered pussy.
"Mrs. Reynolds, we're here," I said leaning over the drivers seat. She opened her eyes and peered into the gloom. "That's £5.60 please love."
"Wait here," she said getting out of the car. I watched as she fumbled for her keys before letting herself into the house.
I'd only been doing the job for six weeks and already I'd had three runners. Either they get out of the car and leg it down some ally or they go into a block of flats and you never see them again. It mostly blokes so when she hadn't returned after a few minutes I wasn't unduly worried. When she hadn't returned after twenty minutes I was pounding on the door.
"What the fuck do you want?" Oh shit, the front door was opened by a guy who looked like he was a body builder. He was easily two inches taller than me and I'm over six foot, his head was shaven and his massive arms were covered in tattoos. This guy had muscles on his muscles. "I'm sorry mate, but I've just dropped a lady off here and she hasn't paid me." The guy was wearing a pair of jogging pants and nothing else and it looked like he had a hard on. The way he stared at me I thought I was dead. "You'd better come in," he suddenly said. I wasn't too keen on the idea but if she didn't pay the fare it would come out of my pocket. He led me into the front room and there sprawled on the sofa with her legs wide open was Mrs. Reynolds. Her panties lay on the floor beside her, her blouse was off and her massive tits were hanging over the top of her bra. Starting at her high heeled shoes, I followed the black stockings all the way up those lovely long legs until my gaze settled on her smooth cunt, red and puffy as though she'd just been enjoying a good seeing to.
"Is this the bitch?" he asked. "Y-y-yes," I stuttered unable to tear my eyes away. "Fucking bitch, you come in here and start shagging me and you've left this poor cunt waiting outside for his money." She just looked at him. "How much she owe yeah?" I told him the fare. "Right bitch, you can fucking work it off, all right with you pal?" It wasn't a question, it was a statement. "I'll finish off and then she's all yours."
After taking his joggers off he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her onto his cock. "Fucking suck you bitch." She took his fat cock in her mouth and sucked it hard again. When he was satisfied he pushed her back and knelt between her legs. This guy was big all over and she screwed her eyes shut as he forced his fat cock in. "Fucking cunts dry as a bone. Here, how about you lick her out." Boy, this was a guy you just didn't argue with and as he withdrew his cock I got on all fours and started to lick at her cunt. I worked on her hole and then her clit and slowly she started to loosen up. Big boy was busy stuffing his cock in her mouth again as he watched me tongue fuck her. "Tell you what pal, you can fuck her first, I like sloppy seconds and the bitch here won't mind, will yer darlin'." I undid my flies and rubbed my modest size cock up her slit, getting it nice and wet. Then I slowly slid it in. I was expecting it to feel like the inside of a cathedral but was pleasantly surprised when she clamped her pussy muscles together and started to squeeze.
"Stick her on er knees," big boy said after a few minutes, pulling his cock from her mouth. She knelt on the sofa and I climbed behind, shoving my cock back up her tight little hole. Big boy resumed fucking her mouth. "Go on son, fuck her real ard, get your fucking monies worth. Fucking bitch is always fucking people about, ain't yer you fucking cock eating slag." I couldn't believe the way this guy was treating her, but it seemed the rougher he was the more she liked it. "Fucking great tits, avn't yer bitch, likes having em pulled she does." As if to demonstrate he grabbed both nipples and pulled hard, stretching her tits more than I thought possible. She moaned in either pain or pleasure but at the same time clamped down hard on my cock as she came. "Ere, swap ends, let the fucking slut taste her own cunt juice." We changed ends and with out being asked she just grabbed my cock and sucked the whole six inches into her mouth. It felt incredible; her tongue was swirling round the head and shaft cleaning every little drop of juice.
Muscles watched her suck my dick for a moment and then climbed up behind her. He rested his erect cock on her back, and spitting into his hand, massaged it into the large cock head. "Watch this, she fucking loves this." I watched in awe as he slowly fed what must have been a good nine inches of thick veined cock up her arse, lubricating the shaft with more spit until eventually his whole cock was completely buried. She still had my cock in her mouth and as she moaned at the intrusion into her arse, a series of vibrations went through my shaft. I started to pump her mouth as muscles pumped her arse. "Where'd you wann cum?" he asked, stroking his big cock in and out. "I'd like to fuck her cunt again," I said, feeling the desire to cum build up in my balls. "Tell you what pal, we'll double fuck the whore, OK?" With that he held her tightly around the waist, his prick buried to the hilt up her stretched arse. Lifting her as though she weighed nothing, he sat back on the sofa bringing her down on top of him facing outwards. "Fucking diamond, never missed a fucking stroke," he laughed bouncing her up and down on his shaft.
He leaned back, shuffling his arse to the edge of the sofa and spread his legs wide. He then held her legs open giving me easy access to her exposed cunt. "Grab the fuckers tits and shove it up her," he commanded. I knelt between them and easily slid my cock into her warm wet cunt. I could feel his cock up her arse separated only by a thin membrane of skin. As I slid forward he would lift her slightly, then, as I pulled out, he would drop her down, his fat cock penetrating her depths. We built up a rhythm, me hanging onto her lovely big firm tits and ramming her cunt while he held her hips and simply lifted her up and down on his cock.
"Yeah, just like a fucking slut should be treated, huh pal, full of cock, they fucking love it don't they." I was looking at her face. She had her eyes closed and her mouth slightly open with her head leaning back against his massive chest, she was totally compliant. Whether she was enjoying any of it was hard to say, but her pussy sure felt good as it tightened round my cock. Muscles started to work faster. "Oh yeah, you fucking slag, I'm gonna fill your slutty little arse with spunk bitch, you gonna be shitting spunk for a whole week." As he rammed her down on his cock, I could feel it twitch as spurt after spurt shot through it into her arse. I squeezed her tits hard as I too emptied my load into her cunt, causing her to cry out as her own orgasm tore through her abused body. "Clean em up bitch," muscles said forcing her to her knees between us. She licked from one to the other until both pricks were spotless.
"Well pal, did you get your monies worth?"
"I guess you could say that," I said getting dressed. Mrs. Reynolds grabbed her clothes and made towards the door. "Hey bitch, you tell that fucking lazy husband of yours that next time he can't pay the rent it will be his arse as well as yours."
"Fucking tenants," he said staring after her.
Mrs. Reynolds simply smiled and with spunk running from both her holes, headed up the stairs to her own flat.
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My wife Sarah was over the moon when she landed a job with the local Real Estate agent. All she had to do was go to the properties, make an inventory and report on the overall condition. What made it exciting was that the properties they dealt with were all in the multi million pound bracket belonging to pop stars, politicians and other very rich people.
"My God, you want to see how some of these guys live," she enthused after returning from work one day. "This one guy has a bed the size of our lounge, and you want to see the pictures on the wall, talk about pure porn, it's all kinky sex, you know, one girl being had by three men, that sort of thing."
"Turned you on did it?" I said running my hand up her skirt. "Hey, get off," she laughed pushing me away. "I'm going back there tomorrow to finish off, why don't you come with me. Maybe we can have a little fun."
Now when Sarah says fun my ears pick up. She has the most perfect body a man could wish for. Tall, slim with long shapely legs and firm 36" tits with really prominent nipples. Her shoulder length auburn hair is matched only by her dark brown eyes and the most amazing ruby red pouting lips. She loves sex and although we've never involved any one else in our sex life she loves to watch porno movies and read sexy articles involving group sex.
The next morning I watched with a growing hard on as she dressed for work. After a long hot shower she paraded round the room trying to decide what to wear. She started with a pair of black open crutch panty hose, the sort that leaves the pussy totally exposed but no visible panty line. Then she picked a half cup lacy black bra that just about covered her nipples. No panties I noticed. Then, a white silky blouse that showed just a hint of her black bra underneath and to top it of a two-piece business suit of jacket and skirt that started about four inches above the knee. When she stepped into her 4" heels she looked six feet tall and sex on legs. She sat at the dresser putting on her make up, black eye shadow and red lipstick; she looked absolutely fabulous.
We arrived at the house and Sarah let us in. What a place, the hallway was bigger than our entire house and a sweeping marble staircase led to a balcony and the upstairs rooms. "What do you think?"
"Wow," was all I could say. "It belongs to a Lord Duncan," she read from the sheet. "Isn't that the guy with the porn empire?"
"Could be, you wait till you see his bedroom." She put on a real sexy walk and headed for the stairs. "Would Sir like to ravish me here or in the master bedroom?" She giggled. I grabbed her by the arse cheeks, pulled her towards me and planted a big kiss on her puckered lips. "Why not take your clothes off and I'll decide then." She walked up the first few steps, swinging her hips provocatively as she went. Tossing her jacket over the stair rail she seductively continued up the stairs. Halfway up she removed her skirt, letting it slide down her thighs, coming to rest on the floor. Stepping out of it she continued to swing her hips as she walked up the stairs to the first floor.
She stopped at the top, and turning to face me she undid the blouse and let it fall to the floor before scooping both luscious tits from the confines of her bra, leaving them hanging over the top, the nipples getting hard. Her high heels click clacked on the marble floor as she made her way to the master bedroom. Now I was only a few feet behind her, watching her panty covered arse gently swinging from side to side. "See anything you like?" she said striking a sexy pose in the doorway to the master bedroom. "Perhaps this might be of interest." She opened her legs and slowly rubbed her hand over her shaven pussy. I rushed towards her. "Whoa, not so fast tiger." She kept me at arms length as she entered the room and sauntered over to the vast bed. Climbing on I was presented with a marvellous view of her arse with her ample tits dangling below her. She looked at me over her shoulder, her long hair half covering her lovely face. "Hmmm, this is nice and big," she cooed, "just the way I like it." I looked round the room, three walls were covered in paintings depicting women being abused by men or fucking with animals, the forth was dominated by a series of floor to ceiling mirrors, even the ceiling itself was one huge mirror. This Lord Duncan had a kinky taste in art.
She rolled onto her back in the middle of the bed and slowly opened her long legs. Again, she rubbed a hand over her pussy mound, only this time she kept it there, gently sliding it back and forth while running the tip of her tongue seductively over her upper lip. She was watching my face as she slowly inserted her fingers between her pussy lips and gently rubbed her clit. After a few minutes the hand movements speeded up and her hips started to move. She closed her eyes tight as her pussy flooded her fingers. "God that felt sooooooo good," she purred bringing her fingers to her mouth and licking them one by one.
I leant over and kissed her full on the mouth, she responded by throwing her arms around my neck. "I want you to fuck me really hard." I didn't need asking twice and within seconds had shed my clothes and joined her on the bed. No sooner had I lain down than she was on me, her hand and mouth wrapped round my erection. As she knelt beside me sucking my cock, I ran a hand along her legs, enjoying the feel of the silky panty hose. Eventually I reached her pussy; boy was she wet. I played with the lips, careful not to touch her clit. Then I inserted a finger deep into her hole. This brought a prolonged, "hmmmmmmmmm," from her lips that vibrated along my shaft. I started to rub her clit harder causing immense shudders to run through her body.
"Eat my pussy," she said laying back and opening her legs. I kissed her mouth and slowly worked my way down, stopping at her nipples and then down across her flat stomach to her smooth pussy. As soon as my tongue touched her clit she jumped as thought a bolt of electricity had shot through her. "Oh yes, you're the best cunt licker in the whole world." Sarah was prone to getting extremely verbal when having sex, a result I think of watching too many porn movies.
"That's it baby, eat my clitty, oh yeah, just there, that's it, a little harder." I loved to hear her talk dirty and would encourage her to go further. "Tell me what you are?" I said between mouthfuls."
"Oh you know what I am, I'm your lovely little slut." My tongue went into overdrive, spurred on by the fact my cock was ready to explode and wanted his turn between these lovely legs. "Yesssss, that's it baby, lick your sluts tight cunt, oh yes, that's it, don't stop." Her hips rose up to meet me as her orgasm tore through her and her soft silky legs clung to my head as the ripples of pleasure ran through her body. She pulled me up to her mouth and gave me a long sensuous kiss, her tongue exploring every inch of my mouth, cleaning her juices from my lips and chin as she went. "Now fuck me!" She said, her big brown lust filled eyes staring into me.
I climbed between her legs and lifted them over my arms. Looking down between our bodies I could see her cunt open and glistening, just begging for some cock. I guided my cock to the target and slowly inched forward. "Oh yessssss, that feels so good, c'mon baby, fuck your little slut the way she likes it." I looked into her eyes and rammed forward real hard, burying my cock to the hilt. Then I pulled it out and did it again. I started to fuck her like a jack hammer all the time staring into those big brown fuck me eyes. "It this how you like it you little slut?"
"Yes, oh yes, fuck me harder, deeper." Harder yes, but deeper, I only had seven inches and I was using the lot. Time to let her do the work. Holding onto to each other I rolled on my back, flipping her on top. She sat up straight, taking my cock to the hilt. "Play with my tits," she cooed, her hair hanging sexily over her face. I reached up and started to squeeze both tits, enjoying the soft fleshy mounds in my hands. I ran my palms across her sensitive nipples causing them to swell even bigger. All the time she was riding my cock, getting faster and faster as her orgasm approached. I started to pull and tweak her nipples. "That's it, pull the fuckers, oh yes, pull my nipples, harder." I often wondered just how much punishment she could take, it seemed the harder I pulled at them the more she enjoyed it even though it must be hurting her.
She was riding me like mad now and her cunt juices were running down my shaft and across my balls. I was worried that we would stain the bed but it was too late to stop her. "That's it, oh yesssss, I'm coming." She slammed her pussy down on my cock as her body shock. I mashed her tits together and pushed my cock as deep as I could into her sodden cunt. "Jesus, that was good," she said coming back to reality. "I think you'd better get off quick before we ruin the bed." She jumped off but it was too late, a large pool of pussy juice had collected on the cover. She tried to clear it up using tissues while I stood there, my hard cock pointing outwards.
"Oh sweety, you haven't cum yet," she said, a wicked gleam in her eyes. "I can soon take care of that." She dropped to her knees and took my juice covered cock into her mouth. "Hmmmmm," she said licking her own cum of my shaft. "You really are a sluttly little bitch aren't you?" I said. She looked up at me with those big brown eyes and took my entire length into her mouth and throat. This girl really knew how to suck cock and within minutes I was shooting my load. The first spurt went straight down her throat, then, she pulled my cock free and rested the head on her lower lip. The next two jets landed on her tongue and the last one covered her face.
She poked her cum filled tongue out at me before swilling the spunk round her mouth and swallowing. Then she carefully wiped the spunk from her face onto a finger before licking that clean. Then with a big smile, she stood up and gave me a full French kiss, allowing me to taste the mixture of my own cum and her pussy juice. It was delicious.
"Well, that was a good show, don't you think so Chambers?" We both froze. Looking over her shoulder I saw two elderly men standing in front of an open mirror. "Who the hell are you?" I asked angrily. "More to the point old chap, who are you? This is my house and I don't take lightly to intruders."
"B-b-but I thought the house was empty, the agency said it was empty," Sarah spluttered, keeping her body pressed tight to mine. "Ah yes, of course, the agency. Tell me young lady, does the agency know what you get up to in other peoples houses?" The other man, Chambers, was holding Sarah's skirt, jacket and blouse in his hands. "May I have my clothes please?" Sarah asked. "Oh I don't know, I rather prefer you as you are, what about you Chambers?"
"Yes my Lord, I think she looks very charming."
"There you go you see, Chambers and I think you look better as you are. Now you two wait there why Chambers calls the police."
"Police, what for?" I asked. "Why my dear chap, you enter my house, have sex with, I must say, a very beautiful lady and ruin a very expensive bed cover. What else do you expect me to do?"
"Please Sir, I'm very sorry, please don't call the police, we didn't mean any harm and I'll get the cover cleaned, I promise."
"I'm sorry my dear, but I fear it's too late for sorry."
"Please, look I'll do anything just please don't call the police, I can't afford to lose my job."
"Well now, a beautiful young lady like you offering to do anything for an old man like me, I don't know my dear, do you really mean anything?" Sarah caught on fast. She stepped away from me and standing with her hands on her hips stared at the old boy. "Anything."
"CHAMBERS!" Lord Duncan shouted. The man-servant re-appeared. "Forget the police, I believe we have come to a compromise. Assuming of course your young man friend here doesn't object."
"He's my husband and no, he doesn't object, do you dear." Like many men, I'd often fantasised about watching my lovely young wife being fucked by an older man, but now it was about to become a reality, my heart was in my mouth. "Sarah, you don't have to." She kissed me gently on the lips. "It's OK, really, besides," she whispered, "he won't last long." She walked over to Lord Duncan and stood directly in front of him. "What would you like me to do?" The old boy ran his hands over her tits, paying special attention to her nipples. "Well now, from what I saw from our two way mirror I'd say you rather like this, don't you." He was squeezing her nipples harder now and stretching them as though they were elastic. Sarah's face was a picture of both pain and lust as the old man continued to abuse her tits. "Chambers, see if the young ladies getting wet, there's a good chap." Chambers ran his hand up Sarah's legs, obviously enjoying the feel of the silky panty hose. On reaching her pussy, he easily inserted two fingers into her very wet hole. "I'd say very wet Sir."
"You know, Chambers and I have been watching you ever since you entered the bedroom and I must say my dear you are a truly beautiful and gifted young lady. Why not show me what you can do with those gorgeous lips." Sarah knelt before him and undid his trousers, pulling both them and his underpants down to his knees. His old cock sprung out and I was pleased to see it was shorter than mine. Sarah started to suck it as the old boy stood there with a huge smile on his face. "My. She is very good, isn't she," he said turning to me. Sarah seemed to be enjoying herself and was really going to town on the old boys cock. Holding her head steady he started to fuck her mouth. "That's right my dear, oh yes, oh yesssss!" He was filling her mouth with his milky fluid and she was drinking every drop. When she'd finished she licked his old cock from top to bottom before standing up with a big satisfied grin on her face. "There, did you enjoy that?" she asked him. "Oh yes my dear, that was first class."
"Good, then can I have my clothes back now?"
"Not so fast my dear, what about poor old Chambers here, we can't leave him out."
"What, you want me to suck him too?"
"Good lord no, I'd like to watch you fuck him."
Sarah looked a little taken aback. It was one thing sucking some old boys cock, but Chambers was at least sixty something and she didn't look to keen on the idea of fucking him. "Seems to me you don't really have much choice my dear but I'm sure you'll enjoy it, Chambers here is, how would you say it, a very accomplished lover? Now, back on the bed that's a good girl." Sarah climbed on the bed and lay on her back, boy did she look sexy. Her tits were still hanging over the top of her bra and her pussy was red and puffy from the fucking I'd given her.
Chambers stood by the bed and started to undress. For his age he looked extremely lean and fit. Sarah looked at me rather than him and was making OK signs to me when Chambers removed his underwear. My jaw must have hit the floor. His cock was fucking enormous. It was completely flaccid but the dam thing still reached to just above his knees. Seeing the look on my face, Sarah turned to face him. Her mouth fell open and she just stared. "He's a big boy isn't he," chuckled Lord Duncan. "Old Chambers here was a porn star in his younger days, you may have seen him, he's been in loads of movies, haven't you old boy?"
Chambers climbed onto the bed, his huge cock swinging about with a mind of it's own. He dangled it over Sarah's face, allowing it to slap into her cheeks and nose. It started to stiffen. "In her mouth old man, in her mouth." Chambers did as ordered and steered his cock towards Sarah's mouth. She automatically opened it and took about three inches straight in. As his cock grew erect, Sarah had trouble accommodating the huge girth and settled for using her tongue, running it up and down the shaft and round the bulbous head. Eventually Chambers prick was rock hard and now stood upright reaching towards his chest. "Don't worry my dear, you'll soon get used to it, they all did." Chambers climbed between Sarah's outstretched legs and rubbed the knob of his huge prick up and down her slit. We could hear the slurping noises. Sarah propped herself up on her elbows so she could watch as the large cock opened her up and started to slid in. Chambers was being extremely careful and doing his utmost not to hurt her. As the first five inches disappeared, Sarah lay back and closed her eyes. "My God he's so big."
"That's what they all used to say but don't worry my dear, once your used to it you'll love it, trust me."
We both stood and watched as Chambers slowly inched his monster up my wife's tight cunt, taking his time and making sure to keep it well lubricated. Sarah was doing her bit by having mini orgasms every now and then, coating his prick with pussy juice. Slowly but surely it went in until with her legs wrapped round his backside, he was completely home. Now he started in earnest. Long slow strokes followed by a few minutes of frenzied fucking had Sarah screaming for more. "Fuck me you bastard, fuck me hard." He did, and she came again and again. He certainly had staying power. "Hang on old chap, lets put her on all fours, give us all something to play with."
There was a loud squelch as Chambers pulled out and for a minute Sarah complained. She soon stopped when she realised what was going on and kneeling on the bed she wiggled her beautiful round arse in his direction just begging him to shove it back up her. Holding her hips he did just that, only this time he shoved it straight in. Holding on tight to steady himself, the old boy fucked her real hard, making her cum time and time again. "Give her something to suck on." Lord Duncan said to me. I stood by her head and she immediately took my entire length into her mouth and sucked greedily on my cock. Lord Duncan grabbed her nipples and started to roughly stretch them, letting them go to twang back into her soft titty flesh. My cock felt like it was in a vacuum cleaner. With her tongue running round the head and the sight of the two old boys abusing her body I just couldn't hold back. It was the strongest orgasm I've ever had as spurt after spurt entered her throat. She continued to suck until the feeling was so intense I thought I would die. Chambers was grunting as he too filled my wife's lovely cunt with his seed, holding her hips as he held himself in deep. When he finished, Sarah fell forward onto the bed, spunk running from her hole onto the cover, marking it a second time.
"Bravo, good show old boy," Lord Duncan said slapping Chambers on the back. "Just like the old days eh? I think she enjoyed that, don't you?" he said, running his hand across Sarah's voluptuous backside. "Bathrooms through there, oh, and don't worry about the bed spread, looks like Chambers has made a mess too."
I led Sarah to the bathroom and helped her clean up as we both got dressed. She was very quiet. "Are you all right?" I asked. "You still love me don't you?" She replied, her big brown eyes full of tears. "Love you, sweetheart, of course I do." I wrapped her trembling body in my arms, feeling the heat from her tits as they crushed into my chest. "And you don't mind that I just fucked and sucked two old men?"
"That last one was some old man, I've never seen a prick that big before, anyway, you sure seemed to enjoy it." I put my hand up her skirt and felt her wet pussy. As I brushed my fingers over her clit she trembled as yet another small orgasm hit her. "You really did enjoy it, didn't you? Would you like some more of Chambers cock?" I asked. She looked straight at me. "Do you want me to?" she replied. "Only if I can watched and join in."
"Good, then lets go make a stain on the carpet!"
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It was the dream holiday we'd been planning for years, a trip to Australia. The plan was to fly to Cairns and spend a week diving the Great Barrier Reef before hiring a four wheel drive and heading out to explore Northern Queensland.
The first week flew by but the adventure I'm about to relate happened a few days later. We set of through Port Douglas and the Daintree National Park and had a great time visiting the rain forest and the various wild life centres. We booked in to a small hotel in Mossman and went out to eat. It didn't take long to find a local bar down near the sea front and we were soon engrossed in conversation with the locals. "Naw mate, if you want to see the real Australia then you got to off road and head inland."
"Strewth mate, you tryner get em lost, no mate, you stick to the main roads, safer that way." The friendly arguments went on long into the night, each old boy with his own tale to tell.
"Tell you what mate, you got to watch them Abbo's. Few years ago, couple tourist went off road and ran into a tribe of em. They stole everything they ad and rapped the white woman."
"My God, what should we do if run into some Abbo's?" my wife asked. "If you've got any Whiskey, give em that, get em drunk and they might just leave you alone."
"Naw, don't listen to him missus, he's had too much whiskey imself!" They all fell about laughing and we headed of to bed.
Next day found us stocking up with provisions, including, at Carol's insistence, two bottles of Whiskey, before heading inland leaving the tarmac and civilisation far behind us. We travelled all day without seeing another person or vehicle, it was a wonderful experience and we were at last seeing the real Australia. At night we pitched the tent close up to the jeep and fell asleep listening to the eerie sounds echoing through the still night. We'd taken all the right precautions against snakes etc; the tent had a sewn in ground sheet and the zipper front prevented any unwanted creatures from entering. By the third night we were getting used to the sounds and after a hard days travelling went straight to sleep.
It's bloody hot in Australia and Carol decided to wear only a wrap round top that tied together under her tits and a small pair of white bikini briefs. Her 38" tits strained against the thin material and I had trouble keeping my hands of her. We arrived at a place called Kaundu during the early evening and pitched our tent while it was still light. Apart from the dirt road we were travelling on there was no sign of any life whatsoever. I watched Carol's big tits swinging around as she set about pitching the tent. Before long I was pitching a tent of my own and eventually I just grabbed her, leant her over the bonnet, pulled her briefs to one side and shoved my hard cock straight up. She must have been feeling randy as well, because her pussy was so wet there was no resistance as I slid in and she immediately pushed back onto me. There's something special about shagging outdoors. Whether it's the thought of being caught or just the feel of the warm air wafting round you, it's really great. A few hours later, we'd eaten our supper and were sitting in the tent planning the next day's excursion.
"What's that?"
"What's what," I replied. "I thought I heard something moving about."
"It's probably a roo or something, I'll go and check it out." Unzipping the entrance to the tent I grabbed the flashlight and went outside. My heart nearly stopped. There were five Aborigines milling around the jeep. They were all dressed in traditional clothes and carried spears. "What you doing here?" Thank God for that, they spoke English. "We're just resting up for the night," I explained, trying to keep it friendly. "This sacred ground," he said, not so friendly.
At hearing voices, Carol emerged from the tent. "Oh my God," she said rushing to my side and hanging on for dear life, "what do they want?"
"It's OK, I think we're camped on their land or something." They started to look inside the tent. "What you got in there?" the leader asked. "Nothing, just our beds and some food."
"Whiskey, Tony, give them the Whiskey, remember what that man in the pub said." We had two 1 litre bottles of scotch in the Land Rover and before I could stop her she'd given them a bottle. "Thanks missus," the leader said smiling. They immediately started to pass it round. "Drink," one of them said passing the bottle to Carol. "I, I don't drink," she said. "Drink, you drink with us," the guy insisted. "Just take a little swig, keep them happy." Carol took a swig and passed it back. The five guys seemed happy now and sat cross legged on the ground passing the bottle round. I got some wicker mats from the tent and Carol and I sat with them. Each time the bottle came to Carol, she took a small swig, grimaced at the taste and passed it on.
One of them started singing while two others got up and did some sort of dance. It involved lots of stamping and gesturing with their spears and I could see Carol getting more and more agitated. "Hey calm down, there not going to hurt us," I tried to reassure her. She was having none of it. That stupid story the guy had told us had her really spooked. "There going to rape me, I know it, there going to rape me." She was totally pissed from the whiskey and no amount of reassurance from me would convince her. Even though she still had only her skimpy top and briefs on the Abo's hadn't paid her any attention at all. They seemed more than happy to drink the whiskey, sing a few songs and dance around the small fire they had lit. I was even beginning to enjoy it, the buzz from the whiskey helped.
Suddenly Carol shot up and ripped her top open. "OK, come on then, this is what you want isn't it, come on then you bastards."
"Carol, what the hell are you doing." It was too late. One of the guys was now standing in front of her staring at her large white tits. He looked at me. "Missus gone sun crazy mate."
"I know what you want, just take it and then leave us alone," Carol ranted, now removing the open blouse and stepping out of her panties. All five men now went quiet as they stared at my wife's naked drunken body. I must admit, she looked pretty good standing there in only her sandals, her smooth shaven pussy glistening in the firelight and her big tits heaving up and down with each breath.
The guy standing directly in front of her reached out and gently caressed her nipples. Then another joined in. Taking a nipple each they licked and sucked them. Carol leaned back against the jeep and closed her eyes. They started to explore her body with their hands, running up her thighs until they reached her pussy mound. They seemed delighted with the smooth mound of her pussy lips and spent ages just running their hands over it without actually penetrating the lips. The other three joined in. They were all very gentle with her and kept looking at her face for some reaction. Carol remained routed to the spot, legs and eyes closed. "You want us fuck you missus?" the leader asked. "That's what you want isn't it?" she replied acidly. The guy just shrugged his shoulders. "OK with you boss?" he asked, looking over at me.
It was a chance not to be missed. I'd always fantasised about watching my lovely wife being fucked silly by another guy but never in my wildest dreams could I have envisaged this. On the other hand I couldn't let her see that I was in agreement. "It's up to her," I said trying to be diplomatic. "Boss says it's up to you missus, you want us fuck you?" Carol broke away from the men and for an awful moment I thought she was going to run. Instead, she lay down on the mats, spread her legs and stared defiantly at the men. "Come on them, this is what you want, isn't it?" They didn't need any more encouragement than that and I watched intently as the first guy crawled between her open legs. He was certainly a big boy, much bigger than me and I wondered just how she would react when he started to enter her.
Thankfully she was still wet from the fucking I'd given her earlier and I was amazed when his cock just slid straight up. He was up on his arms looking down at her face as he slowly fed his large cock in and out of her pussy. She had her eyes shut tight again but was now moaning every time he bottomed out. Encouraged by her moans, he speeded up and now started to really slam his cock in and out of her. We could hear his balls slapping against her juicy thighs. "Yesssss, yessss, yesssssssssssss." Carol arched her back, lifting her hips clean of the ground as she raised her cunt up to meet his thrusts. Her tits were pointing skyward and I've never seen her nipples so long or so hard. She seemed to be coming for ages and the guy fucking her increased his pace until he too started to groan. Her eyes flew open as he pumped his spunk into her and she clung on to him wrapping her long slender legs round his arse trying to force his cock in even deeper. "My God, I can feel it spurting."
The others were now all naked and waiting there turn. They stood there wanking their cocks and I couldn't help but notice that they were all very well endowed and one of them was positively enormous. As the first guy climbed off the others were jabbering away feverishly in their own language. They stood round her in a semi circle and made he kneel up and suck each cock in turn. It was the first time she had ever seen an uncircumcised cock and she looked fascinated as she knelt before the first man and rolled the foreskin back, exposing a shiny purple head oozing with pre-cum. She put her pink tongue out and licked the sticky spunk for the end of his cock before taking the first few inches into her mouth. She sucked for a couple of minutes before moving on to the next man and repeating the process. It was when she got to Mr big cock that she had problems. Try as she might, she could only get a couple of inches in her mouth. She still gave him a good licking though and loved rolling his foreskin back over the exposed head before rolling it back again. She looked like a kid with a new toy.
Two of them positioned her until she was in the doggy position. As one kneeled behind her the other knelt at her head. She willingly opened her mouth as both black cocks entered her at once. They guy that had already taken his turn came and stood beside me. "Still OK you with boss?" he asked. "No worry's," I said enjoying the sight of my wife taking on two large black cocks at the same time.
The guy at her head came first, holding her still as he rapidly fucked her mouth. She hates swallowing cum and although she'll let me cum in her mouth she always spits it out. This time she just closed her lips round his cock and swallowed all that he could give her. The one fucking her soon followed and shot yet another load up her wet willing cunt. Carol had released the cock from her mouth and as the man fucking her shot his load she was calling out encouragement. "Oh yessss, fuck me hard, harder you bastard. Oh my God..."
The next two took over and kept her in the same position. They swapped round a couple of times letting her taste her own cunt juice on their large pricks. She was like a bitch in heat. Keeping one hand on the floor for balance, her other hand would stroke up and down the black shaft feeding her mouth while her tongue licked round every bit. The guy with the really big prick was obviously giving her tremendous pleasure when he fucked her and she was shouting obscenities at him the whole time. He had real staying power and long after his mate had filled her mouth with spunk, he was still pounding at her cunt. He turned her on her back and fucked her missionary style, up on his hands looking down into her now wide open eyes.
She was in heaven. "Yessss. That's it, like that. Oh yess, now faster, that's it, deeper, come on you black fucker, this is what you want isn't it, a nice white pussy to fuck, come on then, lets see what you can do with that big black prick of yours." We all stood round and watched as his enormous black prick went in to the hilt. He would hold it there rotating his hips while she screamed through yet another orgasm. Then, he would alternate between fast and slow, all the time just staring into her face, watching the lust in her eyes. The others started to play with her tits, pulling and twisting the nipples or just squeezing her ample tit flesh in their large hands.
Two knelt beside her head and offered her their cocks again. As big boy fucked the hell out of her she turned her head from side to side taking first one then the other cock into her mouth. The guy standing next to me was wanking his erecting and shouting encouragement to his mates. I too had my cock out and was near to coming when big boy slammed into her, clenched his buttocks and started to fill her cunt with his hot seed. She screamed out in ecstasy as the other two started to shoot their warm sticky load over her face and into her open mouth. Her whole body was covered in a sheen of sweat and trails of spunk splattered her face and hair. As big boy got off I dived on. My medium sized prick never even touched the sides but within seconds I was adding my own load to her well filled cunt. The leader took another turn as did big boy and each time she would shout encouragement as they invaded her willing body. This time big boy pulled out at the last minute and shot rope after rope of pearly white liquid over her smooth cunt mound, up across her belly and all over her tits. By the time they were finished she was covered in warm gooey spunk, her face, her hair, her tits, her stomach and gallons of it pouring out of her cunt, down her thighs and onto the rattan mats. Her nipples were red and swollen from all the abuse and her face was a picture of pure satisfaction.
The five guys got dressed and after thanking me and telling me we could stay as long as we wanted, they disappeared into the night as quietly as they had come. Carol was still lying on her back with her legs open. She had one hand between them and was gently rubbing the sticky mixture into her clit. Her body shock visibly as another mini orgasm tore through her and she looked up at me, a big satisfied smile across her face. "I'm sorry love, it was the whiskey; you know I can't drink."
"No worry's," I said returning her smile, "We've still got another bottle for the next time!"



        The Gentlemen's Club

        Ever wanted to get your wife done but didn't know how?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-gentlemens-club

Title: The Gentlemen's Club

Author: Tony King

Category: Group Sex

Description: Ever wanted to get your wife done but didn't know how?

Tags: cum asked, carol head, tim explained, gentlemen club, fuck carol, looked round, mouth jeff, spanish fly, told carol, carol standing




"Bloody hell, it must be what, six years, how you doing?" I couldn't believe it myself. The last time I saw Tim he was lying between my ex wife's legs making her scream in ecstasy each time he rammed his nine inch cock up her. "I thought you'd gone to the States to head up that pharmaceutical company, what brings you back here you randy old bastard."
Tim and I had known each other from school and had grown up best mates. We shared just about everything including our women. Shortly after I married we invited Tim to stay for the weekend and the two of us carefully set about seducing my new wife. A few drinks and some sexy talk and before long Tim was a regular visitor between her legs.
"So, how's the lovely Susie?" Tim asked lustfully. "Sorry mate, we got divorced shortly after you left, just grew apart really and that was it."
"Sorry to hear it, she was some shag. What you doing now?"
"Well, I met someone else and we got married last year."
"Wow that's great, does she ere, you know?" The wicked old bugger never stopped trying and as we sat at the bar I explained that my new wife, Carol, was a real old fashioned type and there was just no way she was going to spread her legs for anyone else, well, not voluntarily anyway. "There is a way," Tim said. "If your really serious about getting her laid then I can help."
"What, you going to wave that big knob of yours in her face and she'll just give in, is that it," I laughed. "No, seriously, there is a way."
Tim explained that while in the States one of the lab technicians accidentally stumbled across a formula similar to the fabled Spanish Fly. Only this one left no trace and didn't have any harmful side effects. "I always thought Spanish Fly was just a rumour."
"So did I to start with but I think there must be some truth in it, anyway, this stuff is even better." Tim explained that they had spent three years secretly testing the drug and that he and Garry, the lab technician had now left the company and set up there own business back here in London. "It's called The Gentlemen's Club," Tim went on, "very discreet with membership by invitation only. There are some very strict rules before you gain entry but I think you'll find they're worth it." We talked into the early hours and Tim described the club in detail. We agreed that as Tim knew me well we could skip the mandatory medical and arrangements were made for the following Saturday night. "Don't forget, as far as Carol's concerned it's an up market private club/hotel with dinner and dance facilities. I'll book you a double room for Saturday night and you will be my special guest."
I told Carol that we had been invited to join a very unique club by some prospective clients and that I would like to make a good impression on them. I bought her a long black evening dress with a nice revealing slit up the side and some new black silky stockings and lacy underwear. She was very excited about spending the night in London and spent Saturday afternoon lazing in the bath before having her hair done. Then, I sat on the bed as I watched her trying on her new outfit. The bra lifted her big 38" tits and just about covered the nipples and the panties were no more than a thin piece of material that just about covered her shaven pussy leaving her lovely round arse cheeks completely exposed. Then she put on the suspender belt and black silk stockings followed by her very high heels. "Will I do?" she asked giving a twirl. "Do? What, you're not going to wear the dress then?" I laughed, admiring the sexy creature before me. She'd arranged her long blond hair so it was off her shoulders, exposing her long soft neck. Once she put it on, the dress showed her slender figure off perfectly and the neckline was just low enough to show a promising amount of cleavage.
We arrived at the club at seven and was greeted by both Tim and Gary. Gary was much older than both Tim and I, somewhere in his late fifties I'd have guessed. He was tall and looked very elegant in his formal evening attire. Both Gary and Tim went out of their way to make Carol feel welcome and we were soon all chatting away like old friends. "She's an absolute stunner," Tim said while Carol was in the powder room, "you sure you want to do this?"
"Sure? Fuck me mate, I've dreamed about it for ages."
"Never change, will you." Tim laughed. "OK, this is how it works, you and Carol enjoy your meal and afterwards get her up dancing, that should make her nice and relaxed. Some time during the evening I'll come over with some champagne, Carol's is the pink glass. The drug takes 20 minutes to take effect and after that, well it's up to you how far you want us to go."
We sat at a table with six other couples, all young beautiful women with their male partners and enjoyed some good food and conversation. After the meal the band came on and Carol really enjoyed dancing with me and the other men. After one particular slow number she came back a bit flushed. "I'm sure that guy I was dancing with had a hard on," she said pointing to a large black guy sitting opposite. "How do you know?"
"Cause the bloody great thing was poking into me," she giggled. Tim arrived with the champagne, ready poured in very impressive crystal goblets, two blue and one pink. "To old friends and new friends," he toasted, directing the last bit at Carol. Having finished the champagne, Tim suggested he give us the grand tour of the club.
"The clubs designed on a number of themes," he explained. "This first room is the Roman Room." We looked into a large room made out to look like a roman amphitheatre with a swimming pool set in the middle of fake marble columns and large scatters cushions filling the floor. "We hold regular toga parties in here, it's great fun and you can really let your hair down." The next room was one large mattress filling the entire floor with wall to wall mirrors and a mirrored ceiling. "This is the adult rumpus room. Great for group sex and orgies," he laughed, patting Carol on the bum. Carol was looking a little flushed and I noticed her nipples were clearly visible through her bra and dress. I'd lost track of time but figured the 20 minutes must nearly be up. "And this room," Tim went on, opening the door and ushering Carol into the gloom, "is the inauguration room."
"What's it for?" Carol enquired, peering into the gloom. "Go on in, I'll explain inside. Mind the steps, just follow the floor lights to the middle." Carol walked ahead and I went to follow. Tim caught me by the arm and held me back. "Last chance, this is where it starts."
"I can hardly wait," I told him.
Carol was now standing in the middle of the room on a small stage. She was shifting her weight from leg to leg as though dying for a pee. "So what is this place?" she asked looking around for Tim. Tim and I were seated about six feet from the stage and as I looked round I noticed that other people were silently filling the room. The seats were arranged in semi circles so every body had a clear view of the stage. From behind the stage a tall blond woman appeared with a young man in tow. "Hi, you must be Carol," she said, "welcome to the Club." Carol smiled nervously and looked round for me. Before she could say anything the young man stood behind her and reaching round started to rub the palms of his hands over her protruding nipples. I thought she'd throw a wobbly but to my surprise she just stood there, closed her eyes and let out a long low moan. "It effects the nipples first," explained Tim, "they become so aroused that they scream out to be touched." Kneeling to one side, the blond was now running her hands up Carol's legs, raising the material of her dress as she went, exposing her stockings to the audience. When she reached the top she pushed the dress higher, exposing her entire legs and the lower half of her panties. With one hand holding the dress round her waist, the blond started to gently stroke Carol's pussy mound through the thin material. Her moans now became even more audible and she made no attempt to stop either the blond or the young man playing with her tits.
The man removed the dress over Carol's head and stood her facing the appreciative audience. He went back to work on her tits easing them over the top of her bra until her prominent nipples were clearly displayed. The blond ever so slowly removed her panties, looking at the audience as she peeled the damp material down over her thighs. Carol automatically lifted each leg to step out of them before the blond threw them to a man in the front row. We watched as he took a deep sniff of the crutch before passing them on to the next man.
Carol was now standing on the dimly lit stage in just her high heels, stockings and suspenders with her enormous tits hanging over the top of her bra. The man was kneading her titty flesh and rolling the nipples between finger and thumb while the blond was now fingering Carol's wet pussy. Still kneeling beside her, the beautiful blond started by running her hand gently over Carol's smooth pussy mound. Then she worked first one and then two fingers into her slit, spreading the moisture into her clitoris and causing Carol to cry out in pleasure. The man had stripped naked and was now standing behind Carol with his arms wrapped round her playing with her tits and his long thick prick protruding between Carol's thighs. As if to emphasis the point, they all turned sideways, giving us a clear view of his knob end poking out. "That's Jeff behind her and the blond is Debbie, his cocks even bigger than mine. She'll love this bit," Tim said. The blond stood up and she too stripped of to just white stockings and heels. She was something else and my already hard prick was straining to get out. Facing my wife, she rubbed her nipples into Carol's and then gave her a deep French kiss. Carol simply responded.
The blond worked her way down Carol's body, stopping at her tits and sucking each nipple in turn. Then down across her flat stomach to the top of her pussy mound, leaving a trail of saliva as she went. Jeff's cock looked like it belonged to Carol and as Debbie inched her way toward it, it seemed to grow even longer. The audience gasped as Debbie slid her mouth over Jeff's cock and slid forward until her nose was buried in Carol's cunt. With Jeff playing with her nipples again, and Debbie's nose bouncing off her clitoris, it wasn't long before Carol was in the throes of her first orgasm. As her legs buckled, it looked like she was suspended on Jeff's cock, itself being held in place by Debbie's mouth. Before Jeff could cum, Debbie stood up and again kissed Carol full on the mouth. "Would you like Jeff to fuck you?"
"Oh yes, yes please," Carol said. They positioned her on all fours and Jeff knelt behind, his long fat cock swinging lewdly towards my wife's wet, willing cunt. Debbie lay on the floor in front of her presenting Carol with a pussy covered in neat blond hair. "Eat me sweetie," Debbie said just as Jeff's prick started to enter her cunt. Now I know for a fact that Carol has never been with another woman and even when she's watched two girls on film it does nothing for her. But as Jeff's cock slid deeper, she leaned forward and buried her face in Debbie's mound.
There was a lot of rustling noises coming from the room and as I looked round I could see most of the people shedding their clothes or already performing some sexual act on each other. I felt hands on my fly and looked down to find a young redhead wearing nothing but a G string fumbling to get my trousers open. Being a true gentleman, I couldn't watch a lady struggle so I quickly undid them myself. What a relief as the old man sprang free, hitting the redhead square in the face nearly knocking her off balance. "He's keen," she giggled, flashing a gorgeous pair of brown eyes my way before slowly lowering her mouth over my entire shaft. The feeling was indescribable, this luscious creature was giving me the best blow job ever while my lovely wife was on stage being fucked by King Kong and licking some blond bimbo's pussy. The first scream came from Debbie as she came on Carol's tongue, the second was from me as I filled my friends mouth with jet after jet of hot sticky spunk. Then Jeff announced he was ready to cum. "Where do you want it?" he asked Carol slowing the pace until she answered. "Shoot it up me, I want to feel you cum."
"Up where?" he asked, looking over at me and winking. Carol was not one for crude language even during sex so it really surprised me when she answered. "Just fuck my cunt and cum."
The redhead had now moved across to Tim and was busy sucking his cock. "This is Tina, she's the best dam cock sucker in the club, aren't you honey." Tina looked up and simply continued to feed Tim's entire length down her throat. "God this little bitch is good," he said holding her head still while he unloaded yet another load of spunk into her hungry mouth. I was torn between watching Tina deep throat Tim and Jeff filling my wife's eager hole. "Oh yes, take it bitch," Jeff yelled, his buttocks clamping together as he pushed his entire length into her. Carol's head shot up and she too yelled as her own orgasm tore through her. As Jeff rolled off, men and women from the audience started to surround the stage, all of them in various states of undress and each man sporting a hard on. "Think she can handle a gang bang?" Tim asked, "She'll soon shout if she can't," I said.
Two more men fucked her doggy style while others offered various parts of their bodies to her mouth, including pussy, cock and tits. She seemed to take it all in her stride and from where I was sitting she looked like she was coming continuously. The action stopped for a few minutes while the men secured a swinging cradle to the ceiling. This allowed them to place Carol in the seat, lay her back and hoist her to waist height. Each foot slotted into a leather stirrup keeping her legs spread wide. The black guy that had earlier introduced her to his erection while they were dancing now took his place at her cunt. She lifted her head up and looked down as he slowly slid his big black shaft into her. Not only had she never had a black cock before, but as an out and racist the mere thought of having sex with a black man sickened her. But here she was, watching as ten inches of jet black cock worked it's way into her spunk soaked pussy. "You gonner love this girl," the guy said pushing more and more cock into her tight tunnel. "Oh yes, my God that feels so big." She laid her head back giving the man standing there the right angle to slide his meat into her mouth and down her throat. You could actually see the bulge in her throat where his cock head was. Between them, they simply pushed the swing back and forth, one minute her cunt was full and then her mouth.
During the evening, after receiving numerous amounts of spunk up her cunt, one or two guys actually got down and licked her out. These, Tim said, were the cream pie brigade. I lost count of the number of men and women who fucked my wife that night but I do remember the lovely little number that sucked my prick and the tall American bird I shared with Tim. The last to fuck Carol was Gary. "I just love sloppy seconds," he said with an American drawl, and after all, you and Tim have just fucked my wife. He may have been the oldest guy there but he fucked Carol through at least three orgasms before pulling out and shooting across her pussy and tits.
It was three o'clock in the morning before we eventually retired to our room and after sharing a shower with Carol we cuddled up in bed. "Wow, what came over you tonight?" As though I didn't know. "I don't know, I just couldn't stop myself. Are you mad at me?" She reached down and held my tired prick as she looked into my eyes. "I'm really sorry Hon, I just couldn't help it. I knew it was wrong but my body just took over. And anyway, why didn't you stop them?"
"Hey, don't blame me, it's your body. Besides, you looked like you were really enjoying it."
"Hmm, and you weren't I suppose." The thoughts of the evening were playing through my mind making my cock grow hard yet again. Carol pulled me on top and we began a nice slow fuck, her cunt although showered, was still sloppy with the copious amounts of other men's spunk she had received. "How'd you like sloppy seconds then?" she purred in my ear. "You like the thought of all those randy men fucking me?" With every sentence I just got harder and harder, I didn't need to answer the questions. "Hmmm, seems to me you did enjoy watching me getting fucked." She squeezed harder with her pussy muscles. "So, do you think we ought to join this club then?" I asked seconds from shooting my load.
"Oh fuck yes!" she screamed coming with me.
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At 55 I'd taken early retirement from the hectic IT industry and landed a cushy job manning the security desk of a posh high rise block of apartments in London's docklands. All I had to do was operate the electronic security door and monitor the bank of TV screens secreted in the desk. It paid OK and it was easy work.
The first few days went well, the people were nice and I even had time to read a few books. Then, I met Mrs. Goldstein. "You, what's your name?"
"Jenkins Ma'am," I replied politely.
"Well Jenkins, take my bags up to the penthouse and if you want to keep your job I suggest you're a bit quicker on the door next time." I started to protest explaining that under no circumstances was I to leave the desk. "Do you know who I am?" she barked, "well I'll tell you, I'm Emma Goldstein, Mrs. Goldstein to you, my husband owns this building. Now, when I give you an order I expect you to jump, do you understand?"
Reluctantly I started to load her bags into the private express elevator. "Not there you fool, YOU, use the service lift!" Now I was fuming. I threw the bags into the lift and took them up to the penthouse. "Leave them there and get out," she snapped, no thank you, no nothing. To her, I was like something she'd stepped in.
The next day I complained to my supervisor. "Sorry old son, I should have warned you. She's a right fucking bitch but her old man owns half the buildings round here so if she says jump you just have to do it."
"But what about the desk, what if something happens while I'm humping her bags around?"
"Just keep a note in the log book, if anything happens, I'll make sure your covered." Barry was a big black guy in his forties and was responsible for security in a number of buildings in the Docklands. He would routinely patrol each site, dropping in to make sure everything was OK. He was good at his job and everybody liked him, but like me, he hated the bitch on the top floor.
Over the next few months I started to cover the night shift, that's when I saw another side to Mrs. G. She was at least 20 years younger than her husband, somewhere in her mid thirties, very tall for a woman and with money no object, she kept herself in good shape, always looking a million dollars with her immaculate long blond hair, designer clothes and make up. With her old man away on business every other week it didn't take long for Mrs. G to show her true colours.
It was 2am when her Roller pulled up. I quickly opened the electronic door and was ready to welcome her in when she almost fell out of the back door of the car into the arms of some guy. She wore a long fur coat and high heels, her hair was dishevelled and her makeup less than perfect. The man she was with was in his twenties, rough and ready dressed in jeans and tee shirt. He had tattoos on his hands and arms and from the bulging muscles he looked like a well trained body builder. I held the door open as he half carried her across the lobby and straight to the elevator. They never even acknowledged me. Now whether she knew about the security cameras I'll never know but no sooner had I returned to my desk than the show started. The camera's mounted in a panel high on the wall behind a small smoke glass door and its wide angle lens covered the whole lift.
The express lift only serviced the pent house and as such was fully carpeted with a plush bench sofa running along the rear wall and mirrors on the walls and ceiling. As I looked at the monitor I was shocked. Mrs. G was sitting down with her coat and legs wide open. All she had on was a pair of black hold ups and her shoes. The gorilla was busy stuffing two podgy fingers up her cunt while she thrashed from side to side. I quickly pushed the record button on the video.
Unfortunately the lift cameras don't record sound but from her facial expressions it wasn't difficult to tell when she came. As he rammed his fingers right up to the second knuckle, her back arched and her hips came forward to meet him. I was amazed at her body, two very large but firm tits topped with prominent cherry red nipples, a tight stomach with trim waist and a completely shaven very wet pussy. With her big tits heaving about and her pussy dripping with juice she looked the complete slut. By the time they reached the top floor she was undoing his trousers and dragging him into the apartment.
"Wow, what a slapper," Barry said when I showed him the tape the next day. "She might be the biggest bitch on earth but I wouldn't mind some of that," he said staring at her shaven cunt while rubbing the bulge in his pants. "Let me know if it happens again, call me on the mobile."
Three nights later and She's at it again. This time she left the car with two men, both about her age and wearing dinner jackets. At first I was disappointed, they all seemed so prim and proper and it was clear that she had a dress on under the coat. She even seemed relatively sober. One of the men nodded an acknowledgement to me as I opened the door and all three entered the lift in silence. I needn't have worried though, even before the lift door had shut completely, the two men were removing her coat and lifting the dress over her head. She stood there in silky black bra, panties, suspenders and stockings while they ran their hands all over her, paying special attention to her tits and cunt. She unzipped both men and was soon on her knees sucking on one while wanking the other. When the lift stopped she just carried on sucking until the guy came in her mouth. I had a real stonker on by the time they exited the lift. I'd called Barry the minute the action started but he was too far away to make it. When I showed him the tape next day he was flabbergasted.
We soon found out when her old man was away on business and sure enough, early hours of the morning and home she'd come, drunk as a pig with some guy or guys on her arm. Barry witnessed several shaggings and we soon had a good collection of video. Then it happened. Barry made the mistake of showing the films around and somehow it got back to Mrs. G. She was furious. The camera was removed from the lift and Barry was paid a visit by a couple of heavies and made to hand over all the tapes. Once she thought she had them all she had him dismissed.
"That fucking slag. Ten fucking years I've worked for her old man's firm and one word from her and I'm fired. I'd sure like to get one over on her man."
"Why don't we show him the films," I suggested, "I've still got the copies we made, that will fuck her big time."
"I've got a better idea," said Barry, "lets really fuck her big time." We sat in the pub making our plans and as the beers went down the better it sounded. By the time the pub closed Barry had recruited five of his black friends on the promise of a gang bang. What he didn't tell them was that it would also be rape.
The next time Mr G was away, Barry arranged for his mate, a lift engineer to drop by. He re-wired the controls so that when she pressed the button for the penthouse, the lift would descend to the basement. Sure enough, 2am and in she rolls with another guy, straight past me and into the lift. I switched the monitors to the laundry room.
She must have been too drunk to notice which way the lift was travelling cause when the doors opened her coat was already wide apart displaying her voluptuous body dressed only in her kinky black underwear. The guy was too busy feasting on one of her exposed nipples to even realise the lift had stopped and the door was open, that was until a big black hand landed on his shoulder and yanked him out. "What the fuc..."
"Security," Barry said and before he could finish the sentence he was dragged up the stairs and thrown out. In her drunken state, Mrs. G was still trying to figure out what was going on and stumbled into the laundry room. I'll never forget the look on her face as she surveyed the six black men standing before her. Her coat was still open giving a clear view of her large tits supported by an under the nipple bra and her lovely body dressed only in matching black suspenders, panties, stockings and very high heels.
"Well now, if it ain't the little fuck slut from the penthouse," Barry said standing directly in front of her. The cameras in main building were wired for sound so now I could clearly hear as well as see. She tried hard to focus her eyes. "You," she said, recognising the black face before her, "I know you, aren't you, wait a minute, yes, I know, you're the ...you're the security man, that's it."
"Was the security man," Barry replied. She stepped closer, her eyes straining to hold him in focus. "Oh yes, didn't my husband fire you?" She suddenly came to her senses and the old Mrs. G returned. "YES, I remember now, he DID fire you. Go on, get out, out before I call my husband." She pulled the coat closed and did her best to look assertive. Barry simply grabbed the coat and pulled it roughly down over her shoulders causing it to fall open while trapping Mrs. G's arms by her side. "Good idea lady, lets call your old man, I'm sure he'd like to know why you're here at 2am in the morning dressed like a fucking whore."
"How dare you, let me go this instance or I'll call the police."
Barry was getting fed up this bitch's comments and hit her hard in the stomach. As she doubled over he held her head down and undoing his flies, waved his large black cock in her face. "See this bitch?" he slapped her round the face with it, "You're gonna get this meat in every hole you got. And when I'm done using you, my friends here are gonna get their turn, you understand me white bitch?" Still fighting for breath her eyes were open wide in the sudden understanding that she was about to get raped by six black men. It had an immediate sobering effect. "Look, please, I'll give you money, I'll even talk to my husband and get you your job back, but please don't hurt me, please." The last please came out as a whimper as Barry grabbed both nipples and twisted hard. Another guy removed her coat completely and while he held her arms from behind the others stood back to admire the view.
"Show my friends your lily white pussy bitch." She looked at Barry. "Please, just let me go and I promise I won't say anything. SMACK. Barry hit her hard across the face. "I gave you an order bitch, now show me your pussy." The guy standing behind released her arms and very slowly she hooked her thumbs in her panties and lowered them over her stockings until they fell to the floor where she stepped out of them. "Open you legs." She stood with her legs apart. "Oh yeah, we gonna enjoy this white meat," another guy said palming her smooth shaven pussy in his hand and rubbing it slowly before inserting a finger between her lips. "Hey, the bitch is already wet." The others closed in and began feeling every inch of her body. All I could see were black hands everywhere. They fingered her cunt and arse and then made her lick their fingers clean. At one time two guys were trying to get all their fingers up her two holes causing her to cry out in pain, even her tits and nipples were pulled and twisted ruthlessly.
"Lets have her over here," Barry said pointing to a pile of unlaundered sheets. One of the guys grabbed her from behind, his hand right between her legs. He pressed his thumb up into her arse hole as his fingers dug into her cunt. It was as though he were lifting her with one hand. With the thumb imbedded up her arse he made her walk across the room on tiptoe obviously causing her some discomfort. "Please, please, I'll do anything you want, only please don't hurt me," she said, squirming to get away. "Anything?" asked Barry, "yes, yes, anything." Barry nodded to the guy and he lowered her down slightly but still kept his thumb up her arse. Barry grabbed her head and pulled her forward presenting his massive prick to her mouth. "Now you suck me real good white girl and make sure you don't spill any, dig?" She nodded her head and opened her mouth. It was a terrific sight watching her ruby red lips encase his large black cock head. It was even better when he slowly pushed forward, forcing his cock into her mouth until she started to choke. We'd seen her deep throating guys in the lift so Barry just continued to push forward until her lips and nose were buried in his wiry pubes. He held her there for a few seconds before pulling out and starting again.
The guy standing behind her removed his thumb from her arse, unzipped his flies and produced an even bigger cock than Barry's. Holding onto her hips he trust forward, ramming it straight up her cunt. She made a gargled noise and her eyes, which up until now had been shut tight, suddenly flew open. She moved forward to try and ease the pain that had invaded her cunt but Barry simply pushed his hips forward pushing his cock deep into her throat, forcing her cunt back onto the invading cock. Holding her real tight, the guy started to slam into her, his thighs slapping against her butt, really forcing it home and knocking the breath out of her on each stroke. Barry held still and allowed her mouth to move up and down his cock as his mate fucked her. Finally, with sweat pouring down his forehead the guy doing the fucking let out a mighty roar, clenched his cheeks and started to cum. Barry held her head still and speeded up his strokes eventually burying his cock deep in her throat while he too blasted his seed into her stomach. They both pulled out at the same time allowing her to collapse in a heap face down on the dirty laundry gasping for air.
I zoomed the camera to between her legs and watched as big globes of white sticky cum started to escape her red swollen cunt hole and run down her thighs. One of the other men had seen it too, because now he wanted some. Pulling her into a kneeling position, he shoved his cock up her ravaged hole.
The guys took turns fucking her mouth and cunt, using her like a fuck toy and not caring when she cried out. They pulled and twisted her tits and nipples until they were bright red and misshaped. When all five of Barry's mates had cum at least once he called a halt. "Right lads, lets have her over the table." They picked her up like a limp rag doll and threw her face down on the table. Using some of the spunk running from her cunt, Barry lubed up his massive cock and started to press against her arse. "Please no, not there, please, I've never done that before, arghhhhhh." Barry pushed forward until his knob end popped in. "Noooo, please ..." she groaned as she realised just how helpless the situation was. Barry held the end of his cock in place and pulled at her hair forcing her head up. "Tell me you want my big black cock up your lily white arse bitch."
"Nooooo, please, let me suck you but please not this." He pushed forward until another inch disappeared. "Tell me bitch or the next push sees the whole nine inches disappear. Ask me nicely and I'll do it slowly, give you time to get used to it."
She was in a no win situation and she knew it. In a little more than a whisper she said, "please, I want you to fuck my arse."
"No, no bitch, it's, I want you to fuck my arse with your big black cock, OK, now try again and make it louder, I want my friends to hear. "Please," she said in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear, "I want you to fuck my arse with your big black cock."
"Good girl, hear that lads, the bitch wants me to fuck her arse." Good as his word, Barry slowly fed his cock into her virgin hole, pausing now and then to let her get used to the immense size. After ten or so minutes he was balls deep. "Now we can really have some fun." Barry started to pound his big cock in and out of her arse while she lay across the table whimpering. Another guy lifted her head and fed his cock into her mouth. Between them they fucked her stupid.
They finished the evening by fucking all three holes at once. With one guy lying on his back, Mrs. G was made to sit astride his rigid prick. After allowing her time to ride it a few times she was pushed forward while another guy rammed his cock up her arse. With her tits crushed against the man underneath, a third guy lifted her head by her hair and offered his prick to her mouth. She grunted like a stuck pig as all three men fucked her relentlessly. When they finished, the other three took over and repeated the performance. By the time they were all through with her she was covered in bruises and had spunk running from every hole.
She was left lying on the floor and after several minutes of inactivity, she raised her head to see the men getting dressed. "Please, can I go home now, pleeeeeeese," She whimpered. Barry reached down and shoved a finger up her well used cunt. "Dunno, feels like there's room for more yet," he said. She looked around puzzled as the other five men left the room. "On your feet bitch, your not finished yet." She went to grab her coat and panties but Barry made her leave them there. "You can come back for them later, I want you just as you are." They disappeared off screen but a few minutes later reappeared at the top of the stairs. "Right my little fuck whore, you're going to beg my friend here to fuck you in every hole you got, go on bitch, NOW!"
To cross from the stairs to the security desk involved walking across the brightly lit lobby in full view of the massive glass doors. She nervously looked out into the dark night before taking the first unsteady step towards me. Boy did she look a mess. Her tits hung over the tight bra all red and bruised, her lipstick was smeared across her face and her mascara had run round her eyes. Both stockings were torn and she had spunk running from her arse and cunt hole onto the black lacy stocking tops. As she got closer I could also see traces of drying spunk in her hair. She came behind the desk, still nervously looking over her shoulder towards the door. I stood in front of her.
"Please, I want you to fuck me," she said looking down at her feet. "Sorry?" I said, lifting her face until we made eye contact. She stared at me defiantly, "I said, I want you to fuck me."
"Well now Mrs. Goldstein, or may I call you Emma?" If looks could kill. "Well Emma, since we are on such good terms how about you start by licking my arse."
She stared at me in disbelief as I dropped my trousers. "Oh, and make sure you get your tongue right in, I like it that way." Barry was nearly beside himself. "Kiss my arse girl," he roared. "C'mon Emma, you've always treated me like shit, now you can eat some." I forced her to her knees before bending over the desk. "Let me feel that tongue bitch." She started by licking round my arse cheeks, never quite getting her tongue near my hole. I used both hands to spread my cheeks. "Lick bitch." Oh, the feeling as her wet warm tongue made contact with my arse was sheer bliss and when she finally stuck her tongue up my hole, well, I nearly came on the spot. Barry was so turned on by the sight of this elegant stuck up bitch licking my ring piece that he got a raging hard on. Her face was suddenly pinned hard against my arse as Barry got behind her and shoved his cock up her cunt once more.
It was an incredible feeling as she groaned into my arse and I felt her hand come up and hold my balls and cock. She was really going to town with her tongue as Barry pumped into her and I was ready to cum. I quickly turned round and aimed my cock at her mouth just as the first pearly shot flew out covering her cheek and nose. She eagerly took my shooting cock into her mouth and immediately started to use her tongue wrapping it round the head and applying a sucking pressure to empty my balls. "Fucking hell man, the bitch is actually liking it," Barry said pumping hard. "Oh God yes, yesssssss." As Barry filled her with spunk her whole body shock as wave after wave of orgasm ripped through her. She straightened her back leaning against Barry's chest and I noticed her nipples were rock hard. As she continued to orgasm, I tweaked them both gently causing her to cum yet again. At my age, it's not often I get two hardons a night, but the sight and smell of this lovely creature being so totally degraded made me hard again within seconds. As Barry moved out of the way I took his place and fed my cock up her slippery arse. This time it took me a lot longer to cum but from the groans and grunts she seemed to be enjoying it. When I finally came up her arse Barry had collected her clothes together and between us we used the service elevator to take her home.



The next time I saw her was about a week later. It was 2.30am but this time she was alone. I opened the door not knowing what to expect. "Good morning Jenkins," she said slowly strolling across the lobby. "Good morning M..." She opened the familiar fur coat revealing just stockings and suspenders and continued towards me. I stood there silently as she knelt before me, undid my flies and took my semi hard cock into her mouth. For the next ten minutes I got the best blowjob I've ever had. Not only did She swallow the lot, she licked every last drop from my wilting prick. Then she stood up and leaned backwards across the desk, legs open exposing her beautiful shaven pink lips. "Perhaps you'd like to return the favour," she said smiling. I didn't need asking twice. I was on my knees in seconds sucking on her exposed clit until she cried out in sheer joy. She came twice before sucking me hard again and making me fuck her arse as she leaned forward over the desk. I rubbed her clit with my fingers as I plumbed the depth of her arse and had her crying out for more by the time I filled her. Finally, fully satisfied she headed for the lift. "Oh Jenkins, tell your coloured friend he's got his job back. I'll expect to see him, you and his friends tomorrow night in the laundry room. Sleep well."
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It had been nearly three hours since I dropped my wife at the hotel and the suspense was killing me. I knew she was getting fucked by two men, after all, that had been the deal, but was she enjoying it, how big were they, would she still want me afterwards? A million thoughts flew through my mind as I sat and waited, literally a million.
It was the biggest deal of my life and once completed would mean that at the grand age of 43, I could retire. I had spent six months working on the arms contract that would net the company fifty million pounds and me a cool one million in commission. It was all going great until the day of the signing. My boss John suggested I bring my wife to lunch with the customers, "add a bit of glamour," he said. Of course, when I told Terry she was delighted and dressed just that extra bit sexy. She always was an exhibitionist.
Terry is 35 and an ex model. She's tall and blond and has the most gorgeous figure with long models legs and a perfect 37-24-36 figure. When she walked in the restaurant wearing her high heels, transparent white blouse, black bra and short mini skirt every man in the place stopped and stared. Throughout the meal Jarmel and Dahad, our Saudi customers just couldn't take their eyes of her and, playing the part perfectly she happily flirted with them both.
After lunch John took his leave leaving me to sort out the paperwork. That's when they dropped the bombshell. They would only sign the contract if Terry agreed to spend the evening with them at their hotel. They left the table telling me to send her to their room at 8pm or the deal was off. That was it, no discussion, no nothing, we fuck your wife or you loose your retirement fund. We drove home in stunned silence.
"Well, I don't know how I'm going to explain this one to John," I said dejectedly. "Explain what," Terry demanded. "How I lost the biggest deal the company ever had," I replied. She came over and sat on my lap. "Who said you have to loose it?"
"WHAT! You think I'd let those two fucking Arabs touch my wife. Not even for a million quid." She was still wearing the mini and transparent blouse she'd had on over lunch and I could see her nipples stiffen through the sheer lace bra. "C'mon, how bad can it be? Besides, you've always had this fantasy about watching other men fuck me. This is worth one million pounds." It was more her fantasy than mine, ever since she watched a blue film of two men fucking some blond bimbo at the same time. My mind was in turmoil, I couldn't believe she was actually considering it but I must admit the thought was turning me on.
Terry squirmed in my lap. "Look, how about I wear that black set you bought me, you know, the stockings, suspenders and under the nipple bra, and... I'll wear those really high fuck me shoes. You know the effect that has on you, two seconds and it's all over, how long do you think there'll last, huh?" Her nipples were poking through the thin material and I was straining to keep my cock from getting any harder. "You're getting turned on thinking about it aren't you?" She said feeling my hard cock pressing into her arse. I must admit, the thought of these two elderly Arabs fucking my wife did have a certain appeal but I couldn't give in that easily. "No way, anyway, my fantasy was to watch and it's just that, a fantasy." She slid to the floor and released my stiff member from its confines. The heat as her lips closed over the end was incredible. Her big brown eyes locked on mine as she ever so slowly took the entire length into her mouth, past the gag reflex and into her throat. If it's one thing she excelled at, it was blowjobs.
"Imagine me doing this to them," she said, pausing for a second, "just how long do you think they could last. I bet they can't get it up twice and lets face it, one million for a few minutes blowjob is good value for money." She went back to sucking my cock. The things she was saying were starting to make sense. OK, she'd have to suck them off but at least they wouldn't get to fuck her. She started to hum as her mouth worked its magic, sending vibrations up and down the shaft. I shut my eyes and imagined the two men fucking her lovely mouth. "Oh yes, yes, lets do it," I said just as the first spurt shot down her throat. She finished sucking me dry and then headed for the bathroom to prepare for the night ahead. "There's one condition," I said, "you keep your kinky gear on and tell me every detail of what happened when you get home. Oh, and I want you back by midnight, you tell them that's the deadline."
I watched as she started to get ready. First, she tied her long blond hair back into a ponytail. "Don't want this lot messed up," she laughed. Then she applied her make up. Bright red lipstick, black mascara and blue eye shadow. She painted her toe and finger nails to match the lipstick and once that was dry she started to dress. First the black stockings with the seam up the back. She took her time making sure the seams were straight, teasing me by leaning forward further than necessary. Then it was the matching suspender belt and transparent black G string, her freshly shaven pussy clearly visible through the flimsy material. Standing up, she heaved her ample tits into the under nipple bra, adjusting them to make sure the nipples stood out straight. The final touch was a pair of black patent leather platform shoes with five-inch heels. "Well?" she asked, parading round the room, checking herself in the full-length mirror.
"Anyone would think you're actually looking forward to this," I said, the butterflies churning away inside me. She came over and sat beside me on the bed. "I'm sorry Hon, of course I'm not looking forward to it. I told you, if I can turn them on quickly, I'll probably get away with a quick blow job each. Just keep thinking, one million pounds." Standing up, She pulled on a short button up the front dress as she talked, finally standing in front of me, hands on hips. "Will I do?"
"Terry, are you really sure you want to do this. There'll be other deals you know."
"Sweetheart, in a few hours it will all be over and we'll be one million pounds richer. It'll be OK, I promise." A few minutes later and she was in her car on her way to the hotel.
It was nearly 1am when she finally arrived home. Apart from the make-up being slightly askew and her hair hanging loose she looked perfectly reasonable. I was sitting on the sofa and she came and stood in front of me. "Well?" I enquired. She pulled her wet panties from her handbag and threw them on my lap, I could see that she was slightly tipsy. Leaning forward slightly I ran my hand up her leg, enjoying the feel of the silk stocking as I made my way to her cunt. She opened her legs to give me easy access. What I felt made my heart jump. Her cunt was running with spunk. "I'm sorry love, I'm so, so sorry." She started to cry. Cradling her in my arms I took her up to bed. I had intended to help her undress, bathe her and put her to bed but when I removed the dress and saw the love bites on her tits and the spunk running from her cunt my cock seemed to take over.
I stripped off quickly and lay beside her on the bed, my hand automatically going to her juicy cunt. "Want to tell me about it?" I asked, softly brushing the hair from her face. "I thought it would all be over in ten minutes, I just didn't realise..." She started to cry again. "Hey, it's alright, just take your time and tell me everything that happened. "You do still love me don't you?"
"Yes, of course I do, now start from when you got to the hotel room.
"It was awful. The older one, Jarmel, he opened the door and led me into the lounge area. Before I could say anything he gave me a glass of champagne and made me sit on the sofa. I couldn't see the other one but Jarmel sat beside me and started to touch me up."
"What do you mean, touch you up?"
"You know, he started to run his hands up my legs and tried to feel my pussy. When I kept my legs shut he..." Tears started to well up in her eyes again. "He what?" I said impatiently. "He slapped me!"
"WHAT!"
"Oh it wasn't hard, just enough to show me who's boss he said. He told me I had to do everything they said or they wouldn't sign the contract. Then he started to run his hand up my leg again and this time he made me spread them wide. He spent ages just rubbing up and down my thigh, I think the suspenders turned him on. Eventually he moved his hand on to my cunt and started to gently rub it through my panties." Just the sound of her saying the word cunt made my cock grow another inch. My fingers were still working away at her sloppy pussy and every time I caught her clit small tremors would run through her.
"He said in his country only sluts shave their pussy and asked me if I was a slut. I said no but he grabbed my cunt and squeezed it really hard. Then he asked me again so I said yes. This seemed to please him and he started to rub it again."
"Did he make you cum?"
"I didn't want to but you know how I get when you stroke my mound. He kept pressing harder until eventually my lips opened and his fingers made contact with my clit. I could feel the material of my panties roughly rubbing against it, honestly love, I'm really sorry, I just couldn't help it." I kissed her deeply and told her it was all right. She looked into my eyes, "I really am a slut, aren't I." I could feel her rock hard nipples poking into my chest. "Then what?"
"After I'd cum he made stand in front of him and take my dress off. I could see the bulge under his robe as he looked at my tits. Then he took my panties down and made me stand with my legs apart. He stood up and ran his hands all over my body, it was like he couldn't get enough, his hands were everywhere. He spent ages playing with my nipples and then made me kneel in front of him. I knew what was coming. He undid his robe and let it fall to the floor, he was naked underneath." She went quiet. "Well? I suppose he made you suck his cock huh?"
"Oh God, it was massive."
My heart leapt into my mouth as I imagined this old Arab towering over my beautiful slut wife with his massive prick swinging in front of her face. "What, seven, eight inches, what?" She looked into my eyes and pressed her cunt harder against my hand. "More like ten or eleven," she said, tremors coursing through her body as she remembered. She spread her legs as I climbed on top and slid my modest seven inches into her. "He kept slapping it against my face, brushing it over my lips. I tried to get it into my mouth but it was too big, I could only manage a few inches. He made me lick it all the way from the tip to his balls and then he fucked my mouth again. I kept thinking, if I can just make him cum it will soon be over. I used my hands to wank him into my mouth while I licked round the rim, like I do to you. I could feel him start to shake and his balls felt really heavy. Then suddenly he just started to cum. Christ, there was so much of it I had trouble keeping up."
"You swallowed it?"
"Hmmm, some of it dripped out but I got most of it."
The thought of this massive Arab prick filling my wife's lovely mouth was just too much. With a deep thrust I added my own load to her freshly filled cunt but amazingly my cock remained rock hard, so I left it there. "My, we are turned on aren't we," Terry said feeling my cock remain hard. "Your really getting off on this aren't you?" she said squeezing her cunt muscles.
"I wasn't sure whether to tell you the rest but as your enjoying it so much I will. I was still on my knees licking the drips off his cock when I felt hands on my arse. I assumed it was the other guy, Dahad, but I couldn't see him. Fingers were working into my cunt and then I felt a cock being pushed in. Boy, were these guys hung. He held my hips and slowly fed it in, it just kept going, I thought I would split in two. I was so relieved when I felt his balls slap against my arse cheeks. He said something to the other guy who simply got up and walked away. I thought if I could make this guy cum quickly then I could get dressed and get out of there." She started to grind her hips against me.
"Um, I don't know how to tell you this but, another guy stood in front of me and pushed his cock in my mouth."
"What? How many were there, there was only supposed to be two of them, that was the deal," I said angrily. "I know, but I was hardly in a position to stop them, and what about the contract. Anyway, this guy was a bit smaller than the other one and I managed to get it all in. They both fucked me at the same time and I thought once they cum that will be it. The first guy was sitting there watching with his cock all limp so I reckoned once these two were finished then I could escape. I started to squeeze my cunt muscles and used my deep throat technique on the one in mouth. They both came at the same time."
"What about you, did you cum?"
"I think so," she said coyly. "What do you mean, you think so, either you did or you didn't."
"OK, I did." She was grinding her cunt into me again and using her cunt muscles to milk my cock. We changed position, leaving her sitting on top, her hair sticking to her face and her make-up smudged, making her look the complete whore. I played with her nipples as she continued.
"When the two guys had finished, I got up and started to put my dress on. They told me to stay as I was and to get on my knees again. Then they lined up in front of me and made me take turns sucking then hard again while they called me dirty names, fuck slut, whore, that sort of thing. Jahmel really liked calling me slut and made me tell them what a big slut I was. "Tell me you like to suck cock."
"I like to suck cock," I repeated. "And tell me you are fuck slut."
"I'm a fuck slut." He kept on, making me repeat things, all the time slapping his monster cock against my face. "Now beg us to fuck you."
They took me into the bedroom and laid me on my back on a king sized bed. I had to beg for cock. Then Jahmel climbed on and started to fuck me while his two friends watched. He made me tell him how much I was enjoying it and..." She paused, fully impaled on my cock looking down at me, "he made me tell him how much bigger his cock was than yours."
"You really liked their cocks didn't you." She looked at me. "The truth," I said, "you really liked being fucked by their big cocks didn't you slut." I exploded into her cunt for the second time that night just as the fucking bitch had a major orgasm thinking about some other guy's big cock. We were both panting hard as we came back to earth.
Finally my prick went soft but Terry had other ideas. As she licked it clean she told me how the others had taken their turns fucking her. They wanted to fuck her arse but she told them that she had never done that before and reserved that right for her husband, something I had begged her to let me do on several occasions. They made her lick them all clean before finally sending her home with the contract. "Oh, I nearly forgot, the contract." She jumped of me and retrieved her handbag, returning with a large envelope. "Here we go darling, this will make it all worth while, one million pounds." Her eyes sparkled as I opened the envelope.
"This is only for £25 million." I said reading it aloud. "Wait, there's a note. It's an invitation to a party, for both of us. It says 'The balance to be paid after the weekend performance'. What the fuck does that mean," I asked looking at her. "Well darling, you did say you wanted to watch!"
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It was just after our teenage daughters finally moved out that I got to put my plan into action. For years I'd harboured the thought of watching my sexy wife getting fucked stupid by some young stud and now it was time to make it happen. Although the subject had come up as a fantasy during lovemaking, she made it very clear that it was just that, a fantasy, my fantasy. It would never happen. I had other ideas.
Caroline is late 40's but still retains a good figure with a lovely ripe pair of 38DD tits, long blond hair and at my request, a permanently shaven pussy. With her shapely legs and big tits she still turns heads and has no end of admirers. However, it wasn't until I received a demand from the Inland Revenue office (IRS) that I had the chance to put my plan into action.
"You know what, now that the kids have left home I reckon the only way we're going to clear this tax bill is to rent a room out."
"No way, I don't want strangers sharing my house," She said angrily. "OK, it's either that or we knock the next two years holiday's on the head." Now there's no way she can go without at least one week in the sun so I knew that should get her. "It is really that bad?" she asked, her tone softening. We owed a little over £1000 but I told her £2500. "How long for?" She asked. "Well, apparently the going rate is about £100 per week so by my reckoning we only need to let a room for 6 or 7 months and we're in the clear, that's not too bad is it." Reluctantly she agreed.
I placed some ads on various swinger sites on the web outlining the offer. 'Six months rent at reduced rate and the chance to seduce my wife.' As we lived near a major university we were inundated with replies. The problem was most of them went along the lines of, "saw your ad and would love to fuck the bitch." Not quite what I was looking for but after a few weeks one particular reply caught my eye.
I had envisaged some young stud fucking her but this was from a college professor looking for short-term accommodation in our area while he had a house built. He was 50 years old, married with kids and apparently had never done anything like this before; no worries about STD's then. He said it would be a challenge if he could seduce her and if not, well at least he had somewhere to live until his house was ready. We agreed to meet.
Ray was a year older than me, a little shorter and a lot slimmer. He kept in trim by jogging and had the body and stamina of a man half his age. It turned out that he was relocating to England after several years working abroad and his wife and kids were still in Hong Kong and would join him when the house was ready. I showed him some photographs of Caroline in various sexy outfits and told him the score. The sight of my lovely wife dressed in stockings, high heels and suspenders had Ray squirming in his chair. More than once he had to adjust the bulge in his trousers. "Wow, I wish my old lady would dress like that, you really want me to try and seduce her?" he said unbelievably, staring at a legs open shot exposing her shaven pussy, "sure, I think she'll love it,"
"well OK, if your positive that's want you want then I've nothing to lose." I took Ray home to meet Caroline and after her approval we arranged for him to move in the following week.
Week 1 – Ray moves in.
Ray arrived at the house with a large bunch of flowers and a bottle of wine. I'd already briefed him on Caroline's soft spots and how best to butter her up. Caroline was very flattered by his attention and after three day's was chatting to him like a long lost friend. He gained her confidence by showing her pictures of his wife and kids and on Saturday we went with him to view his new house and see what progress the builders were making. By Sunday you would have thought Caroline and Ray were a couple, they were really hitting it off.
Week 2 – Caroline gets fucked.
I had some serious deadlines to meet and started working late at the office. This gave Ray valuable time alone with her and allowed him to start the seduction. I had deliberately starved her of any sex or attention for the previous two weeks saying I was too tired and she actually confided in Ray that she thought I might be having an affair. Of course, Ray did nothing to allay her fears. The real crunch came when I told her that I had to travel to Milan for a meeting the following Monday which meant me flying out on Sunday afternoon. Sunday was our wedding anniversary and we always celebrated by going out for a meal. "Can't you put it of," she almost snarled at me, "it's our bloody wedding anniversary and your clearing off to Milan, why can't I come with you?" Boy was she pissed. "Look, you know the situation, we can't afford for you to come with me. Tell you what, why don't I ask Ray to take you out. You know how hard I've been working on this project, I can't afford to loose it now."
Sunday afternoon I packed my overnight bag and headed of to the airport, she didn't even say goodbye. The meeting was simply to sign the official contract and then it was back to the hotel. I had a real sleepless night wondering if anything was happening. Have you ever tried going to sleep with a raging hard-on. Every time I closed my eyes I kept imagining Caroline on the bed with her legs spread wide as Ray pumped his cock into her or on her knees, blouse open exposing her big tits, short mini skirt round her waist and her lips wrapped round his cock. I couldn't wait to get home the following day.
I entered the lounge to find Ray sitting on the sofa. He winked at me and gave me the thumbs up sign. My heart leapt into my mouth. Caroline was upstairs in the master bedroom putting some clothes away. "Hi ya, pleased to see me?" I asked, dumping my bag on the bed. "Well," she said sarcastically, "did you get the order?" I knew she was calling my bluff and you should have seen her face when I opened my bag and showed her the contract. "Yep, sure did," I kissed her on the cheek. "How about you, did you have a nice time with Ray?" She went brilliant red. "W-w-w-what do you mean."
"The meal, you know, Sunday."
"Oh, yes, the er meal, yes, it was nice." She turned away from me trying to hide the blushes and busied herself sorting her clothes. "I'm just going to pop down the pub for a quick one, wanna come?" I knew she couldn't face me. "No, no thanks, I've still got this lot to sort yet."
"OK, I'll see if Ray wants to come." Before she could answer I quickly left the room, grabbed Ray and headed of for the pub.
Safely tucked away in a corner I asked him. "Well?" He was grinning like a Cheshire cat. "Christ, I don't know where to begin. After you left on Sunday she was in a really foul mood and spent hours in the bath. I couldn't believe it when she finally came down all dressed up. "What do you mean dressed up?" I asked. "She had her hair up, fixed her make-up and was wearing a short black cocktail dress that buttoned up the front, oh yeah, and the biggest pair of high heels I've ever seen. Anyway, we had our meal and I made sure the wine kept flowing and slowly but surely she was getting more and more pissed. She spent the whole time moaning about you and your job and how little attention you showed her lately. She was convinced you were seeing someone else. We got home about ten thirty and she sat next to me on the sofa and started crying."
At this point I felt a little guilty and thought maybe I'd gone too far. Ray continued. "I put my arm round her shoulders to comfort her and told her how beautiful she was and what a fool you were to leave her alone with another man. Next thing I knew her lips were locked on mine and her tongue was exploring my teeth."
"Well, I thought, it's now or never so I ran my hands over her tits and gently squeezed them. She just kept kissing me. Then I started to undo the buttons on her dress and caressed her tits through her bra, she carried on kissing but moved her hand onto my cock. I know you showed me the photograph's but I couldn't believe how big and soft her tits were."
"Did she let you unbutton it all the way?"
"Did she. She was so impatient she even undid the last button for me and threw it wide open."
"What was she wearing underneath?"
"Black stockings, some skimpy see through panties, suspenders and a soft silky bra." I smiled inwardly. This was the set I bought her for Christmas, we jokingly called it her whore suit. "Go on."
"I kissed down her neck and shoulders and then scooped her tits out of the bra and started to suck on her nipples. She was cradling my head in her hands and making lots of oohs and ahhs. When I put my hand on her leg and started to move it up her thighs she just opened them really wide. She asked me if I liked her smooth pussy. I kept stroking it through the panties and then remembered what you said about her sensitive clit. She was moaning in my ear and getting really wet so I simply slid my finger under her panties, into her slit and moved it up until I felt her clitty." I closed my eyes for a second and imagined the scene. My lovely prim and proper wife, sitting on the sofa with her legs spread wide, wearing all her sexy black underwear with this guy fingering her cunt and sucking her tits. "Did you make her cum?"
"Cum? It was like someone lit a fuse, She came the minute I touched her clit. I had to hang on she was trembling so much."
"Now it's your turn, she said, and pushed me back onto the sofa. She discarded the dress, knelt in front me, opened my flies and got my cock out. You know what, she looked me straight in the eyes as she lowered her mouth over my cock. It was incredible. My wife won't do that, she says it's disgusting. It's the first blowjob I've had in over 20 years. "Did she make you cum?" I asked, my own hard-on making it uncomfortable to sit still. "Did she ever. I told her I was going to cum but she just kept sucking. Then she took it in her mouth and did something with her tongue, the feeling was incredible, I just came and came and you know what? She drank every last drop. When I was finished she even licked the drips from the end."
"Did you get to fuck her?" Ray looked at me. "I've been fucking her all night and most of today, I couldn't get another hard-on if my life depended on it, she's insatiable."
We got another beer and Ray continued. "After she sucked me off she sat back on the sofa and opened her legs wide inviting me to lick her pussy. By the time I'd made her cum again I was more than ready to fuck. I pulled her to the edge of the sofa and just slid my cock in. She looked like she was in heaven and kept thrusting her hips at me." Ray looked at bit embarrassed and I had to prompt him to go on. "I'm not sure you're going to like this bit. She said it was the biggest cock she'd ever had."
I suddenly realised that the one question I had never asked Ray was how big his cock was. "So come on then, just how big are you?" I asked. "Well, my wife measured it once, she said it was ten and a half inches."
"Fucking hell, no wonder she was pleased." Now my imagination was working overtime as I thought of his long fat cock sliding into Caroline's sloppy cunt. The most I could give her was six inches although she had told me of a previous boyfriend who had eight. "So what happened then?"
"I guess I must have fucked her in that position for about 20 minutes before I came. She came several times and kept telling me how good it felt, honestly, she just couldn't get enough and kept leaning forward to grab my arse and try to pull me in deeper. Eventually we grabbed our clothes and went up and to bed."
"You said you fucked her all night."
"Yeah, well, not all night. At first we just cuddled up and started kissing again while she played with my cock and I fingered her cunt. Then she sucked me hard again and climbed on top. I think that was probably the best fuck. Seeing her sat on top of my dick with those big tits swinging away. She made herself cum loads of times before climbing off and asking me to fuck her from behind. She got on her knees and I really gave it to her. After I came again we fell asleep in each others arms."
"What, you mean she kept her stockings on all night?"
"Must have done. She woke me up by sucking my dick again and she had them on then. I fucked her for so long this morning it made my cock sore and made us both so late for work that we took the day off and stayed in bed. I fucked her again at lunch time and in-fact, I've just given her another load before you came in." I told Ray what I wanted him to do next; we finished our drinks and went home.
Week three – Caroline the movie
The video camera was discretely hidden away in the bookshelf with the leads running out of the window to a television set and control unit located in the garage. I could zoom in and out and pan up and down and side to side. I'd told Caroline I was working late so it wasn't long before the show began. By now, Ray had fucked her on several occasions and according to him she still couldn't get enough. The scene opened with Ray sitting on the sofa dressed only in a dressing gown. Caroline appeared in the doorway dressed in her sexy black underwear and 5" heel platform fuck me shoes. She did a little parade round the room for Ray's benefit asking him if he liked what he saw. In answer, Ray opened the gown to reveal the largest cock I've ever seen, fully erect and waving round like a flagpole. "Hmm, I see big boys ready," Caroline said licking her lips as she knelt in front of him. I zoomed the camera in close as her lipstick covered lips closed over the end of Ray's cock and slid ever so slowly downwards. Ray closed his eyes and moaned.
She managed three or four inches before returning to the circumcised knob and starting all over again. I could see her cheeks form hollows as she sucked on him and every now and again she would remove it completely and go to work with her tongue, licking round the sensitive rim and then up and down the entire shaft. When Ray told her he was near to coming she plunged her mouth down over it and speeded up. I nearly came myself as Ray exploded into her mouth. Just as he said, the bitch drank every single drop before milking his cock of the remaining drops of spunk. Still licking her lips, She stood in front of him as he removed her panties and opened her legs wide as his tongue sort her cunt. Her big tits looked magnificent encased in the black silky bra and Ray ran his hands up the back of her stockings as he licked her.
I knew when she was about to cum, her body started to tremble and her knees bent slightly. Ray held her arse tight, pushing her cunt against his mouth. "Oh Ray, don't stop, oh yesssssss." Collapsing on the sofa beside him they embraced in a passionate kiss, her tasting her own cunt juices and Ray his own cum. For a fifty year old Ray recovered quickly but then he was extremely fit. Within no time his cock was rock hard and rearing to go again. This time, for my benefit, Ray had Caroline straddle him but facing outwards towards the hidden camera. With her cunt hovering just above his cock, Ray rubbed himself up and down her slit coating it in juices before allowing her to lower herself down. Zooming in real close, I watched as her cunt lips almost disappeared inside her, dragged in by his enormous cock. Ray's cock wasn't just long, it was very, very fat. Once it was fully imbedded I zoomed out. Caroline had her head back resting on his shoulder, her eyes shut tight and a big smile on her face. Ray had both hands on her tits gently tweaking the nipples as he rotated his hips under her. Then he moved one hand down to her clit and started to pinch it between finger and thumb. Caroline went ballistic. She started to ride his huge cock, raising up until only the very tip was still in her and then slamming down, taking it to the hilt. Ray held onto her tit and clit and went with her.
"Yeah, that's it slut, fuck my big cock." Caroline hated dirty talk and always told me it turned her off. I wanted to see how she would react to Ray calling her names. "God you'd make a good whore, c'mon bitch, faster." Caroline was moaning loudly as another orgasm tore through her. She sat on his cock waiting for the spasms to subside, her head turned to the side as she kissed him. "So, you like being my slut then?" Ray asked her. "Hmmm," she murmured sleepily, pressing down hard on his prick, "I love the feel of that big cock up me."
"And I can do what I like with you huh?"
"Anything, I'm all yours."
"And your be my fuck slut?"
"Hmm, if that's what you want." At this point I shot my load all over the garage wall. My sweet innocent wife was telling another man that she would be his slut. I continued to watch and wank as Ray finished her off, filling her cunt with spunk and then making her open her legs wide to make sure I could see it spilling out of her.
I decided to give her a real fright; with her still sitting on Rays cock I left the garage and put my key in the front door. Watching the video later it was a look of sheer panic on her face as she leapt of him and rushed up the stairs just as the door was opening. Ray of course just sat there with a smile on his face.
I too rushed up the stairs pretending I was dying for a piss, I knew she'd lock herself in the bathroom but I didn't want to give her time to get changed or clean up. "Caroline, open the door, quick or I'll piss myself." She opened the door and stood there with her bathrobe pulled tightly round her. Her high heels were on the floor but she hadn't had time to take the stockings off. I made her wait there until I finished my slash and then I opened the gown.
"My, my, what's all this then?"
"I, er, I um, I thought you might like it, I was just getting ready for when you got home." She lied. "What, you were going to put your whore suit on with Ray sitting down stairs?"
"I was going to wait in the bedroom for you, I knew you couldn't be that much longer." I let the robe fall to the floor and started to play with her tits. When I went to touch her pussy she walked away, leading me into the bedroom. "Just fuck me, it's been so long, please." She didn't want me feeling Ray's spunk which by this time was almost running down her leg. "Not until I've played with my favourite cunt," I said, palming her smooth wet sticky mound in my hand. She lay on the bed reluctant to open her legs so I simply pushed them apart. Now I started to run my fingers up and down her puffy lips, not quite touching her clit but entering her cunt hole. "Hmm, nice and wet, been having sexy thoughts or do you play with it when I'm not here?" She was colouring up again. "It was the thought of you coming home and doing this to me," she lied again.
I stripped of quickly and climbed between her legs. It felt like sticking my cock in a jar of warm treacle. I got up on my arms and looked down at her. "Well, you are turned on, either that or you've just spent the last few hours fucking Ray." I honestly thought she was having a heart attack. She coughed and spluttered and the look on her face. "Hey, only joking," I said, "I know you wouldn't do anything like would you." The look turned to one a relief as she assured me that she was simply wet as a result of me playing with her cunt and fucking her and no, of course she didn't fancy Ray, Christ no, I mean, he was old and ugly.
Week 4 – Ray turns nasty
As instructed, Ray was making out that he was getting a little bored with the sex and started to talk about his own wife and how she loved having two men fuck her at the same time. This was a lie but Caroline didn't know that. "Maybe we should try that, spice things up a bit," Ray said as he lazily fingered her pussy. Of course Caroline said no so Ray simply walked out saying he was going down the pub. I left my hidey-hole and joined him leaving Caroline dressed like a slut on the sofa. Two hours later and we returned, Ray to the lounge and me to the garage. Caroline was still in her sexy underwear but by now had donned a dressing gown; she was fuming. "Where the hell have you been, I've been sat here all dressed up like some cheap tart while you piss off down the pub." Ray grabbed her roughly by the hair, "listen slut, as far as I'm concerned any married woman that lets another man fuck her is a cheap tart. Now, you can take that fucking gown off and suck my dick." Ray undid his flies, got his cock out and sat down. At first she looked totally shocked, but dropping the dressing gown to the floor I watched her panty covered arse as it swayed towards the sofa and Ray's rampant cock. "Suck it bitch, show me what a real little slut you can be." She did as instructed and knelt in front of him as before. He let her suck it for about five minutes before making her sit in an armchair. "Take your panties of, spread your legs over the arms and get that cunt ready for me."



Now this was something she would never do for me. She said it made her feel self conscious and just couldn't bring herself to do it. She removed her panties and sat in the chair, legs closed. "OK, if that's how you want it I'm off," Ray said standing up as if ready to leave. "NO! Please Ray, it's just that I, well, I find it hard to do what you want." Ray stood beside her holding his rampant cock towards her face. "If you want some more of this, then get on with it." Very reluctantly she placed her legs over the arms of the chair, spreading her cunt lips wide open. Then, looking at Ray's massive cock she began to caress her clitty, rubbing it in little circles. "Put your fingers up your cunt," Ray demanded. "Please Ray, can't I just do this?" she pleaded. "Finger your cunt slut." Ray was pumping his cock as he watched her playing with herself and was obviously enjoying his new role of master. Caroline placed one finger into her moist hole and slowly moved it in and out. "Now the other fingers," Ray said, leaning over her and scooping her big tits from the confines of her bra. As she went to work with three fingers up her cunt, Ray went from one nipple to the other, pulling and tweaking them, all the time fisting his cock just inches from her face.
Never taking her eyes from Ray's cock, Caroline was now busy using both hands to play with herself. One stuffing three fingers into her wet hole while the other was frantically rubbing her erect clitoris. The tell tale shudders started to run through her body as her orgasm neared and Ray's strokes became more urgent. As she went into spasm Ray grabbed her head. "Open you fucking mouth bitch," he said as the first spurts covered her face and hair. Two more followed covering her eyes and upper lip before she finally managed to get the head into her mouth. Her own hands had stopped moving but I could see her swallowing so I knew Ray was still coming. When he finally pulled away her face was bright red from her own orgasm, the white sticky spunk contrasting nicely. Globs of it ran down her top lip and I nearly came again myself as she poked her tongue out to lap it up. I continued to watch for another two hours while Ray put her through her paces. When they had finally finished he dropped the bombshell.
"Caroline, you once told me I could do anything I wanted to you, do you still mean it?" She was nestled against him, obviously feeling good from the marathon fucking he had just given her. "Hmmm, anything." She was lazily playing with his limp dick which, even soft was longer than mine. "Good, then I want to watch you being fucked." She sat bolt upright. "What?"
"You heard, I want to watch another man fuck you."
"Who? Where? I mean no. Ray, I only want you, please don't make me do that."
"Just the once, I just want to see what you look like with another man's cock up you." Caroline was thinking fast. "How about I leave the bedroom door open when Tony fucks me. You can watch through the gap."
"No, I want to watch a real man fuck you. Someone with a big cock like mine, I want to hear you scream like you do for me."
Caroline was in turmoil. She didn't want to loose Ray but another man. Ironically, it went against her nature. They argued for the best part of an hour before Ray gave her an ultimatum, either she did what he wanted or he moved out. Reluctantly she gave in.
Week 5 – Caroline the whore.
Another ad on the web and this time both Ray and I vetted the respondents. We finally settled on a young 23 year old called David. The lucky bastard had an eleven inch cock that was even thicker than Ray's. He claimed he could fuck several times a night and was a heavy shooter. David was in the Navy and had recently passed a fitness medical which included blood tests so we were happy to let him ride bareback.
In the 2-3 weeks it took to set this up Ray (reluctantly) spent less time fucking Caroline, telling her he had to work late or was too tired. She was getting more and more frustrated by this treatment and even consoled herself by trying to fuck me more often. She never let on to me that Ray was screwing her and even managed to lie without turning red. I began to realise that Ray had released a side of her I never knew existed. She was a slut to his big cock.
I told her that I would be out of town on Wednesday night and Ray told her that she would be entertaining two men that night, him and David. He said she was still very reluctant but when he promised to spend more time with her if she made it really good, she readily agreed. Ray told me how she spent the day dolling herself up and even became excited when he told her how big David's cock was. By early evening I was in position in the garage, just in time to hear Ray brief Caroline on how he wanted her to behave.
She was dressed in black from head to foot. Black high heel platform shoes leading to seamed stockings and matching suspenders. Ray had bought her a selection of open crutch panties and I could clearly see her shaven pussy between the gap in the material. He'd also bought a very sexy under the nipple bra that left the nipples exposed and made her tits look twice the size. Her blond hair was tied back using a red bow that matched the lip-gloss and nail varnish. She looked like a six foot tall high class hooker. "Please Ray, at least let me wear my robe, I feel like a slut meeting him at the door like this." Ray laughed. "Sweetheart, you are a slut. Now remember, tonight you look and act like a complete fuck slut. I want to see you playing with your cunt and tits begging this guy to fuck you. You're to use words like cock, cunt, fuck, tits, in-fact, I want to hear you use every dirty word you can think of. I've told David that you're a real whore who just loves big cocks and will do anything to get fucked by one so don't let me down."
Boy she was not happy. She was drinking large glasses of wine before David arrived and her body language suggested that she was getting slowly pissed. When the doorbell finally went she tried to run the other way. "You know what's at stake, it's up to you," Ray said blocking her path. Taking a deep breath she walked towards the front door. Both Ray and I held our breath as eventually she followed her instructions and opened it wide. David stood on the doorstep admiring the view.
The house is only a few yards from a busy main road and with the lights on in the porch anyone driving by got a clear view. David made her stand there for a good five minutes and at one stage a car almost stopped and started to beep his horn. Ushering her inside David followed, his hand already on her panty covered arse. "Oh yes, just like you said Ray, a real slut."
Caroline just stared at him. I guess Ray should have told her ……… David was black. They made her stand in the middle of the room while they inspected her, both men making comments as though she was just a piece of meat. "You want to see how wet this cunt gets once she gets warmed up," Ray said opening her up slightly while David bent forward for a closer look, and her nipples, you just pull on one and see how hard it gets. "Does she suck cock?" David enquired, having run his hands all over her body, "certainly," said Ray forcing Caroline to her knees in front of him.
As though mesmerised and without being told Caroline undid David's flies and got his cock out. He was semi hard as she slowly moved both hands up the down the long thick shaft. It started to really harden when she took it in her slutty painted mouth. "Well?" said Ray. "Yeah, the bitch can suck alright," David said, holding her head tight as he pressed forward. "But can she really suck?" This was definitely something she had never done before and as David forced his cock further into her mouth she started to gag and tried to push him away. David just held her fast and pushed even more cock into her. "Urmmmmph," was the only noise she could get out as he continued to invade her throat. She was gagging hard and looked like she might throw up but with David's tool half way down her throat she had no choice but to go with it. When he eventually pulled out slightly she was fighting hard for breath, he seemed to time it just right before pushing forward again.
Caroline soon learned the rhythm and took a deep breath between thrusts. The gagging decreased as her throat learned to accept the size of David's cock and slowly but surely he got the whole eleven inches in. I've got two great stills from the video. One showing her with just the tip of his cock in her mouth, the second with her nose pressed hard into his pubes, a large bulge in her throat and her eyes wide open.
Holding her head with both hands David continued to fuck her face. "Oh yeah, I'm gonna cum, keep going bitch, that's a girl, YEAHHHH." The first squirt went straight down her throat but then David pulled out until the tip of his cock was about an inch from her open mouth. Another almighty squirt filled her mouth, splashing over her lips and running down her chin. Several more squirts followed covering her eyes and cheeks with some of it landing on her tits. David continued to fist his large black cock until every last drop was squeezed out, making her lick the remaining drips from his still hard cock. As he stepped away I got some great shots of her with her face covered in spunk. You could actually see it running down her chin and dripping onto her tits.
Ray said he wanted to try the deep throat bit and with David sitting on the couch idly playing with his cock, Ray gave Caroline a repeat performance. As he too shot his load into her mouth I emptied mine over the garage wall.
"Wanna see the slut fuck herself?" Ray asked David. "Sure, there's nothing better than watching a nice white middle class slut getting her cunt ready for this big black nigger cock." He stared lustfully at Caroline as he said it. They sat her in the armchair with her legs spread over each arm and handed her a large pink vibrator. "OK slut, its show time, and don't forget the commentary." Caroline looked from one to the other before turning the vibrator on and slowly rubbing it over her shaven pussy lips. "This want you want?" she asked, opening the obviously wet lips and sliding the first few inches inside her cunt. "Or maybe this." She took the vibrator out and proceeded to lick it clean. Then she used it to collect the spunk covering her face and again licked it clean. Both Ray and David sat in silence, both stroking their erections.
Caroline was really getting into her stride now and staring at the two erect pricks just a few feet away from her she put on one hell of a show. With the 8" vibrator turned up full she inserted it into herself until only the black control knob could be seen. Then she attacked her clitoris and nipples, pulling, tweaking and rubbing until all three stood out. "I want those lovely cocks in my cunt and mouth at the same time. Oh yesssss, I want to feel you stretching my cunt and filling me with hot juicy spunk." She was writhing around on the chair as she spoke and pussy juice was already leaking from her cunt forming a small puddle on the cushion. As she reached orgasm she screamed for them to fuck her.
David was first in. Dragging her arse to the edge of the chair he replaced the vibrator with his cock, sliding in easily until he was balls deep. Shoving the dildo in her face he made her lick every bit of it clean. Ray was kneeling beside the chair playing with her tits and doing his best not to block the view of the camera. David held on to her as he started his assault on her cunt and you could hear the squelch every time his balls hit her arse. "Lets get the bitch on her knees," Ray suggested, "then I can get some." With her kneeling on all fours in the middle of the lounge she got her wish, two cocks at the same time, one slick shinny black one up her cunt and a long fat white one in her mouth. Every now and again they would change positions, making her lick even more pussy juice from their rampant tools.
David was first to cum up her cunt. Holding her tight by the hips he arched his back as he thrust forward burying his cock all the way up as he flooded her womb. Ray said he wanted to try sticky seconds so the second David pulled out Ray was in there, holding her hips and ramming hard until he too shot his load while she licked David clean. When he finally pulled out Caroline just fell forward, totally shagged out. When they weren't shagging, fingering or licking her they made her use the vibrator and spent the next few hours bringing from one orgasm to the next. By the end of the evening neither man could get another hard on and Caroline was complaining of a sore cunt. I got through three one hour tapes that night and had to hose the garage wall down the following day.
My turn.
With just three weeks left before his family joined him in their new house, Ray was really getting into the Dom thing and Caroline was at the stage where she would do anything Ray said. The one taboo was anal. She steadfastly refused to let either Ray or David fuck her arse saying they were just too big. "How about we hold her down and you fuck her arse," Ray suggested. "But she doesn't know that I know, won't that give the game away?" I replied. "Not if she's blindfolded," Ray said, "better still, I'll tell her that I want to watch her getting fucked by two strangers, you know she'll do anything I want." Apparently she wasn't very happy with the idea but at Ray's insistence, she once again reluctantly agreed.
She was dressed in her whore suit and blindfolded tightly. Ray had made sure that she was pissed and her instructions were to wait in the lounge until the men arrived and then let them do whatever they wanted to her. Ray assured her that he would be present and might even join in. On no account was she to remove the blindfold.
At 8 o'clock, John and I entered the room.
John was about 35 years old, stocky build and worked as a store man at the same place that Caroline worked. She'd often complained of him as being a right pervert, always trying to touch her up and making suggestive remarks. She really couldn't stand the guy. Imagine his surprise when I put the offer to him. "What, you mean we can do anything we want and she'll let us?"
"Yep." I was showing him the photo's of Ray and David fucking her, he simply couldn't wait. "There's just one rule, she's not to know who we are so not a word must be spoken, agreed?" John willingly agreed.
She was sitting on the sofa, her long stocking clad legs stretched out in front of her while her open crotch panties exposed just a peep of smooth pussy flesh. Her tits were straining to escape the three quarter cup bra and from her breathing I guessed she was sleeping. Ray yanked her to her feet causing her to cry out in surprise. He walked her to the middle of the room and made her stand, albeit unsteadily with her legs apart. "Gentlemen, this is the little slut I was telling you about. She will do anything you want so please, help yourselves."
John was straight in, holding her by the hair and kissing her mouth while he fingered her cunt. I stood behind her, reached round and scooped her tits from the bra. He had forced her mouth open with his tongue and was really giving it some while she was struggling to stand upright, the booze having taken its toll. I then stood back while John enjoyed her nipples, he was like a kid in a candy store, wanting to sample everything but not quite knowing where to start. Caroline was whimpering as he fingered her cunt and sucked her nipples until eventually she had her first orgasm. Her knees gave way and she fell to the floor in front of him. John quickly removed his clothes and offered his cock to her mouth. I was pleased to see he was about the same size as me making it easy for Caroline as She held his arse and pulled him forward until the entire length had disappeared. John was grunting and groaning as Caroline sucked him off and after only a minute or two he exploded into her mouth. As usual, she drank it all and licked his cock clean.
Now it was my turn. Ray lay on the floor and made her climb on top, his ten inch monster pointing skyward as she slowly lowered her juicy cunt down on it. John was playing with her tits again, his cock already growing hard after the blow job. On my signal they lowered her forward until her tits were crushed into Ray's chest. I covered my fingers with some KY jelly and started to lube her tight arse hole up, first one then two fingers, doing my best to stretch her slightly without hurting her too much. When she realised what was happening she struggled like mad but with John and Ray holding her down she couldn't go far. "Ray, no, please, you promised me."
"Don't worry, you'll enjoy it, now for fuck sake keep still."
By now I had removed my fingers and was working my cock into her tight hole. I was amazed just how hard it was to break into. I really had to push to get my knob head past her sphincter. "Please no, it hurts, please Ray, make him stop." I pushed harder and a few more inches went in. Boy was she tight. One more push and I was in. The heat and the tightness were amazing and I could feel Ray's cock moving in her cunt, just a small thin piece of flesh separating us. "Arghhhh … umph" As she started to yell John shoved his cock in her mouth and held her head tight against him. She soon got the message and stopped struggling. John released her allowing her get her breath back while Ray and I started to fuck her.
The KY was doing it's bit and my cock slid easily in and out of her virgin hole. Sometimes I would just keep still and enjoy the feeling of Ray's monster shagging her cunt, at other times Ray would keep still and I'd ram her hard and fast. John was busy fucking her mouth again. All too soon I was filling her arse with spunk, it was wonderful. She clamped down really hard when she felt me coming and it just heightened the sensation. As I pulled out, John took my place. It was great watching my whore wife taking it up both holes at the same time and even better when both men started to cum.
Ray eventually moved in to his new home but to this day she still gets a regular fucking from both he and David and on some occasions David has brought two or three mates with him and really shown her what a cunt is for.
And has she told me about it yet? Has she bollocks!
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At the grand old age of 60 with the mortgage paid and a nice stash in the bank, Charlie took early retirement. He still kept himself fit and healthy by hiking on the moors and enjoyed a good social life with his ex navy mates at the British Legion. The only disappointment in his life was his son, David. Whereas Charlie had always been a man's man he considered David a bit of a wimp. Charlie had served in the Navy and gone on to join the Special Boat Service. David left school, went to college and finally became one of those Liberal Democrat teachers.
Charlie's wife died a few years earlier so he shared the family house in Devon with David. Everything was fine until David met a local girl called Heather. She was your typical blond bimbo, big tits long legs and blue eyes. She already had a bad reputation in the small village and absolutely dominated David right from the start. For Charlie it was hate at first sight but after six months, David announced they were getting married and Heather would be moving in.
Returning home from the club one night Charlie was about to climb the stairs when he overheard David and Heather talking. They were discussing him. "C'mon David, he's an old man, how much longer do you think he can manage those stairs and don't think I'm looking after him when he can't fend for himself anymore. A proper nursing home is the best place for him, besides, we'll have the house all to ourselves."
"I know Dad's getting on a bit, but he's still fit and healthy, and don't forget, it is his house." Peeking through the gap in the partially open door, Charlie watched as Heather slid to her knees in front of her husband, opened his gown and started to give him a blow job. In between licking and sucking his cock she would continue the conversation. "Hmm, I know love, but just think, without him here I can do this whenever I like, I can walk round all day with nothing on and you get to fuck me anytime you like, wouldn't you like that David." David was stood with his eyes closed while his bimbo wife continued to tease. Charlie had heard enough. So, that was it was it, the fucking bitch was trying to get him out of his own house.
The next morning Charlie paid a visit to his familiar solicitor and drew up plans to make sure that neither David nor Heather could ever get there hands on his property, dead or alive. He was feeling quiet pleased with himself as he entered the local pub for a quick drink. Imagine his surprise when he saw Heather in the other bar sitting with a man. Fortunately she didn't see him and when they left hand in hand, Charlie decided to follow.
They walked a short distance to a small cottage and disappeared inside. Charlie waited a few minutes before creeping through the bushes to the rear of the building and looking through the window. He could clearly see Heather sitting on the sofa with the other man. They were kissing. He thought about charging in and demanding an explanation but then had second thoughts. Would David believe him? After all, he thought the sun shone out of her arse. After much agonising, he finally decided to stay hidden and just watch. Standing her up, the man slowly stripped her naked. She might be the biggest bitch on earth Charlie thought but Christ did she have a body. Charlie played with his erection as the guy stripped his daughter-in-law naked and fucked her stupid, and just as the guy was filling her with spunk so Charlie added his to the outside wall.
He decided he needed proof if he was to convince David of his wife's adultery. From now on whenever Heather went out Charlie followed with his son's video camera. After a few days it paid off. Once again Charlie found himself secreted in the bushes watching the little slut being put through her paces, only this time he filmed it. It wasn't going to be easy to tell his son that his wife was a slut but having finally plucked up the courage, Charlie approached David. "Son we need to talk." David went red. "Oh, Heather's told you then," he said sheepishly, "told me?"
"Yes, you know, about the appointment we made to visit the home." Charlie was gobsmacked and grabbing David by the throat he held him against the wall. "Listen to me you under the thumb little turd, if you and that fucking tart think for one minute your putting me in a home then forget it." He let David go and went to his room. If that's how they want to play it then it was fine by Charlie.
The next day at breakfast very little was said. Both Charlie and Heather were in their dressing gowns while David was dressed for work. Neither could face Charlie and you could cut the atmosphere with a knife. After David left, Heather turned her back on Charlie and started to wash the dishes. Charlie crept up behind her and wrapping his arms round her from behind he grabbed both tits and squeezed real hard. Heather squealed and tried to push him off. "Get your filthy old hands off me," she screamed, pushing him away, "what the hell do you think your doing?"
"Well now, from what I've seen I thought you liked that," Charlie said, sitting calmly at the kitchen table. "W-w-what do you mean?" she said defensively. Charlie placed the camera on the table, opened the small screen and hit play. "Oh my God, where did you get that?" Heather grabbed the camera and fumbled for the off switch. "Oh don't worry, I've got plenty of copies," Charlie said holding up a full size VHS cassette, "I'm sure David would love to see how good you perform with other men."
She stared at him in disbelief. "You wouldn't."
"Try me," he replied. She turned away from him and stared out of the kitchen window again, her mind going at warp speed. "What do you want?" She finally said, still facing away from him. Charlie again reached round her and grabbed her tits. "I want what the other guy got," he said squeezing harder than necessary. This time she didn't push him away and he noticed her nipples hardening. He pulled the gown open fully exposing her large tits to anyone walking by and cupped the naked flesh, pulling and tweaking the engorged nipples. Then he ran his hand down across her smooth flat stomach and onto her shaven pussy mound. "And this," he said, sliding a finger into the moist pussy lips. "You bastard," was all she said as he turned her round and forced her to her knees.
Opening his own robe, he offered his erect cock to her lovely young mouth. "Suck it," he commanded. Heather took his cock into her mouth and started to suck. Her tongue was working its magic over the glands and all too soon Charlie felt that familiar twinge start deep within his balls. It had been three years since his wife died and in all that time Charlie had had to rely on the old five finger widow. Holding Heather's head with both hands he thrust forward and started to cum. Spurt after spurt filled her mouth and he watched intently as she gulped it down. Finally he could cum no more and reluctantly withdrew from her mouth , making her lick the remaining few drips of with her tongue.
"Satisfied now?" she said acidly as Charlie sat down to regain his breath. "Not quite," he said grabbing her hand and leading her into the lounge. He took her robe away leaving her completely naked and pushed her into an armchair. "Why don't you show me how wet it can get," he said, grabbing a handful of cunt and forcing her legs apart. Heather stared defiantly at the old man as she played with her pussy. "This want you want?" Charlie said nothing. He sat in the chair opposite and watched. To start with it was obvious that Heather was simply going through the process. "You can play all day sweetheart but your not getting up until I see you cum."
"Bastard," she said again. Realising her predicament, Heather started to play with her clit and finger her cunt at the same time. She closed her eyes pretending she was alone and started to pleasure herself in earnest. Charlie watched intently, his old cock getting hard again at the sight of this beautiful blond bitch playing with herself. "Ohhhh, hmmmm," she started to murmur, her body trembling and her hips lifting of the chair. Her fingers were working faster over her erect clit and three fingers of the other hand were buried in her wet hole. "Oh fuck!" Her big tits heaved and her legs twitched as the orgasm tore through her.
When she eventually opened her eyes Charlie was kneeling between her open legs lining his cock up with her cunt. Without a word he slid it home until his balls were slapping her arse. "Looks like you and me are going to become good friends," Charlie said sliding 8" of thick hard meat into her. Old he may be but he could still fuck. Holding onto her tits Charlie started to ram in and out, causing her to moan in pleasure as he found the depths of her cunt. "David fuck you like this does he?"
"Oh my God, no, not like this," she said as Charlie really rammed it in. "Didn't think so. Never did have much of a dick. Half the time I don't even think he's mine," Charlie said, more to himself than to Heather.
Charlie continued to ram his old cock up this lovely sluts cunt, squeezing her tits and pulling her nipples at the same time. He knew he had her now and he was certainly going to make the most of it. Charlie speeded up. "Oh God, don't you dare stop you old bastard, I'm nearly there …… oh Charlie, yesssssss." He could feel her pussy muscles contract around his cock as her juice flooded out of her coating his balls and her thighs. He rammed it in as far as possible and started to shoot his own load into her. She screamed his name again as she felt his hot spunk hitting the back of her womb, filling her until it too mixed with her juices and trickled out.
Pleased with his handy work, Charlie pulled out. "Next time, I want you in stockings," he said looking at the naked slut stretched out before him. Heather simply nodded. "Whatever you want Charlie, whatever you want."
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Charlie couldn’t believe his luck; he had Heather, his son’s wife just where he wanted her. It was two days ago, Friday, when he’d confronted her with the video evidence of her adultery before fucking her brains out in the lounge. Unfortunately, much to Heather’s delight, after one blow job and a long vigorous fuck Charlie found he couldn’t get it up again. Then it was Saturday and David was home for the weekend. Still, it didn’t stop Charlie enjoying himself, whenever he got the chance he took great delight in touching Heather up, it made it even better knowing that David was sat in the next room and on one occasion was only a few feet away as Charlie slid his hand up Heathers skirt and played with her shaven pussy.
He’d already removed her panties and fingered her to orgasm when he’d cornered her coming out of the bathroom earlier on. “Charlie, no, what if David hears us, what if he sees me with no panties on?” She asked him, trembling with pleasure as he rubbed her clit. “You’ll just have to tell him you were a hot little bitch so you took them off,” he replied, stuffing the lacy black material into his pocket. Now, just a few hours later and they were sitting at the dinner table, Charlie and Heather along one side with David at the head of the table reading a newspaper. Using the tablecloth as cover, Charlie forced Heathers legs apart, before running his hand up her bare thigh and onto her nicely shaven mound. She was still wet from his earlier fingering so he easily slipped a couple of fingers into her hole and started to slowly move them in and out. Heather was doing her best to look normal as she picked at the casserole in front of her.
Enjoying his new found power, Charlie moved his attention to her sensitive clitty again and within seconds had her squirming in the chair. “Anything interesting?” he suddenly asked David just as Heather started her orgasm. David looked over the top of the paper to see his beloved wife a bright shade of red, trembling from head to foot. “My God, are you all right?” he said throwing the paper to one side and leaning towards the stricken Heather. Charlie quickly removed his hand and started to pat her on the back. “Must have got something stuck in her,” he said, indicating the food poised on her fork. She stared daggers at him as he passed her some water. “There you go, drink this, this’ll cool; I mean calm you down.”
Charlie was just dying to fuck the slut again but the weekend seemed to last forever. Still, he used the time wisely and Friday night while the others slept he was on the internet ordering a months supply of Viagra. “This’ll shock the little bitch,” he chuckled to himself. He thought about his son David and how he would react if he ever found out, but then a little voice reminded him that this was the little shit who had schemed to put him in an old peoples home. Charlie slept soundly.
Heather couldn’t afford for David to find out about her little indiscretions and had resigned herself to the fact that Charlie could do anything he liked to her provided he kept quiet. Lets face it she thought, I’ve already had most the men in the village, its just another cock. She kept reminding herself that David was all set to inherited his Dad’s wealth and that meant a real cushy life for Heather. So, she reasoned, if the old man wanted to fuck her now and again, who cared, besides, one fuck and he was all fucked out. As the thought struck her she smiled to herself, she would play him at his own game; she’d fuck him to death.
Monday morning and as usual all three sat down to breakfast, David in his suit and Heather and Charlie in dressing gowns. A couple of packages arrived for Charlie just before David left for work so he retired to his room to open them in private. It wasn’t long before the front door slammed and he heard the familiar sound of David’s car leaving the drive. Surprisingly, a few minutes later and Heather entered his room. She stood in the open doorway completely naked. “I suppose you’ve been waiting for this all weekend,” she said pouting, seductively walking towards the bed with a hand rubbing her pussy. Charlie admired her slim figure and big tits, his cock stirring at the sight before him. “Well? You going to fuck me or what?” she purred. Charlie threw a package at her. “Go take a nice bath, shave your cunt and then put those on.” Heather looked in the bag. Black stockings with matching suspenders, transparent panties and a bra with only half a cup. “Oh, and put some high heels and makeup on, I want you to look really slutty.”
As Heather retired to the bathroom, Charlie re-read the instructions on the Viagra bottle. ‘For maximum effect, take one 100mg tablet one hour before intercourse. DO NOT EXCEED STATED DOSE!’ Fuck! Charlie had already taken two. Oh well. He checked his watch, half hour to go. He could hear Heather splashing about as she got out of the bath and as he lay on the bed the thought of her voluptuous body and what he was going to do with her had his old cock stirring.
“Fucking hell,” Charlie said aloud, it wasn’t simply stirring, his cock was growing faster than he’d seen in a long time. He could feel his heart racing and started to feel light headed, his skin became hot and clammy, but still his cock continued to swell. It was now reaching mammoth proportions and felt like a pole of steel in his hands. The circumcised head was a deep purple colour and twice it’s normal size. “Christ all fucking mighty,” Heather said as she stood in the doorway staring at Charlie’s massive erection. She looked stunning. The bra left her nipples exposed and made her tits stand out proud. The black stockings and suspenders framed her smooth sexy cunt perfectly and the high heels made her look ten feet tall. As if mesmerised she walked toward the bed, crawled up between Charlie’s open legs and took the head of his cock into her mouth.
The feeling was out of this world. Her lips felt cool over his engorged glands and the feel of her tongue running round the sensitive rim had him shooting his load almost immediately. Spurt after spurt shot out of his cock filling her mouth and running back down his shaft. She sucked for all she was worth and swallowed a good deal of it but to her amazement Charlie’s cock remained rock hard. “Charlie, what on earth have you been taking?” Heather said licking the cum from round her mouth. “Never you mind, just get on your back and spread those fucking legs ………. Wide!” He couldn’t believe how hard his cock was or how much he’d just cum. It was like being 21 all over again.
He licked up the insides of Heather’s stocking covered thighs, past the soft silky material and onto the fleshy bit just before her cunt. She was already wet by the time he poked his tongue into her and she shuddered when he finally removed her panties, peeled her lips open and licked her exposed clit, making her explode into orgasm. “So, you think I’m ready for the old folks home huh?” Charlie said climbing between her legs and placing the tip of his cock against her hole. “Well I’ll fucking show you missy.”
Staying up on his arms so he could look down at her pretty face, he rammed forward with all his might, pinning her to the bed and forcing the air out of her as his cock buried itself deep in her womb. Her beautiful blue eyes flew wide open in surprise and her cheeks flushed a deep red. Before she could regain her breath he did it again, pulling almost completely out before slamming forward, making her big tits wobble like two giant jellies. Oh yes, he was going to show this bitch a thing or two. He continued the assault for what seemed like ages until he felt the familiar tingling build up in his balls. Heather just couldn’t understand it, his old cock was reaching places her husband never could and despite herself she was starting to enjoy it. She was panting hard trying to keep up as with one more almighty thrust he buried his cock deep inside her as it unloaded spurt after spurt of warm sticky cum. Exhausted, but extremely pleased with himself he collapsed on top of her. Amazingly, his cock remained hard.
This put Charlie in a bit of a dilemma. He was too tired to fuck her again but his cock was still rock hard and buried balls deep up her cunt. Only one thing for it Charlie thought and without pulling out he rolled them over so that Heather was on top. “OK slut, your turn.” She sat up, her big tits dangling in front of his face and her lovely smooth cunt clamping down on his hard cock. “You’re joking,” she said, squeezing her cunt muscles as though to confirm the fact that he was still up her. “Just get fucking bitch, I’ll tell you when to stop.”
Heather started to ride Charlie’s cock while his gnarled old hands grasped her tits and nipples. Something was wrong here, how could this 60 year old man keep going, let alone stay hard. Charlie could see the look on her face and took great delight in pulling on her nipples making her ride faster. “C’mon you little slut, surely your not going to let an old man like me tire you out are you?"
"Right you old git,” Heather replied, staring down at his weather beaten old face, “if that’s your game then lets see who can last the longest.” Re-doubling her efforts she rode him like a mad thing and even made herself cum several times. Charlie just lay there smiling, his cock as hard as ever. Her nipples started to get sore with him pulling and tweaking on them and after an hour or so she was starting to dry up. But Charlie, his old cock was still there.
“Better use some baby oil, don’t want you getting too dry do we,” he said sarcastically, passing her the bottle from beside the bed. Heather coated her sore cunt in the soothing liquid and continued to ride his cock, albeit more slowly now. But Charlie was getting bored. Sure his cock remained hard but by now it felt like he was fucking a tunnel, all sensation had gone. “OK, on yer knees,” he said pushing her off. Heather was relieved to be changing position but had she realised what Charlie was up to she would have run a mile. “Time to change holes,” he said squirting a generous portion of oil into and around her puckered arse hole. “No way,” she screamed trying to pull forward, but it was too late. Holding her tightly round the waist Charlie pressed forward, his large cock head finding it’s way into her virgin hole.
Heather was screaming at him to stop and crying hard as inch by painful inch Charlie pressed forward. “Need a home do I?” He said ramming the last few inches up her, “I’ll fucking show you what I need you cheap little fuck slut.” Charlie had found that the combination of fucking her tight arse and calling her derogatory names was beginning to turn him on again, the feeling was coming back. There was nothing he couldn’t do to this slut and suddenly an immense feeling of power overwhelmed him. He reached under her and started to rub her clit as he slowly fucked her arse. Heather had stopped crying and was just kneeling there letting him do want ever he wanted. “Looks like you enjoy a bit of the old back door entry after all,” he said speeding up slightly while continuing to torture her clitty. “Maybe I’ll get some of the lads up here next time and we’ll all take turns on you huh, like that would you?” Heather remained silent. “I asked you a question slut, would you like to try two or three pricks at the same time. Perhaps one in your slutty little mouth while another one fucks your arse or cunt, would you like that?” As if to emphasis the point, Charlie held his prick buried right up her arse and pinched her clit real hard. “Owww, yes, yes OK, yes I’d like that.” Heather was getting the point. Charlie started to pound her arse. “Tell you what, I’ll get old donkey John and Pete the meat, you’ll like them. “What?” was all she could say. “Biggest cocks in the navy, what do’ya think, want to try them?” Charlie was ready to cum again and the thought of Heather with all three holes full of cock sent him over the edge. “Oh yes,” screamed Heather as she felt Charlie filling her arse with hot spunk
Charlie’s cock was red raw but still standing proud as he pulled out of Heathers battered arse. As he wiped his cock on her panties and made a mental note to pop down the Legion to see his mates.
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I've been a cab driver for the best part of ten years now and believe me you certainly get to see some life, even for an overweight 50 year like me.
Usually it's some skimpily dressed drunken chick leaving a nightclub that ends up naked on the back seat or takes my cock in her mouth as I drive her home. Then of course you always get your regulars, little yuppy scrubbers that think it's fun to fuck the cabby. I love to get them naked as I drive along; one hand on the wheel while the other fingers a nice wet cunt. Then I park up somewhere quiet and fuck them face down over the hood.
But it's not just the youngsters. Only a few nights ago, I picked up this middle aged couple from a restaurant. She was mid to late forties, nice looking and dressed in a knee length skirt with slits up the sides and a low neck blouse showing an awful lot of cleavage. They were both pretty pissed and as I opened the door to let them in I got a good view of her long legs clad in black stockings. As she slid across the seat, the skirt rode even higher showing her suspenders and skimpy panties. She just smiled at me as her husband climbed in beside her but made no effort to cover up.
During the journey all I could hear was the rustle of clothes and her giggling as he touched her up. It was a shame I had to break them up to ask for directions. "Oh yeah, next left mate, Ladbrook lane. It's the last house on the left." I turned into an unmade road and avoiding the potholes drove to the end as instructed and stopped in front of a house. When I turned to face them I got a nice surprise. The woman was lying back in the middle of the seat with her legs spread wide exposing a neatly trimmed pussy and stocking clad thighs. Her blouse was also open showing two very large succulent looking tits with very hard erect nipples. She was looking straight at me while lazily rubbing her clit. "Angie thought you might like a tip," the man said grabbing a handful of tit. Now no cabbie would ever refuse a tip so I followed them into the house and spent the next hour filling her holes while hubby took photo's.
But you know, just when you think you've seen it all something strange happens.
For three years I'd been taking a guy called Gordon to and from a special needs college. Gordon was thirty years old and lived with his Mother in a big old dilapidated house on the outskirts of town. He told me that his Dad left home shortly after he was born leaving him alone with 'Mother' as he liked to call her.
He was a nice guy but a few bricks short of load if you know what I mean.
Over the months, I built up a good relationship with him until eventually he started confiding in me about his relationship with his Mother. It started after a casual comment about girls when to my astonishment he said he was still a virgin. "Mother forbids me to have anything to do with girls, she says men are bad and only want one thing." The poor sod wasn't even allowed to watch television. In fact, his only distraction was college, all male of course, and once a month when he had to take Mother to her favourite restaurant.
From what I could tell his mother absolutely dominated him and the poor guy was a hotspot of seething resentment. I know I shouldn't have done it, but someone had to help so I started to lend him some adult story and picture books, he was amazed at the hard core pictures and would talk non-stop about sex during our ride to and from college.
His Mother was in her late forties. She had a good full figure and was still reasonably attractive but boy was she a man hating miserable old bitch. Whenever I took them to the restaurant it was always the same. "You there, wait here for us, do you hear me?" She treated me with utter contempt, like I was her personal servant or something. And then there was the way she dressed, always the same, black from head to foot. I asked Gordon about it and he said all her clothes were black. He told me about what he called 'restaurant night'.
"Mother lays in the bath while I get her clothes all neatly laid out on the bed ready for her." He explained. "She likes me to get them ready. I know where all the different bits are kept," he said almost proudly. "First I get her black silk stockings and suspenders, they're in the bottom drawer, then her matching black panties and bra, they're in the middle drawer, then her favourite dress, that's not in a drawer, that's hanging in the closet. Then I have to get her shoes, the ones with the spiky heels."
"Surely you don't have to dress her," I asked. "No silly, I have to wait outside as she gets dressed herself." He looked very sullen. "Gordon, is there something wrong?"
"Mother makes me comb her hair while she sits at the dressing table."
"Don't you like combing her hair?"
"Yes, but I keep looking at her boobies and it makes my thing hard, Mother gets very cross with me when my thing gets hard." It was like talking to a little boy. "But how can you see her boobies if she's dressed?" I asked him. "Oh, she doesn't put her dress on until just before we go out, she says she doesn't want to get it all creased."
"So you mean she sits there in her stockings and things while you comb her hair?"
"And her shoes, Mother always likes to wear her shoes. It's when she walks round the room that my thingy gets hard."
What sort of prick teasing bitch is this I thought? She's dressed in high heels, stockings, suspenders, panties and bra and she parades round the room in front of her adult son and wonders why he gets a hard on. Gordon confessed that he always got a hard on watching this show and would have to go and relieve himself in the toilet. Mother would stand outside the door reminding him that it was a sin to abuse himself.
As though that wasn't enough, he went on to tell me that during the hot summer nights she would lay naked on top of the bed, leaving the door open. "Sometimes I would peak through the door and see her hand moving between her legs. I would hear her moaning and crying out but I never went in, Mother wouldn't like that." Then there were the marks on the back of his legs. "That's where Mother hits me if my thingy gets bad," he explained. Further questioning revealed that after going out of her way to give him a hard on she would hit him with a cane as punishment. No wonder the poor guy needed help.
This bitch needed a lesson.
Coming back from college on day I was amazed when Gordon asked me about 'roofies'. "Where did you hear about those?" I asked. "In one of the books you gave me. I'd like to try them on Mother."
Now if you don't know, 'roofies' is the street name for Rohypnol, otherwise know as the date rape drug. Administered in food or drink it leaves the victim in a kind of zombie like state. They are completely aware of what's going on but unable to resist and can suffer memory loss afterwards. When Gordon said he wanted to use it on his Mother I nearly shit myself. "What are you planning to do to her?" I asked somewhat reluctantly. "I'm going to fuck her," he replied as though it was the most natural thing in the world.
Ever since I'd given him the books I'd started to see a slow change in his personality. It was like a little boy discovering the joys of sex, only this was no little boy. "Gordon, you can't fuck your own Mother, it's illegal, it's called incest." I tried to explain. "No, it's OK cause she hasn't got a husband." Whoa, things were moving too fast. "But Gordon, you still can't just rape her." Gordon thought for a short while and then said, "OK. But can you get me some?" Of course I said no.
The next 'restaurant night' and I picked them up as usual. The minute they got in the cab I knew something was wrong. We drove to the restaurant in complete silence and just as I pulled to a halt a girly mag landed on my lap. "Did you give my little boy this ….. this….. filth!" Gordon was cowering in the corner. "Err, listen Mrs ……."
"Don't you listen me, how dare you corrupt his mind with your filthy pictures of naked women whoring themselves. Gordon's father was just like you! You men are all the same, obsessed with sex. We will not be requiring your services anymore." With that she threw some money at me and left the cab dragging poor old Gordon behind her.
Oh well, another regular fare gone. I spent the evening in a sort of daze wondering if I should go to the authorities or something, but what would I tell them, this guys mum walks round the house in her underwear! The more I thought about it the madder I got.
At ten to eleven my mobile went. It was Gordon. "Hello Mr King, can you come and get us please, Mothers not feeling too well." I got there to find Gordon and his Mother waiting outside. 'Mother' was propped up on a park bench staring straight ahead. "Gordon," I said quietly, "What's wrong with your Mother?" I knew the answer before asking. "Oh nothing, I gave her some of that roofie stuff," he replied casually. "Where the hell did you get that from?"
"The labs at college, they got all sorts of stuff there." Oh fuck!
Between us we got Mother into the cab and within minutes we were home. Gordon opened the front door and helped me steer his Mother inside. She had no problem walking or standing and Gordon stood her just inside the hallway leaning against the wall as I shut the door. "Look Mr King, I can do what I like and Mother doesn't mind, do you Mother." As if to emphasis it he slowly ran his hand up the inside of his Mothers slightly parted legs, raising her skirt revealing a long shapely pair of legs covered in black nylon held up with suspenders. I started to get a hard on.
"See, she hasn't told me off." Poor old Gordon, sometimes his mind just didn't work at all. "Gordon, that's because of the drug you gave her. She can't say anything." Gordon looked at me and then at his mother. He still had her skirt round her waist and he was staring intently at her panty covered pussy. "Yes she can," he said defensively. "You like this don't you Mother." He moved his hand to cover her mound and started to rub it gently. A long deep moan escaped his Mother's lips. "See, she does like it."
Before I could stop him he removed the dress completely. "This is what she does when we come home. Mother hates to get her dress rumpled." He folded the dress neatly and placed it over the chair. Then, taking her by the hand he led her into the lounge. Christ almighty! No wonder the poor guys fucked up. She looked absolutely stunning. Long legs, big tits, and I mean big, flat stomach and a beautiful face framed by long black hair. Her stilettos made her legs look even longer than normal and both her bra and panties were semi transparent giving a clear view of everything she had.
Gordon sat his Mother on the sofa and sat beside her. "You sit this side," he said indicating the other side. I sat down. Gordon spread his Mothers leg wide and started to rub her pussy again. I could see a damp patch forming and could only assume that he'd been playing with her on the ride home. Without thinking, I lifted her leg over my own and began to run my hand up her stockings. She turned her head to look at me but said nothing. "You feel," Gordon said, taking my hand and placing it on his Mother's cunt, "She's all wet and gooey. Better take her panties off before she ruins them." By now my cock was ready to burst so who was I to argue.
Lifting her slightly between us, Gordon removed his Mother's wet panties. Her cunt was completely smooth and already glistening with juice. I was getting so uncomfortable I undid my zip and released my cock. Gordon looked horrified. "Mother doesn't like that, she'll hit you with the cane. Mother says it's bad to get hard."
"It's OK Gordon, beside, if your going to fuck her then you'll have to get yours out won't you." Gordon thought about it but still looked worried. Keeping a wary eye on his Mother as though she would suddenly come too, he very slowly undid his trousers revealing a very large fat prick.
By now I had cast caution to the wind, I just wanted to fuck the daylights out of this stuck up beauty beside me. "Gordon, I think Mother would like to hold your cock." I took his Mother's hand and placed in on her son's growing cock. She looked down as she wrapped her hand round it and as if in a trace started to slowly wank him. I placed her other hand on my own cock and immediately felt her squeezing it as I pulled her tits from the confines of her bra and started to suck on one very large nipple while fingering her cunt with the other hand. She and Gordon were moaning in unison but it was Mother that came first. Gordon looked horrified as her body started to tremble and her moans turned to small grunts. Her cunt clamped my fingers in tight as it spasmed round them.
"Wh-what's happening?" he said, his prick wilting in her hand. "It's OK Gordon, this means she likes it and wants you to fuck her." A big smile crossed his face and his prick shot back to its original size. "You mean Mother's enjoying it?" he beamed. "Oh yeah, she wants this to last all night."
"What did you touch?" he asked, looking at my fingers still buried in his mother's cunt. "Here." I took his hand and placed his fingers inside her wet slippery lips. Then I held her lips apart while I showed him her cunt hole and clitoris. "You see, you slide two fingers up this nice juicy hole and then using your thumb you rub this little bud until it gets nice and hard."
Gordon did as instructed and soon had Mother squirming in the seat. Her hand was moving faster now wanking our cocks while I continued to enjoy both succulent titties. Both Mother and Gordon were panting hard and as Mother came again so did Gordon. Great spurts of it shot from his prick, hitting her under the chin and drenching her tits and bra with his cum. Gordon looked petrified. "Oh no, Mother will go mad," he said trying to wipe away the gooey mess from her ample bosom. "It's OK Gordon, look, she likes it, see." Mother did indeed have a smile on her face and looked calm and serene. Her hand was still working Gordon's cock and to my amazement he started to get hard again. "Would you like to fuck her now?" I asked, my own cock screaming for release.
Picking her up, we arranged her face down over the back of the sofa, her arse nice and high with her legs spread wide. Following my instructions, Gordon stood behind her and fed his large fat cock into her wet willing cunt. "Hmmmm," was all she said. I knew he wouldn't last long so I rushed round the front and fed my own smaller cock into her mouth. She actually started to suck. Gordon was holding her hips and pounding away like a man possessed, lets face it, it was his first ever fuck. Within a few minutes he was crying out again as he filled his Mother's cunt with warm sticky spunk. She increased the pressure on my own cock until I too started to fire away, spurt after spurt filling her mouth. She swallowed every last drop.
We stretched Mother out on the sofa, lying back with her legs slightly open while Gordon and I flopped into the armchairs nearby, eyes closed, temporarily exhausted. After what seemed like only a few minutes I could hear a low murmuring noise. I opened my eyes and looked towards the sofa. Mother had a hand between her legs and was gently playing with herself. "That's what she does in bed sometimes," Gordon said, kneeling beside her to get a better view. Her eyes were shut tight as she continued to play with her cunt, her other hand flitted between her nipples, gently brushing over them before squeezing them between finger and thumb. She was moaning more loudly now, her actions giving both Gordon and me another stonker.
I waited until she reached orgasm before dragging her onto the floor. She looked at me as I crawled between her legs and smiled as I entered her. Staying up on my arms I pumped my hard cock for all it was worth, while staring at her pretty face. Gordon played with her nipples until I told him to place his cock in her mouth. It was almost as if she were willingly participating, because as Gordon lay beside her she turned to face him, opened her lovely mouth and took the first few inches straight in. I very nearly shot my load as I watched this beautiful women close her mouth round her son's over size cock and stare him in the eye as she started to suck.
It wasn't long before I came again, filling her warm sloppy cunt with even more spunk. My cock was coated with it when I pulled out and I suggested to Gordon we swap round. He was a bit clumsy but soon had his ever-hard cock buried in his mothers cunt again and his mouth round a nipple sucking like a baby. I lay beside her head and offered my slimy wilting cock to her mouth. To my surprise her tongue licked the drops oozing from the end before her full ruby red lips enclosed the whole shaft. Although I was nowhere near hard, she had my whole cock in her mouth and was using her tongue to work round it.
Gordon was now leaning to one side mesmerised as he watched his own cock go in and out of Mothers cunt. With two loads of spunk up it and numerous orgasms of her own it was no wonder it was making a loud squelching noise. She was moaning continuously as he fucked her slowly, sending shivers of pleasure up my shaft. "Why don't you fuck her real hard, she'll like that," I said to Gordon. He would do anything to please Mother, so copying my position from earlier he got up on his arms and started to fuck her like an express train. "Oh yes, yes." Fuck me, she was talking. I started to wonder how long this drug lasted. Encouraged by her words Gordon fucked even faster. Her hips were rising up to meet his thrusts and she was screaming at him not to stop. I just sat back and watched as a huge orgasm tore through her. She grabbed Gordon by the buttocks and pulled him in deep as wave after wave swept over her. "Oh Gordon, YESSSSSSS!" I guessed Gordon was shooting his load again and watched fascinated as her big tits wobbled like two giant jellies as she shook from head to foot. Finally Gordon collapsed on top of his mother gasping for breath. She held his head in her hands and gently stroked his hair.
"Gordon, I think it's time for Mother's bed," I said panicking that the drug was wearing off. She smiled sweetly as we cleaned her with a warm face cloth before putting her to bed. Within seconds she was asleep. I explained to Gordon that he must never say anything about this to anyone including his mother. He simply nodded OK.
It was with some trepidation that I picked him up for college the following Monday. I was half expecting the cops to be there but as usual it was just Gordon sitting on the steps waiting for me. "Hi Gordon, everything OK?" I said nervously, looking over his shoulder towards the front door. "Yes Mr King, fine thank you."
"Err, how's your Mother?"
"Oh, OK I guess."
"Did she um say anything about the other night?" My heart was in my mouth. "Yes, Mother said I was a very good boy and to thank you for helping me look after her, she said she was really looking forward to the next restaurant night."
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This story is dedicated to all the men who fantasise about watching their wife getting well and truly fucked by another man or men. If you'd like me to write a story about your wife, then send me a picture of her and some idea of what you would like her to do, my imagination will do the rest. /
'I'm not getting dressed up like some cheap tart so you can fuck me in a car park full of people!' Carol yelled indignantly. An hour later and she was leaning over the hood, big tits fully exposed and her short skirt round her waist as I slid my cock between her open crotch panties.
A few endearing words and a couple of stiff drinks had finally induced her to dress as requested. Black stockings and suspenders, open crotch panties, short mini skirt, see through blouse and very high heels. We both enjoyed outdoor sex but she wasn't quiet ready for exhibitionism yet so I simply told her we would find somewhere nice and quiet and fuck in the woods.
The car park was in a small woodland just off a busy main road. During the day it was a popular picnic area with tables and benches scattered amongst the deep bushes and trees. The parking area formed a large oval with a public toilet in the middle. Families would take picnics there, enjoying ball games or feeding the ducks in the nearby lake. During the evening though it took on a more menacing role. The toilets became a favourite pick up place for gays and the car park became a rendezvous for perverts, peeping Tom's and wife swappers. I'd heard about it from a friend at work and decided to check it out.
There were about half a dozen cars parked in various places when we pulled in so I headed for the far corner and parked face in under some trees. Looking in the rear view mirror I could see movement in some of the cars and one or two people milling around just on the edge of the tree line about 10-15 yards away. One was paying particular attention to us. Carol was a little uncomfortable sitting there in her see through top, her large 38DD tits are a little obvious at the best of times and her short skirt barely covered her stocking tops. 'Why are we stopping here,' she said nervously looking around. 'Stop panicking, there's no one around,' I said watching a shadowy figure edge even closer. 'If you think I'm getting out...' I leaned over and kissed her. 'I thought you liked being a bit daring.' Before she could answer I kissed her again feeling her resistance melt as she kissed me back.
The light was fading fast outside the car making it difficult to see where our peeping Tom friend had got to. I needn't have worried, when I looked up after undoing her blouse and sucking her tits he was right there, just outside Carol's window. If I wasn't mistaken, he had his cock in his hand and was slowly stroking it as he looked at my wife's tits. Reclining the car seat, I kissed her again, this time I moved to one side, making sure he got a good view as I tweaked her nipples making them stand out proud and hard. She loves having her nipples pinched and was getting increasingly turned on. 'God I love seeing you dressed like a slut,' I said running my hand up her stockings until I reached her freshly shaven cunt between the gap of her open crotch panties. 'I'm going to fuck the arse of you,' I continued as she tremored from the touch of my fingers on her clit.
Carol's clit is her Achilles heel, I've only got to touch it and she's approaching orgasm. Apply a little pressure and boy; she's straight over the top, her whole body shaking as her orgasm tears through her. And that's just the warm up, after that she's insatiable. 'Oh Christ, fuck me, please, fuck me now.' I started to get out of the car. 'W-w-where are you going,' she stammered, her pussy glistening as the dim interior light came on. 'There's no way I can fuck you in there, c'mon, it's nice and dark, no one will see us.' I heard a rustle as peeper crept back into the undergrowth. Carol slowly got out of the car, smoothing her short skirt down to protect her modesty. I had a quiet chuckle; there she was with her nipples standing out like hat pegs, her see through blouse wide open and she worries about a bit of stocking showing.
Looking around nervously, she followed me to the front of the car. I took her in my arms and kissed her full on the lips, our tongues exploring each other's mouths. My hand slid into her panties and rubbed her already engorged clitoris. She was moaning deeply as I brought her to the verge. 'Bend over the car,' I instructed, knowing that she was so close she would have done almost anything. I lifted her short skirt round her waist and made her stand with her legs open wide. Lowering my zip I released my hard cock, rubbing the knob up and down her wet crack befoe easing it forward to rub against her clit. Another rustle in the bushes. 'What do you want?' I asked her, keeping the pressure up on her tender clit. 'Don't tease, you know what I want,'
'yes, but I want to hear you say it, tell me, what do you want?' By now she was pushing back frantically trying to get my cock into her cunt. 'C'mon slut, tell me what you want.'
'For God's sake, just fuck me you bastard, you know what I want, that fucking great prick of yours.' She was getting cross but I knew she was so turned on she would say anything to get some cock. 'Getting shirty are we,' I said giving her clit an extra hard rub, 'you haven't told me where you want my fucking great cock.' I could hear movement just a few feet away from me. 'Fuck it up my cunt, hard!'
With one thrust I was in to the hilt. Carol fell forward across the hood, her tits crushed against the still warm metal. I held her hips and started to thrust in and out, varying the pace to keep her on the verge but never quite letting her get there. This is guaranteed to drive her mad. She pushed up on her hands allowing me to reach round and tease both nipples. 'How would you like some one to see you now?' I teased. 'I don't care, oh yeah, just fuck me, don't stop.'
'Let them see what a filthy horny little slut my wife really is, you want that? You want some one to watch you getting fucked?' With my cock buried right up her hole and both hands tweaking her nipples, the dirty talk was just too much. She came in bucket loads all over my cock. This just spurred me on even more.
'What would you do if there was another guy here now? Would you let him watch, would it turn you on?' She was pushing back against me. 'Hmmm yeah.' Peeper was now standing almost beside me. He was staring at my cock pistoning into my wife's cunt while he wanked his own erection. I looked at him and winked. 'Would you like to watch him wank his big prick as I fuck you?'
'Yes, ohhhh yes, watch him cum, oh yeahhh.' She was really getting into it and both of us were on the verge of coming. I indicated to peeper that he should stand next to Carol where she could see him. With a big smile, he stood right next to her head his cock just inches away. 'Would you really like that?' I asked. 'You bet,' she replied ramming her cunt onto my cock. 'Then look up.' It took a few seconds to sink in but slowly she lifted her head and looked straight at a large cock being fisted by a total stranger just inches in front of her face. 'Oh YESSSSSSS,' she screamed flooding my cock with her juices for the second time. I held her hips tight and fucked like fury until my own release hit me. The feel of my cum spurting into her brought on yet another orgasm just as our peeper started to shoot his load. Great gushers of it shot from his cock into the air, some landing on Carol's hair and face while the rest of it spattered the car. He kept pumping spurt after spurt until empty and then thrust something into my hand before disappearing into the trees.
We travelled home in complete silence. I was sure that I'd gone too far and was just waiting for the explosion. We both showered and then climbed into bed. 'That was incredible,' Carol finally said breaking the silence. 'You mean you enjoyed it? I really thought you'd go ballistic.'
'Yeah, well. But did you see how much he came? There was gallons of it. It's taken me ages just to wash it out of my hair.' The one thing that Carol loves most about sex is when I fill her with spunk. She says it gives her a warm full gooey feeling when she walks. 'Bet you'd like to feel him shooting up you,' I said stroking her pussy mound. She suddenly turned towards me, grabbed my cock and looked me straight in the eye. 'Would you like to see that?' I was a little shocked; in our six years of marriage she's never mentioned messing around even though I'd broached the topic a few times. 'What, you mean watch him fuck you and shoot all that spunk up your cunt?' Her eyes took on a far away sleepy look. 'Hmmmm, yeah.' I don't know whether I climbed on top or she pulled me on top but the next thing I knew my cock was buried in her cunt again and we had one of the best fucks ever.
Nothing more was said until a few days later when putting my hand in my jeans I found a card, it simply said 'Peter' and gave a mobile phone number. I got an instant hard-on as the memories of that night came flooding back. I got to work and with shaking hands called the number. I felt a little awkward as I introduced myself as the guy in the car park last Saturday but his soft cultured voice put me at ease straight away. 'Oh yeah, hi, thanks for calling. That wife of yours is something else, so sexy.' We chatted for ages and as we both lived fairly local, agreed to meet after work. With some people you just seem to click straight away and Peter was one of them. By the time I left for home we were chatting like old friends. 'Till Saturday then,' I finally said as we waved our goodbyes.
The following Saturday, we spent the day at a friend's barbeque party. I made sure the wine kept flowing and by the time we left Carol was well and truly pissed. When I suggested a trip to the car park she was only too keen. 'Do you think that guy will be there again?' she asked, pulling on her stockings, her eyes full of lust. 'Might be, why?'
'Oh nothing really, I just wondered, you know.' I knew all right and the thought of him fucking her brains out had my cock straining for release. 'What will you do if he is there?' I asked. 'What do you mean?'
'Well, will you let him touch you?' I sat beside her and played with her nipples. 'Get off, you'll make me all wet,' she said laughing. 'He might like that, a nice wet shaven pussy.' I said sliding a couple of fingers in. 'Hmmm, I might even let him fuck it, would you like that?'
'Oh yessssss,' Carol said coming on my hand.
We arrived as it was getting dark and parked in the same place as last time. This time there was no resistance as I stripped her off in the car leaving her in stockings, open crotch panties and high heels only. 'Do you think he's watching?' she asked peering into the gloom, 'do you want him to?'
'Hmm, might be fun,' she replied grabbing my cock. As I got her warmed up I kept looking round for Peter but there were no sign of him. Finally, with my cock begging for release, I couldn't wait any longer and told Carol to get out. She was really excited as she got out of the car and instead of heading round the front, she just stood there in plain view of the rest of the car park. I was enjoying the thought that anyone entering the car park would see her so I took my own sweet time getting out and walking round to her side. There were three other cars near by but I couldn't make out if they were occupied. Facing her towards them and the toilet block I stood behind her; reached round and held her tits out. 'Is this what you want them to see?' I asked, rubbing her nipples between finger and thumb. She rested her head back on my shoulder. 'I don't mind,' she said teasingly. 'OK then, I dare you to walk to the toilets and back.'
I knew she was still pissed but was really surprised when she broke away from me. 'OK, I will.' She was a bit unsteady as she teetered over the uneven ground in her high heels and would giggle each time she nearly lost her footing. My heart was in my mouth as she reached the half way point as anyone entering the car park now would almost certainly see her and if the other cars were occupied then her giggling would certainly have attracted there attention. Even in the dim light, Carol's big tits could be seen wobbling and her white thighs seemed to be highlighted by the black stockings and panties. She made the ladies loo just as a car pulled in. I stepped back into the bushes as four youths parked up near the toilets and jumped noisily from the vehicle. Carol had disappeared inside and I just prayed she would stay there.
'This could be interesting.' I nearly jumped out of my skin as Peter crept up beside me. 'Could be her first gang bang if she comes out now,' he said rubbing the bulge in his jeans. Fortunately Carol had the sense to wait until the youths had gone before legging it back to the safety of the trees. She was giggling like a schoolgirl as she fell into my arms. Peter had backed into the shadows. 'Hmmm, didn't know whether to invite them in or not,' she said laughing. 'You randy little bitch, reckon you could take four blokes at once do you?'
'Never know,' she said drunkenly, grabbing for my cock. Carol spent the next few minutes kneeling in front of me sucking me off. Peter watched from the shadows. I stopped her before I came and made her stand up. 'Tell you what, lets play a game. We'll pretend that same guy is here watching us and give him a real good show huh.'
'Oh yes, I can think of that nice big cock with lots of spunk.' I stood Carol facing towards Peter. 'Think he'd like these big tits with fat juicy nipples?' I said twisting them they way I know she likes it. 'Oh yeah, I'm sure he would,' she said staring into the blackness. 'And what about this smooth juicy cunt, do you think he like this?' I asked, sliding her panties down her legs. 'Would you let him finger it, huh, or maybe we'll just spread the lips wide open and let him fuck it, what do you think?'
All the time I was tweaking her nipples with one hand and fingering her clit with the other. 'Oh yes, anything he wants, he can do anything to me.' She was really on heat, leaning her head back resting on my shoulder as I displayed her charms to Peter, just a few feet away in the shadows. 'Why don't you be a slut and lay across the car, show him how you play with your cunt.' Carol lay back across the hood, spread her legs wide and lazily played with her cunt, one hand spreading the lips open while the other made little circles over her clit. Within seconds I could see pussy juice running down her leg. 'Are you thinking about his cock?'
'Yeah.'
'Would you like him to fuck you with it?'
'You bet, oh yesssssss,' she hissed coming hard. I turned her over, face down over the hood and slid into her. I was so turned on. Peter appeared from the bushes and stood beside me. 'You really want that guys cock up you?' I asked ramming in and out. 'Yes, yes, I really want it.'
'You want him to fuck you like the slut you are?'
'Oh yes, let him fuck me like a slut.' I pulled out and slapped my cock across her arse. 'You really are a little fuck slut aren't you,' I said moving away as Peter took my place. 'Now I'm really going to teach you a lesson.'
Peter held her hips and thrust his cock deep into her cunt. He fucked her relentlessly, reaching round to enjoy her succulent tit flesh while I stood beside him. 'Would you like it if this was him fucking you instead of me?'
'Yeah, oh yeah, that would be so goooood,' she replied, never looking up. It was now or never. I stood beside her, took her head in my hands and turned her to face me. Her eyes showed both shock and lust and as her mouth opened in surprise. I pushed forward. She was trying to look behind her as I fucked her mouth but I held her still. 'OK slut, this is what you wanted, this is what your getting.' She let out a deep sigh as she took my cock deep into her throat and I felt her push back against Peter's cock. When I looked up he was holding her suspender straps and ramming his cock up her like a freight train. 'Oh yeah,' he shouted. I felt Carol tense up as he started to unload into her. Then the tremors started as she went into her own seventh heaven. Peter held tight and continued to pump his seed into Carol's willing cunt. 'Christ, I can feel it shooting up me,' she said pushing back hard. She had stopped sucking my cock as her own orgasm took hold so I started to wank just inches from her face. Watching this stranger fill my wife with spunk brought me over the top and I too started spurting. The first two shots hit her full in the face before she clamped her lips round it and sucked every last drop out. His work finished, Peter disappeared into the trees.
The minute I released her head she spun round. 'Where is he?' she asked bewildered. 'Guess he's just shy,' I said looking at her dishevelled state. Her stockings were laddered and she had spunk running down her face and thighs. 'Well, did you enjoy being used like a cheap slut?'
'God, it was incredible, when I realised it wasn't you fucking me...' I held her close as another mini orgasm shock her. We were kissing and cuddling when I heard more rustling in the bushes close by. 'Sounds like he might be back for more, you up to it?' Without answering she leaned over the hood, looked towards the bushes and said, 'Whoever you are, it's all yours.' To my horror, an old man appeared from the shadows. He looked like a tramp, unshaven and wearing a long dark raincoat. Just like Peter, he had his flies undone and was holding his prick in his hand. As he got closer I realised just how big his prick was. He was holding it near the base and still had six to seven inches of thick hard cock poking out. He looked at my wife spread eagled face down across the car and then at me. With my gaze fixed on his enormous prick I simply nodded my consent.
Taking his position between her legs, he ran the knob up and down her juicy slit. 'My, aren't we hard again,' Carol purred pushing back against him. Letting the raincoat fall to the floor the old boy pressed forward, the first few inches disappearing into her cunt. 'Wow, you are hard aren't you,' she said enjoying the feeling. Holding her hips, he pushed forward again, this time burying the entire length up her. 'Oh my God, oh fuck!' she screamed, realising the size of the old boys cock. With her face pressed hard against the hood she could only lie there as this old man fucked her cunt. I stood beside her so I could see her face. It was a picture of pure lust as he forced his cock deep inside her, deeper than any man she'd ever had. Soon she was pushing back as his thrusts grew more urgent, both of them grunting like animals. Two more men appeared from the trees and stood watching, both of them wanking their cocks.
Suddenly the old guy pushed hard up into her and held still while he pumped his spunk deep into her womb. Without a word, he withdrew, picked up his coat and walked away leaving Carol panting for breath face down over the car, her arse high in the air exposing her swollen spunk filled cunt. The two men looked at Carol and then at me. Again I simply nodded. They pulled her from the car like a rag doll and positioned her kneeling on the ground. She appeared totally compliant as they took up position each end and fed their hard cocks into her mouth and cunt.
Her inhibitions completely gone, Carol was like a bitch in heat, encouraging them to fuck her harder and coming almost continuously. When they changed ends she eagerly sucked and licked them clean all the time pushing back against the cock in her cunt. 'Wow, this one's a real fuck slut,' one of them said slapping her hard on the arse, 'yeah c'mon whore, we gonna fuck your filthy brains out ain't that right Rich,' the other replied, holding her head tight as he forced his slimy cock deeper into her throat. Ignoring me completely, they changed places a few more times before filling her with yet more spunk



Once satisfied, they, like the others disappeared back into the shadows. What a wonderful sight. Carol was laying on her back with her legs spread slightly and a lovely smile across her spunk covered mouth. Even in the dim light I could clearly see the fresh spunk glistening all round her mouth and it was positively pouring from her cunt. She looked like a well used whore. She opened her arms to me as climbing between her legs, I took one more turn to fill her up before carrying her limp body into the car and heading for home.
She turned to kiss me just before falling asleep. 'Hmmmm, I just love this gooey feeling,' she purred. 'So do I darling, so do I!'
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Danni is a voluptuous 21 year old redhead with firm 36” tits, long legs and flaming red hair that reaches half way down her back. She adores sex and often when we are making love she openly fantasises about rape, exhibitionism, gangbangs etc. I must admit, the thought of stripping her off in front of other people and then watching loads of well hung men fucking my beautiful girlfriend would make me cum harder than ever.
One night I decided to make her rape fantasy come true. Danni dressed for work as usual in her smart two-piece office suit under which she wore her favourite black stockings, suspenders, bra and a flimsy white blouse. This wasn’t unusual, as she hated panty hose and tights and with the jacket securely fastened she looked like your everyday smartly dressed business woman.
She always parked the car in the multi storey across the road from the office so it wasn’t difficult to find it and using the spare keys gain entry to disable the engine. Then it was sit and wait. Danni had already told me that tonight she would be working late and as the hours ticked away the car park emptied out until only six or so cars remained. As I hid in the stairwell I heard the familiar click clack of her high heels as she finally headed towards the car. She tried several times to start the engine but with the HT lead firmly in my pocket it was going nowhere. Eventually, cursing loudly she locked the car and headed towards me.
My heart was racing as I pulled my ski mask over my face, what if she screamed and somebody came? What if the security guard found me in the act? Suddenly she was there. I leapt out behind her and placed a hand over her mouth. Holding a blunt knife against her throat and disguising my voice I told her not to make a sound or I’d kill her. She was shaking from head to foot as I led her towards the ally at the rear of the car park. Halfway along there was a deep recess used for the rubbish bins providing adequate cover from anyone walking past. I tied a scarf over her eyes and pushed her roughly against the wall. “One noise bitch and I’ll cut your pretty little face. Undo the jacket.” With trembling hands she fumbled for the buttons. “Well now, white see through blouse with a black bra, what sort of woman wears that huh, you some sort of closet slut?” “N-n-no, I wear it under my jacket,” she replied, her bottom lip trembling with fear. “P-p-please, don’t hurt me, please.” “Lift your skirt.” Her hands went to the hem of her skirt but stopped after only a couple of inches. “Please mister, I’ll give you money, anything only please don’t make me do this.” I placed the knife against her neck. “Lift the fucking skirt.”
First the stocking tops came into view followed by the black straps from the suspender belt contrasting nicely against her white thighs. Finally a cute pair of transparent black panties showing her neatly shaven mound. She held the skirt round her waist. “Oh yes, very nice,” I said running my hands up her legs and across her pussy mound. She shuddered involuntary. “Take it off.” She removed the skirt and stood with her hands by her side. She was still pleading but now they had turned to little whimpers as she realised the situation was useless. She looked so good standing there like that I wanted to fuck her right away but keeping to my roll I made her remove the blouse. “Well, what have we here, a little slut all dressed to fuck.” She looked fantastic even though I’d seen her like this many times before. The thought that some one might walk past and see her had me harder than ever. I ran my hands all over her body, kissing her ears and neck before making my down to her amazing tits. I scooped them out of her bra and for several minutes I sucked on the hardening nipples. My hand was cupping her pussy mound through the thin material of her panties, just gently rubbing across her smooth shaven cunt.
When I eventually dipped my finger into her cunt she was soaking. “Well now, what’s this?” I said holding my finger under her nose. “Looks like you’re enjoying it. Do you want me to fuck you?” I put my hand back into her panties and started work on her clit, something that simply drives her wild. Her whimpers had now turned to moans and her cunt was flooding my hand. I kept bringing her to the verge of an orgasm before stopping. Each time she would thrust her hips forward searching for my fingers to finish the job. “Tell me and I’ll let you cum. Do you want me to fuck you?” I rubbed her little nub even harder and bit down on a nipple. The old tell tale signs told me she was rapidly approaching her orgasm. Her body began to shake and she was thrusting her mound against my hand, pushing harder and harder; her breath coming in short gasps, her head thrown back, eyes closed. “Tell me or I stop, do you want me to fuck you?” “YESSSS, oh God yes, don’t stop, anything, anything you want just don’t stop.” It hit like a hurricane and I had to put my hand over her mouth to quieten her screams. I had never seen her cum so hard. Her panties were drenched as I removed them and my hand was covered with pussy juice.
I turned her to face the wall, leaning forward at the waist, legs open. I’d bought a 3” penis extension and placing it over my six inch cock I rubbed the head of it up and down her crack making her moan again each time it brushed against her sensitive clitty. “Is this what you want slut?” “Yes, oh please, just fuck me, hard, I want it really hard.” I rammed in hard knocking the wind from her lungs. She was so wet I could hardly feel anything and the rougher I fucked her the wetter she got. I wanted this to last so holding still with my fake cock buried to the hilt I started to tease her. “You married?” “No, I’ve got a boyfriend though.” “Oh yeah, is this better than your boyfriend’s prick?” As if to emphasis the point I pushed even deeper. “Yes, oh yes, it’s so much bigger and harder.” “You like big hard cocks don’t you slut.” “Yes, I love them.” “If I was your boyfriend I’d dress you like the whore you really are and parade you round the streets letting men touch you and wank all over your face, would you like that slut?” “Oh yessss.” As she answered her cunt gushed all over my cock again. “OK slut, kneel and open your mouth, I’m going to fill it with cum and you’re going to swallow it, understand?” I guided her to her knees and quickly removed the cock extension. The sight of her kneeling there with her big tits heaving out of their bra and pussy juice running down her stocking covered thighs had me coming in no time. The first jet missed her mouth but covered her left cheek, the next few squirts found there target and by the time I had finished her entire tongue was coated with spunk. “OK slut, now let me see you swallow it.” With an expression of satisfaction, she swallowed the lot before licking her lips clean.
I pulled her to her feet and had one last feel of her tits and cunt. “Did you enjoy my cock slut?” “Yes,” she replied without hesitation. “Do you want it again?” “I, I don’t know.” “Listen slut, I’m going to be waiting for you same time next week. If you want it you leave your jacket, skirt and blouse in the car and walk to the stairwell in your sexy undies, understand. Oh yeah, I know where you live so if you call the police I’ll come and get you. Now, count to 100 before you take of the blindfold.” I slipped quietly away back to the car and replaced the HT lead before heading for home.
I was trembling by the time I got there both from elation and fear. It was the most incredible fuck I’d ever had and I’d never known Danni to cum so much. Her admission that she liked a bigger cock really turned me on and the thought that she wanted me to take her out and flash at other men made me hard again. As I languished in the shower waiting for her return I started to doubt the sanity of my actions. Supposing she was in the police station now reporting the rape, or still lying in the ally deep in shock. I dressed quickly and was about to go find her when she entered the flat. “Hi Hon, your late tonight,” I said trying to make my voice sound calm. “Yes, we um, we had to work late.” Pecking me on the cheek she headed for the bathroom. “Just going to take a shower,” she said locking the door, something that she never did. All that evening I waited for her to tell me about the ‘rape’ but she said nothing. When we eventually got into bed and I tried to touch her she pushed me off saying she was too tired from all the work that day.
Over the next few days I replayed the event in my mind and came to the conclusion that she really had enjoyed it. Our sex life improved no end with Danni demanding I fuck her harder and deeper, in-fact she was like a bitch in heat. I couldn’t wait for the following Monday to see if she would let a complete stranger rape her again.
I borrowed a friend’s car and parked where I could see the stairwell just in case the place was crawling with police. This time there was only three cars left as the familiar sound of her heels echoed across the concrete floor. In the dimly lit car park I watched as she unlocked the car and threw her handbag on the front seat. She seemed to stand there for ages just looking around. Several times she stared directly at the stairwell before scanning the car park again. My heart was in my mouth. With one final sweep she discarded her jacket, skirt and blouse and dressed only in high heels, stockings, suspenders, bra and panties she made her way towards the stairs. I nearly came in my trousers. I reasoned that no way would she be doing this if the police were present so donning the mask again I crept up behind her. “Well, well, looks like the little slut wants some more prick.” She smiled and just stood there.
“Get your tits out and play with them,” I ordered. She scooped both tits from the confines of her bra and started to tease the nipples, all the time looking at me. “Now the cunt, and make it real juicy bitch.” Her hand went immediately down her panties to her smooth pussy, her fingers already making slurping sounds. “Tell me what you want bitch.” “I want your big cock again.” “Where?” “Anywhere, in my mouth, up my cunt, anywhere you like, just fuck me.” She was close to coming. “You like playing the slut don’t you?” I said grabbing a nipple and twisting it roughly. “Oh yes.” She came hard again, this time flooding her own hand.
I was filled with mixed emotions. On the one hand I was more excited and randy than ever at the power I held over this beautiful woman while on the other I was mad as hell that she was submitting herself to this total domination by a complete stranger. “Take the panties off and lean over that rail.” She slowly and seductively lowered her cum soaked panties down her stocking covered legs, looking straight at me as she stepped out of them. Then, she leaned over the stair railing, legs spread wide, her pink wet pussy glistening in the dim light. My prick felt so sensitive as I fitted the cock extension that I was afraid I’d cum prematurely. As before, I lubed it up by running it up and down her crack before slowly feeding it inch by inch into her hungry cunt. “Ohhhh yessssss.” She hissed, pushing back hard. “Fuck me hard and deep, like last time.” I slammed the rest into her and fucked like crazy. Even with the rubber sheath I could feel her cunt spasm around my shaft as time and time again she came. I reached round and grabbed both nipples, pulling mercilessly, stretching them as far as they would go. “Oh God!” She pushed back hard as she came again. I suddenly realised that this time she was not wearing a blindfold, I couldn’t let her see my cock so I had no choice but to cum in the sheath. Fortunately she was so wet I don’t think she would have felt it anyway. Pulling out, I told her to wait two minutes before turning round and slipped back to my parked car. Sure enough, two minutes later and the scantily clad figure of my well used girl friend made its way back across the car park to her own car.
I arrived home to find her in the shower. Again, nothing was said but if anything she seemed even more randy and demanding. One night as I lay with my prick buried between her legs I decided to go for broke. I pulled out just before she came and throwing some leather thigh high boots and under the nipple bra at her told her to get dressed. At first she was angry and demanded that I finish the job but when I told her I would finish it outdoors a sparkle appeared in her eyes and she put the gear on in record time. Covering her near naked body with a long coat we headed for the car. “Leave it open,” I said as she reclined in the car seat. “You kinky old bastard,” she replied smiling. It was dusk outside and I was hoping that people would look in as we pulled up at traffic lights and junctions but it seemed that the whole of England had suddenly gone blind. Then I had another idea.
“Play with your cunt, show me what a slut you are.” With a wicked gleam she spread her legs and set to work on her cunt. I reclined the seat further until she was almost horizontal. The coat fell open exposing both tits which were further enhanced by the push up bra and her long legs encased in black leather. She now had two fingers up her moist hole while rubbing her clit with her other hand. Suddenly I saw it. A bus shelter set in a lay-by with a middle aged man sitting alone. With Danni reaching the point of no return I pulled up next to the man and with a push of a button opened the passenger window. “Excuse me.” The guy got up and leant down level with the window. He was about to say something when he saw Danni, still working frantically at her sloppy pussy. She too had opened her eyes and now found herself staring at a complete stranger. The moment was priceless. As the guy released his throbbing member from his trousers his eyes took in every in inch of Danni’s sexy body, from her tits jutting up from the bra to her naked exposed and very wet pussy. As Danni frantically worked her cunt so the man fisted his cock. She was so close to coming that nothing was going to stop her and without taking her eyes from the mans face she brought herself to a shattering orgasm just as the first jet of warm creamy liquid shot from his prick and landed on her tits. Several jets made it into the car, most of them landing on Danni. As the man squeezed the last drops from his wilting prick I pulled away.
“Christ, that was fantastic,” said a breathless Danni, busy rubbing the mans spunk into her nipples. After a few miles I pulled into an off road car park and released my cock. Without a word, Danni discarded the coat and kneeling on the passenger seat leaned over and took my cock into her mouth.
It was now getting dark outside the car and as she blew me I realised that the passenger side window was still open. I was about to do it up when I saw movement in the bushes near by. A man was standing in the shadows blatantly staring at Danni’s exposed cunt. I beckoned him over and using sign language indicated that he should stick his finger up Danni’s cunt. At his first touch she froze solid. I placed my hand on her head and pushed gently down indicating that she should continue. To my surprise, she worked even harder taking me deep into her throat while pushing back onto the unknown finger. I don’t know how many fingers he had up her cunt but she was grunting like a pig as she thrust back onto them. Twice she came, taking her mouth of my cock and screaming obscenities. “Fuck me, I need some cock, just fuck me.” The guy removed his fingers and opened the car door, the interior light illuminating the scene. She shuffled back until her arse was level with the door opening and I saw a pair of black hands grab her hips. “Urghh,” the guy pushed forward burying his cock into Danni’s willing cunt. “Oh god yes, yes oh yes. God it’s so big.” For a short moment she forgot my cock as the guy plunged into her cunt. She was crying and whimpering with pleasure as he ravished her hole. I grabbed her head and forced her mouth back onto my cock just in time. She clamped her lips round the shaft and sucked every last drop out of me. It was incredible. As I was filling her mouth, the black hands moved to her dangling tits and pulled on the nipples. The sight was so erotic I actually came some more. I could feel the guy slamming into her causing her to cum almost continuously before he too started to grunt that he was coming. “Oh yeah baby, here it comes.” He seemed to cum forever and Danni came yet again as he emptied into her. The black hands returned to her hips as he pulled out and before she could turn round he disappeared back into the bushes.
We drove home with Danni playing with her cum soaked pussy with one hand and my hard again cock with the other. We just made it through the front door before she pulled me onto her. “Christ I need a good fucking.” I entered her sloppy cunt and ploughed away. “So, did you like your first black cock?” I asked. “BLACK! Oh fuck.” She came so hard it took weeks to get the stain out of the sofa.
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Following the session in the car park where an unknown black guy fucked her from behind she became an insatiable slut. Every time I came home she’d be stretched out on the bed dressed like a whore playing with herself. We fucked like rabbits but still she demanded more.
“Was he really black?” she kept asking. “God, he was so big, are all black men that big?” Then she started looking at pictures of black cocks on the internet, printing them off and looking at them while she frigged herself. “Is that what you want,” I asked, “some big fucking black cock stuffing your cunt?” Danni put on that little girl lost expression. “Oh sweetie, I didn’t mean to upset you. I thought you liked watching me play the slut.” She got my cock out and was gently stroking it. “Didn’t you enjoy watching that old boy wank over my tits and then the guy in the car park, didn’t you like that?” My cock was so painfully stiff it answered the questions for me. She licked the tip and gave it the occasional suck. “Wouldn’t you love to see me dressed like a whore on my knees sucking a big black cock, huh, wouldn’t you like that Hon?” I came in great spurts across her face and mouth and a wicked grin spread across her face. “Guess that answers that then,” she said smugly.
I knew that unless I did something she would go behind my back so scouring the web I finally found a little known club in London specialising in the leather and fetish scene. Dressing Danni in the thigh high boots and leather under the nipple bra we set off to the club. Although I’d arranged membership by phone, I wasn’t sure what to expect when we got there. Wrapped in her long coat we knocked on the door. It opened slightly and a large black man asked politely if we were members. I gave him my temporary membership number and he led us inside. It was a very plush entrance hall with a cloakroom and a number of doors leading to other rooms. Another black guy appeared and asked if it was OK to search me. “Just a precaution,” he explained, “once we get to know you then it’s straight through.” He patted me down and then turned to Danni. “The coat Miss.” She looked from me to the doorman not sure what to do. “Sorry Miss, but I have to look under you coat.” Danni slowly opened the coat. “Huh-hmm. Barry, would you come over here please.” The other doorman joined his friend as they took in Danni’s near naked body. The two doormen looked at each other. “Concealed weapon?” He said looking at her smooth cunt. “Could be man, we better search her.”
They led us into a small anti chamber and asked Danni is she consented to a body search. “Hmm, two big strong men like you, a lady really doesn’t have any choice does she,” she purred, revelling in the situation. She let the coat drop to the floor and stood before them hand on hips dressed in thigh high black leather boots with a six inch heel and a black under the nipple bra that pushed her excited tits skyward. “Who’s first?” she asked. The two guys looked at each other and then at me. “Go ahead,” I said.
Barry, the bigger of the two started to play with her tits, his big lips doing there best to suck the whole tit into his mouth. Leroy started to undress, all the time staring at Danni’s shaven cunt. “Get her ready man, old Leroy Junior is ready to go.” Leroy Junior turned out to be at least ten inches of thick black meat. It stuck out in front of him like a club. “On your knees white bitch.” Barry guided her into position directly in front of Leroy’s swinging cock. He slapped it across her face a few times leaving a trail of pre cum across her skin. As it passed her mouth she poked her tongue out trying to capture the taste. “Oh don’t worry bitch, you gonna get to taste it OK.” She went to work on his cock like a real pro, licking and whimpering as she tried to get as much in her mouth as possible. “Oh fuck, she’s real good man,” Leroy said to Barry who was now kneeling beside them playing with her dangling tits. “Think it’s time to get me some white pussy,” Barry said standing up to undress.
I thought Leroy was big but Barry, he was fucking enormous. I couldn’t see how he could possible fit his massive cock into a cunt and was worried that Danni would see it and panic. As she continued to suck Leroy’s cock, Barry lay on his back under her and brought her cunt down on his mouth. She was in heaven as he licked and chewed on her lips and clitoris and was soon in the throes of a massive orgasm. She was also getting used to Leroy’s big cock and was partially deep throating him. “OK man, she’s ready,” Barry announced. Grabbing her hips, Barry guided her along his massive chest until she was perched over his cock. “Oh my God!” Danni was looking between her legs at the monster cock trying to enter her cunt. “Please no, I’ll never take it, please stop, I can’t ………,” Barry shushed her. “Just take it easy honey, it’ll fit. Ain’t found a lady yet that can’t take old Barry’s dick, you just take your time and slide down real slow.”
As if in a trance, Danni started the slow decent onto Barry’s cock. Both Leroy and I looked on in amazement as inch by inch it disappeared. Her hair clung to her forehead and the look of concentration and determination on her face was incredible. Every now and then she would pause, rise up until only the tip remained in and then lower herself down again. Barry was playing with her engorged nipples and whispering words of encouragement. “Yeah, that’s it baby, nice and easy, you nearly there girl, just a few more inches.” Danni told me later that if felt like the reverse of giving birth. Leroy started to finger her clit as she continued her slow decent causing her to cum several times. This of course helped and eventually with a look of absolute triumph she took the last inch up her cunt. “Jesus, I’ve done it, it’s all in, look, oh my God, I’ve never felt anything like it,” she said smiling up at me. Now she started to ride him in earnest, bouncing up and down on his big black cock while screaming obscenities. “Oh yes, oh fuck, it’s sooooo fucking big. Oh God, I just love it.” She was riding him so fast now her tits were bouncing wildly almost hitting her chin. She came again, a massive orgasm that left her limp and lying across Barry’s massive chest.
Leroy got behind them and started to caress her cunt and Barry’s balls. He was smearing cunt juice into her arse hole, gently probing it with his finger. Danni was kissing Barry while squirming around in complete ecstasy, his large cock buried to the hilt. Leroy now had one finger knuckle deep and after rotating it several times he introduced a second finger. “Hmmm,” was all Danni could say; her lips covered by Barry’s as there tongues fenced with each other. With two fingers now buried deep in her arse, both Barry and Leroy started to fuck her. Slowly at first with Barry simply jerking his hips while Leroy moved his fingers in and out, spiting on them occasionally to add to the lubrication. Danni started to moan loudly and was pushing back as Leroy pushed forward, his fingers now slipping easily in and out of her virgin hole. Kneeling over them he removed his fingers and replaced them with the tip of his cock, the leaking pre cum providing extra lubricant. “She gonna love this man,” he said to me, easing the first few inches into her.
“Oh fuck, oh God, oh fuck, fuck, fuck.” Danni was thrashing her head around wildly as Leroy continued to push forward. “Hehe, looks like old Leroy Jnr found a new home,” Barry laughed. With the tip of Barry’s cock nestling somewhere in her belly, Leroy grabbed her hips and drove forward until all ten inches disappeared. “Yes, oh yes, oh fuck, Jesus wept.” Danni was babbling incoherently as the two black doorman fucked her. Her eyes looked wild and distanced while her damp hair clung to her face. They set up a rhythm between them that just drove her wild. Without realising it I was now wanking my cock as I watched them ravage her. Leroy looked at me and then grabbing Danni’s hair he yanked her head back. “In her mouth man.” Standing over Barry’s head I grabbed Danni and steered her onto my cock. She grabbed my arse cheeks and just pulled me straight in, past her gag reflex and into her throat.
It was like she was possessed by a demon. She thrashed around on the two cocks whimpering and slobbering over my own cock which never left her mouth. Leroy had sweat pouring down his face as he pistoned his huge cock into her arse. Barry was grunting that he couldn’t hold out much longer and suddenly I just saw stars. A feeling of intense pain mixed with incredible pleasure shot through my balls and into my stomach as I unloaded into her throat. I grabbed her by the back of the head and pulled tight, forcing my cock into her. I’m surprised she didn’t pass out from lack of air as jet after jet shot through my cock and into her mouth. I felt her hands on my thighs desperately trying to push me off and released my hold. As my head cleared I could hear Barry grunting and saw that Leroy was holding her tight by the hips, his cock completely buried as he shot his load up her arse. I stood back and watched as Danni screamed that she was coming, fresh spunk running from her nose and mouth before finally collapsing onto Barry’s chest. Leroy pulled out with a loud plop and Barry rolled her to one side before getting up himself.
“Man, that’s the best one yet. She sure know how to fuck.” He gave Leroy a high five and started to get dressed. “He man, you enjoy the show?” Leroy asked, “You bet, it’s just a shame it’s all over so soon.” They looked at each other. “You game for more?” I indicated yes. “What about her?” We all looked down at Danni lying on the floor with her eyes closed. Her legs were slightly spread and she had spunk running from both holes and all round her face. “Well, she’s gone this far so fuck it, lets go for it.” “Whew, looks like we got us a live one. You hang on there, I’ll be back in a mo.”
As Barry left the room, Leroy and I helped Danni to her feet. “Well?” I asked, “Enjoy it?” She flung her arms round my neck and gave a big spunky kiss. “Boy, that was the greatest.” She was wearing a grin a mile long. “Think you can handle some more?” Her big eyes shot open wide. “You’re joking right?” Before I could answer Barry returned. “OK. This way.” We ushered Danni through the door back into reception, her coat was hung in the cloakroom. Wearing just her boots and bra and dripping with spunk she was led into the main bar area and across to the bar. It was very dark and it took a few minutes for our eyes to adjust. When they did I was gobsmacked. I guess there were about 30-40 people in the room, men and women, all dressed like something out of the Rocky Horror show. Girls with leather collars and corsets, guys wearing leather shorts with there cocks hanging out the front. Some were fully dressed while others had everything on display. Danni perched on a bar stool and looked round in amazement. “Here, drink this.” Barry handed us each a glass of what tasted like sweet wine and we drank eagerly. Within minutes my head was spinning.
A girl approached. She wore a leather corset with two holes cut out for her tits and a leather dog collar with spikes fastened round her neck. She looked like some sort of zombie with her white face, jet black hair and thick black make-up. A short black leather mini skirt left her stocking tops showing. Without saying a word she leaned forward and kissed Danni full on the lips. Danni was so taken aback she just sat there. We watched as the punk licked all the drying spunk from Danni’s face before licking down across her tits, stomach and finally her pussy where kneeling before her she forced Danni’s legs apart and buried her head in her cunt. Danni rested her elbows back on the bar and tilted her head back, enjoying the new sensations the girl was giving her. Other people began to gather round, some reached out and touched her tits while others kissed her. One guy dressed all in leather from head to toe stood behind the punk, unzipped himself and started to fuck her. As another girl kissed me I felt my flies being opened and a hand grab my prick. Soft lips closed over the end and a tongue started to play tricks round the rim. Breaking the kiss I looked down to find a young man sucking me off. The whole thing was so surreal, I felt like I was standing some way off just watching.
The punk and the guy fucking her seemed to disappear as hands lifted Danni onto the bar. She was sucking another black cock while others sucked her tits and played with her cunt. As I watched some girl shove a bottle of Bud up Danni’s cunt I exploded into the guy’s mouth. Hands spun me round, two girls and a guy were kissing me and licking my body. I was gently pushed to the floor and found myself staring at four large fleshy tits. I sucked at the nearest nipple and reached out for the others revelling in the orgy of tit flesh. Something hard was poking my cheek so I turned my head. The cock slid easily into my mouth as gentle pressure was placed on my head to take even more in. Some one was rubbing her tits into my back and some thing brushed across my arse sending shivers up my spine. Through the swirling bodies I caught a glimpse of Danni on all fours on the bar, a prick in each end and numerous hands playing with her body. Another mouth closed over my own cock making me realise that I was hard again. My senses were on complete overload, lost in a world of sexual frenzy and lust. Something penetrated my arse just as the cock in my mouth was pushed savagely down my throat as it exploded. I nearly passed out with the mixture of pleasure, pain and lack of oxygen.
I gasped for breath as the cock was withdrawn from my mouth and found myself face down on the floor. The burning sensation in my arse was incredible as my fuddled brain worked out that I was being fucked. When the guy came I screamed out, feeling his hot sperm burn into me. Tits, cunts and pricks all mingled together as I was fucked and sucked. I eventually found myself on the bar with my head between Dannis’ legs licking spunk from her dripping hole. A tongue was cleaning the spunk from my arse at the same time. It seemed her whole body was covered and the more I licked the more it dribbled out. I lost count of the number of times my arse was penetrated, or a cock exploded in my mouth, it all seemed to blend into one. I ended up sitting next to Danni, her head resting on my shoulder as she too tried to focus her mind. Leroy’s face appeared and gave us another drink before disappearing into the haze.
When I finally came round I was in the anti room again, Barry towering over me. “Hey man, welcome back.” He threw me a towel. “In there man, take a shower.” “W-w-where’s Danni?” “Right beside you man.” Danni was propped in the chair fast asleep. Her bra was long gone. Her hair was matted and streaks of dry cum covered her body. “Isn’t she having a shower too?” I asked. “No man, the dogs like it this way.”
DOGS?
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I'm not sure where to begin with this one, my heads still spinning from the events of the last few days. Fact is, my new wife is becoming a slut and I'm encouraging her.
Wendy is just your ordinary plain looking girl next door. She's pretty but not beautiful with a nice body and bubbly personality. Although a little plump, I call it puppy fat; she has great legs and really big firm tits topped with very sensitive nipples. She works as a play group assistant at a local school and I met her there shortly after my wife walked out leaving me and four year Paul to fend for ourselves. At 23, Wendy was ten years my junior but we hit it off straight away. Within two weeks we were dating and nine months later we were married. When it came to sex she was totally naïve. Her one and only experience was with a fumbling teenager who according to her, popped her cherry and then lasted two to three minutes before pulling out and coming all over her tits. It hurt so much she didn't do it again.
Although she tried hard she wasn't the brightest kid on the block but with gentle persistence I slowly taught her everything I knew about sex including toys, oral and anal. Within a year She was really enjoying herself. Not only did she now enjoy sex, but, she discovered she was multi orgasmic and when excited her clit was nearly as big as her nipples, a clear sign that she was ready to fuck. And that brings me to the events of last weekend.
Friday was warm and sticky and Wendy was wearing a knee length button up the front light weight cotton floral dress, white bra and panties and some high heel sandals. With Paul staying at grandma's for the whole weekend we decided to have a meal out and then go see a film. The meal was great with plenty of wine and by the time we reached the cinema complex Wendy was well on the way. I love her like this. She gets extremely loving and very, very randy. The small cinema was packed and we ended up sitting on the back row one seat in. I had my arm round her shoulder while she nestled up against me, her left hand resting on my thigh.
The film turned out to extremely raunchy and in one scene three men broke into a house and having tied the husband to a chair they were slowly stripping the wife demanding he tell them the safe combination. With two men holding her the third ripped open her blouse and cut through her bra. He then started to tease her nipples with the knife. Wendy began to fidget in her seat. On screen the man had now cut away the woman's skirt and was running the blade over a very prominent pussy mound hidden behind some black lace panties. Wendy squirmed even more and started to run her hand along my thigh giving me a hard on. I was really surprised by her forwardness but as I leaned forward to adjust my bulge I got a real shock. The man sitting the other side had his hand half on his thigh and half on Wendy's. I pretended not to notice and leaned back. As I watched out of the corned of my eye, his hand moved completely onto her leg, just above her knee. He kept it still for a while and then started to slowly move it higher. Wendy seemed riveted to the action on the screen.
Things on screen were moving slightly faster now and the woman was being held down while the men took turns raping her in front of the husband. As I looked down again I saw Wendy's nipples straining for release and the man's hand working up under her dress. She began to fidget even more, opening her legs as wide a possible in the confined space and pulling my hand down to her nipple. It was rock hard. As the third guy fucked the helpless woman, Wendy had a small orgasm. The man's hand was now covered by her dress and I guessed her was rubbing her pussy. Just then the intermission arrived and the man hurriedly withdrew his hand and left his seat.
"Wow, that was incredible," Wendy said turning to kiss me. I didn't know whether she meant the guy fingering her or the film. "What bit did you like best?" I asked, not letting on tat I knew. "Hmm, all of it, especially when they all had her and made the husband watch." She grabbed my hard on. "I can see you were enjoying it. Would you like that to be me?" Christ, she knew which buttons to push. I suggested we leave so I could fuck her brains out but she wanted to see the end of the film. "OK then, but why don't you go to the ladies and take your bra and panties off. No one will know, and then I can fuck you in the car park as soon as the film finishes." A big smile and she was away, returning a few minutes later with her underwear stuffed in her handbag. The lights started to dim and she cuddled up again, just as the man returned to his seat. I noticed that she'd left some of the top and bottom buttons of her dress undone.
The men had now kidnapped the woman and taken her to their hide out while hubby tried to raise the ransom money. She was naked apart from her boots and was made to wait on the men as they played cards. Each man would touch her up and every now and again she was taken into a grubby bedroom thrown on dingy mattress and rapped again.
It wasn't long before the guy had his hand on Wendy's thigh again and I was dying to see what would happen when he found out she'd taken her panties off. I didn't have to wait long. "Ohhh," Wendy jumped just a little. His hand was on her cunt. I looked at my wife as this stranger fingered her. Her eyes were riveted to the screen and she was breathing heavily, but not once did she look at him. Her left hand was rubbing my cock through my trousers while with her right she grabbed my hand and placed it on her tit. Her nipples felt even bigger as I played with them through the flimsy material of her summer dress. This time She came big time making enough noise to attract the people around us. Grabbing her things I quickly dragged her from her seat, the man's fingers making a squelching noise as they left her cunt. "Car park, third floor, row D, silver Voyager in the far corner." The man nodded.
We reached the car park giggling like a couple of school kids and leaning her against the wall I felt under her dress. Her cunt was dripping. "You little slut, you let that man finger you didn't you?" Of course I knew the answer but wanted to hear her explanation. She pressed her cunt hard onto me and looked at me with lust filled eyes. "I just couldn't help myself, it was so exciting." I kissed her hard and fingered her some more. "Just how far would you have let him go, huh? Did you want to be like that woman on the film, tied up and fucked senseless by a load of men?" She came hard on my fingers, "Yes, oh God yesssssss." We moved to the car. The voyager is a big 7 seat people carrier with sliding doors and with the front seats folded forward there's plenty of room in the back. I stood her beside the open door. "Strip!" "What, here? What is someone sees me?" "Well, if it's a man then I might just let him fuck you." Looking nervously around she started to undo the buttons on her dress. I took it from her and threw it onto the front seat. She looked fantastic standing there naked apart from her heels. I started to suck her tits and finger her pussy, all the while looking for the man to arrive. It was as I had Wendy leaning back against the car, eyes shut tight and legs open wide that the man approached. I signalled him to remain silent. "Would you like that guy in the pictures to fuck you?" I asked, working her clit extra hard. "Hmm, Oh yes." I sat on the back seat and opened my fly. "Suck it." Standing outside, wearing nothing but her heels and a big smile, She leaned forward into the car and took my hard cock into her wet warm mouth.
With everything that had happened I was finding it extremely difficult to hold back, especially when she took me into her throat. "Christ you're a good little cock sucker." She smiled up at me, "Look who taught me," she replied. "Would you like some cock up your cunt now, while you suck my cock?" She looked me in the eye, "Hmmmm, you bet." I held her head firmly down on my cock as the man, taking this as his signal, grabbed her hips and guided his cock into her wet hole. She froze as he touched her firm buttocks and then tried to pull away but I held her tight. Suddenly, the man lunged forward, pushing her mouth even deeper on my cock. As he pulled back she raised her head, eyes open wide in surprise. "Oh God, he's so big." That did it for me. The sight of some total stranger fucking my naked wife in a public car park plus the fact that he had a big cock up her made me cum like never before. She tried her best to get my spurting cock back in her mouth but spunk went everywhere, over her face, in her hair and even the seat in front. She managed to get some in her mouth and after licking the last remaining drips from my wilting prick she made a big thing about scooping it all up and swallowing it. Now it was down to the man behind.
He increased his pace making her moan with pleasure and I leaned forward and played with her nipples, pulling and twisting them the way I knew she liked it. He was really going at her now, holding her hips and pistoning in and out of her willing cunt. From my position on the back seat all I could see was my wife leaning forward and the guy from the shoulders down. It suddenly dawned on me that neither of us had seen his face or even knew his name. Not that it mattered much because within seconds he was only the third man ever to shoot a load up Wendy's cunt. "Oh fuck yes, I can feel him coming." The man continued to thrust as Wendy went into her own orgasm until finally she fell forward, her head in my lap and the man withdrew. As he stood there I saw his cock for the first time. Even semi hard it had to be at least 7-8 inches long, no wonder she was loving it. "Christ that was good," Wendy said recovering enough to sit up. When she looked round the man had vanished.
Wendy put her dress back on and we drove home in silence, each deep in thought about what had just happened. Indoors she came to me and held me tight. "Oh my god, what have I done?" Tears were welling in her eyes as the reality of the situation hit home. I, on the other hand was sporting a big hard on re-running the images through my mind. "Did you enjoy it?" I asked. She looked at me as if trying to fathom the answer. I'd always taught her to talk honestly and freely about her feelings, so, taking a big breath she answered "yes, yes I did." "OK, then, lets talk about it, which bit did you like the best?" "All of it. When that guy started to touch my leg in the cinema it sent shivers through me. I was about to tell you but the film got to the rape scene and I just felt so turned on. I don't know whether it was the film or the drink but I didn't even realise he was running his hand up my skirt until I felt him brush against my pussy. It felt so wicked. Then, when you told me to take my bra and panties of my head was spinning. I wanted you to feel me but hoped that he would as well."
As she spoke I undid the buttons on her dress exposing both ripe tits with bullet hard nipples. "Go on." She held my head lovingly in her hands as I sucked on a nipple. "When the film came back on and they were touching her and raping her I just lost it. I felt so randy. And then when the man started to play with my pussy again I just exploded." By now we were both naked and heading for the sofa. "So, you enjoyed being touched up and fingered by a stranger huh?" She looked at me dumfounded. "You're right, I didn't even see his face." "No, but you enjoyed his cock didn't you." As she lay back on the sofa she grabbed my cock and guided it into her spunk filled hole. It was like swimming through cream, thick, warm and sensuous. "That was your doing, not mine," she reminded me. I was holding her nipples as I slowly reamed in and out of her used cunt. It was the best feeling in the world and she easily picked up on my excitement.
"How does that feel, do you like fucking me with all his spunk still up me?" My cock grew an extra inch. "Hmmm, I think you liked it didn't you. You're really turned on aren't you." She was teasing me now but knew that I loved every minute of it. "Did you like watching that big cock fuck me. Ohhhh, he was soooooo big. Did you like that, huh?" I had unconsciously speeded up and she was thrusting her hips up to meet my every thrust. "Did you like me sucking your prick while that BIG cock fucked me, huh baby, did you?" She kept emphasising the size of the guys cock as though taunting me about it. But strangely enough, the more she talked about it the more turned on I got. "And what about you, did you enjoy acting like a fucking slut, letting a total stranger finger your cunt and then fuck you?" We were going at it like steam trains, each getting off on the others taunts. "Your just a cock hungry slut, a fuck whore, how'd you like that huh, you like being a whore?"
We were driving each other crazy and I was now pumping her cunt like fury. "Next weekend I'm going to take you out dressed like a slut and let loads of other men fuck you. Let them spunk up your whorish cunt and in your mouth, is that what you want?" As she screamed yes we both hit the roof. I shot so much spunk my cock and balls actually hurt. Wendy lifted her hips of the sofa taking me with her and driving my cock in to the limit. She grabbed both her tits and savagely squeezed them as her body shook, settling into a series of smaller jerks until finally she collapsed back onto the sofa totally exhausted. We both agreed that it had been the most exciting thing we had ever done and I for one can't wait until next weekend. Wendy's agreed to come to a porn cinema dressed in stockings.
Should be fun.
Authors note: Most of us write just for the sheer fun of it. Sometimes it's based on fact and other times it's pure sexual fantasy. I write about things that turn me on and from the numerous amount of feedback I receive it turns a lot of other people on as well. I always look forward to booting up the PC and reading the replies, most of which are positive and some downright exciting. However, there seems to be an element out there that don't know how to enjoy a story for what it is, a story. They have to comment on the punctuation, the composure of a sentence, the use of adjectives etc. They're so brave they don't even leave a reply e-mail address.
So, to all you sad pathetic wankers who don't know how to enjoy yourselves, I've only one thing to say. GET A LIFE!
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Dogging is a term used in the UK for car park sex.
I couldn't believe my luck. I was only a hundreds yards into the woods and there was my neighbour, up against a tree, skirt round her waist, blouse open exposing two very large tits while some guy I'd never seen before hammered away at her cunt. I always carry my digital camera and managed to get off a few good shots before Rex caught the scent and went charging towards them barking like mad. They were trying to cover up as I retrieved the dog but I knew she'd recognised me.
A few days alter there was a ring at my door. "Mrs Reynolds, what can I possibly do for you?" Now Mrs Reynolds and I just didn't get on. Ever since she moved in with her bullyboy husband I'd had problems. He was a long distance lorry driver and a drunk. Every time he was home, he'd have a night on the town then come home and knock her about a bit. Twice he and I had come to blows when I'd been forced to intervene at some unearthly hour of the morning, the last resulted in him being arrested and slung in jail over night. Instead of being grateful that I'd saved her skin, the bitch dropped all charges against him and filed a complaint against me. Thankfully it got thrown out of court but it did little for our relationship. Now she was standing on my doorstep.
It was the first time I'd ever really seen her close up and in daylight. She was about 40 and must have been a real looker in her younger days. Long blond hair and bright blue eyes but her greatest assets were her tits; they were enormous. "I err, I came to explain about Saturday," she began.
"What's to explain?" I said smugly, "you were being shagged up against a tree and I've got the pictures to prove it."
She went deathly white. "Wh – err, what um, what are you going to do with the pictures?" she finally stuttered.
I played my ace. "That's easy, I was planning to give them to your husband, then, after he's killed you, he'll get banged up for life and I can get some fucking peace and quiet!" I slammed the door in her face. The bell rang again. "Yes?"
"Look, I know I've been a bit of a bitch but can't we work this out?"
"And just what did you have in mind?" I asked.
"Well, I thought say £100 and you destroy the evidence."
"Sorry? £100 pounds? I think you'll find they're worth a lot more than that."
She reacted angrily. "OK, £500 but that's it you arsehole, now give me the fucking photos."
Well now, I don't know about you but when some one starts to threaten me, it sort of puts my back up, especially when I'm holding all the cards. "Come in," I said pleasantly standing to one side. She stepped into the hallway with a smug grin on her face. "I knew you'd see reason, now, where are they," she said cockily reaching for her chequebook.
I grabbed her hair and flung her against the wall. "Now you listen to me you cock sucking little whore, if you want those photo's it's going to cost you more than money." She stood there visibly shocked, trying to take it all in. "To start with you can show me your tits."
Instead of opening her blouse as I'd envisaged, she shouted, "Fuck you," and legged it out the door. I really thought I'd fucked up and spent the day waiting for the police to arrive but nothing happened.
By evening I decided to call her bluff. Waiting until her husband arrived home and taking a large buff envelope I knocked at her door. She opened it. "Good evening, is Mr Reynolds in please, I have a special delivery." She went into complete panic. "Who is it?" a drunken voice yelled from within. "Nothing love, it's just Sally Army collecting money."
"Tell them to fuck off and get yer arse back in here, and shut that fucking door, you're letting the heat out."
"Oh my God, please, he's been drinking and he'll kill me, please I'll do anything, look." She undid her blouse and right there on the doorstep scooped both tits out and offered them to me. "Please, I'll come round tomorrow when he's gone to work, he'll be away for three days and you can do what you like with me, pleeeeeeease."
"OK. But I want you in stockings, suspenders, high heels, under the nipple bra, short skirt and see through blouse. Oh yeah, put some tarty make up on and shave the cunt, I hate getting hair in my teeth. I'll pick you up at 7." She stuffed her tits away just as her husband started to bellow again.
Her old man left around lunch time and I tried to imagine what was going through her mind as she got herself ready. At dead on seven I knocked the door. She opened it and peered round the gap. "Come in, quickly." I entered the hall and she shut the door behind me. WOW! She looked absolutely gorgeous. Her make up was real tarty with thick black mascara and bright red lipstick. She was wearing a sheer black blouse which clearly showed her 40DD's struggling to contain themselves in a shelf bra. The bra had a little 'V' shaped cut out where the nipples poked through. This was complemented by a short red silky skirt, seamed stockings and some very high heels. She stood leaning against the wall. "Well?"
"Very nice Mrs Reynolds, very, very nice."
"The bedrooms up here, lets get it over with." She started towards the stairs.
"Whoa, not so fast, I thought we could head for the woods, seeing as you like outdoor sex so much." Now she was completely flustered. "I can't go out looking like this!" I grabbed a long coat from the closet and threw it at her. "Here, put this on then." We took her car with me driving and her looking extremely uncomfortable in the passenger seat. "Loose the coat." She shot me a look but as instructed removed the coat and threw it in the back seat. "Good, now lift the skirt, I want to see your stockings." She hiked the skirt up round her waist revealing a skimpy pair of black transparent panties covering a freshly shaven cunt. "Hmm, very nice, why don't you play with it." She started to protest but I simply held up the envelope. "It's up to you, either you do exactly as I say or I make sure your old man sees these." Very reluctantly she opened her lovely long legs and started to caress her pussy.
I was determined to push her to the limit. I wanted to humiliate and degrade this bitch and by the time I was through she was going to be my complete fuck slut. She was rubbing her pussy through her panties and obviously just going through the motions. "If it's not dripping by the time we get there then I'm going to offer you to the first bloke we see." She stared at me in disbelief and as I stared back reality hit her. Sliding down lower in the seat, she started to play with her nipples making them stand out really hard. Then one hand went down to her pussy only this time it went inside her panties. This was more like it. As I pulled into the woodland car park I could hear it starting to squelch. Parking in a secluded corner I reached over and felt her cunt. It was wet but not exactly dripping.
I'd brought her to a place called Simon's Wood. It's a well known meeting area for swinging couples, exhibitionists and voyeurs. Reclining her seat and opening the electric window I went to work on her tits, undoing the blouse and sucking on each nipple until I thought it would burst. At the same time I replaced her hand with mine and started to play with her pussy. I love smooth cunts and there's nothing better than cupping the entire cunt mound in your hand before slipping a finger between the wet warm lips. I did this a few times, each time running my finger higher until eventually I was rubbing against her clit. By now she was lying back with her eyes closed as I helped myself.
As I had hoped, it wasn't long before the first shadowy figure approached the car. He stood near the passenger door looking in, all the time playing with his exposed prick. "Take your panties off" She raised her hips and slipped the flimsy material down over her thighs. As she did so I lifted her short skirt making sure our peeping Tom got a good view of her shaven mound. As he stood there openly wanking I stuffed two fingers up her cunt and really went to town. She still had her eyes closed and was moaning with pleasure as she approached her first orgasm. That's when I abruptly stopped. "What the ..." She looked up at me with pleading eyes. "Out of the car." Peeper moved into the shadows as she exited the car, the courtesy light illuminating her state of undress. "Good, now lean in and suck my cock. Oh, and lift your skirt up over your arse." I moved over to the passenger seat and lowered my trousers. "Can't you at least turn the light of?" she asked. "What, and miss seeing you with a mouthful of cock." Nervously she looked around her before slowly bending forward towards my rampant cock. "Are we forgetting something?" She flipped the short skirt up exposing her naked arse and cunt to anyone that happened to look.
"Good, now suck it and you'd better not spill any." Oh, the feel of her hot mouth round my cock was just exquisite and knowing that we were being watched made it even better. She slowly got into her stride and was slurping away nicely when peeper appeared again. He stood a few feet behind her taking in the view, his fist pumping his cock like fury. This time I caught his eye and using the good old international sign language indicated that he should give her one. He dropped his trousers and shuffled up behind her. As her grabbed her hips she froze and tried to pull away but I held her head tightly against my cock. "Oh my God," she spluttered as he entered her wet cunt. "You just keep sucking like the good slut you are." As the guy behind rammed forward she was pushed down onto my cock again. She opened her legs even wider to balance herself and I watched as he fucked her hard and fast. Her big tits swung free of the bra and I toyed with the nipples as we continued to use her. As peeper approached his climax another guy appeared and stood watching and wanking. I pushed her head even further down on my cock and felt her gag as I probed the back of her throat. "Argh yes," Peeper yelled as he pumped her full of spunk. He pulled out with a noisy plop and moved aside as the other guy took his place.
He only lasted a few strokes and as he pumped her cunt full of fresh sticky sperm I erupted into her mouth. "Oh yesssss, swallow it bitch." She was gulping madly, trying to keep up with my shooting cock. The guy fucking her disappeared back into the woods and finally I allowed her to stand up. "You bastard," she said, tears running down her face. "You let those men rape me." I removed her blouse and skirt and leaning her back against the car felt between her legs. "Remember I said I wanted it dripping, well it's not there yet." I told her to walk over to a picnic table a few yards away and lay on her back. What a fantastic sight. Her arse shone in the moonlight as each cheek swayed up and down and her big tits seemed to wobble in time to it. With her black stockings and high heels she looked every bit the slut. As instructed, she laid back across the rough wooden table, her tits pointing skyward. I lifted her legs over my arms and positioned her just over the edge. "Now we can make it really wet."
I adore sloppy seconds. There's no other feeling in the world that compares. That warm sticky gooey feeling as your cock head fights it's way through the sticky mess that some other man has just left is out of this world. I reached forward to play with her nipples and built up a steady rhythm. Having already cum once I was in no hurry and the feel of her cunt made me want to prolong it as long as possible. Unfortunately that wasn't to be. As I happily pumped away a gang of youths surrounded us. "Fuck me, what we got ere?" one of them said. "Is that your missus mate?" Another asked. A black youth was standing near her head rubbing a considerable bulge in his jeans. Without slowing my pace I said, "her mouths empty." He didn't need telling twice and as he undid his fly a long thick black cock sprung out hitting her across the face. Without being told she took it straight in her mouth. I came like a freight train filling her cunt for the third time in less than an hour.
"Help yourselves lads," I said pulling out. There were five in all, three white and two black. As she sucked on the black cock in her mouth the three white guys took turns fucking her cunt. None of them lasted more than a few minutes and all had shot their loads before the guy in her mouth. "Fucking amateurs," he said pushing her of his cock and taking his place between her legs. He was definitely the biggest cock there and he took great delight in slowly pushing it in until she was screaming for him to take it easy. "Oh fuck, it's too big, please, go easy, oh yes."
"Gonna fuck you in places these white boys only dream about," he said laughing. "We don't call him Donk for nothing," one of the white boys replied. As Donk picked up the pace the others fed their cocks into her mouth and played with her tits. The other black boy just stood and watched. "Here it cum bitch," Donk Yelled holding her tight and ramming it home. She screamed so loud we thought the whole world would hear. When he finally pulled out her cunt was literally dripping with pussy juice and spunk.
"He Bro, you want some." His black friend approached the bench and stared at the dripping cunt in front of him. "Turn her over." They repositioned her so she was laying face down across the bench, her tits crushed against the rough wooden surface. The boy lowered his pants and pulled out a cock a little shorter than his friends but almost twice as thick. He ran the cock head up and down her dripping snatch coating it with a thick mixture of bodily fluids. Then, without warning, he pushed it into her arse. We had to gag her quickly she screamed so loud. As her sobs reduced to a whimper the gag was replaced by a cock and once again she was serviced at both ends at once. "Oh yeah, dis bitch is real tight bro," he said pushing it home inch by painful inch.
Her ordeal lasted about 2 hours in total, with each lad fucking her two or three times each. Of course they all wanted to fuck her arse and by the time they were finished it was dripping as much as her cunt. She had bite marks on both tits and her face and hair was covered in drying spunk. Surprisingly, her stockings were still intact and as she stumbled back to the car I watched as great gobs of white gooey spunk collected on her black stocking tops.
I made her sit like that on the drive home and we certainly got some funny looks as we waited at traffic lights or pulled alongside other vehicles. In just her stockings, suspenders and shoes she laid back and closed her eyes, totally spent from the nights events. But it was far from over yet. I wanted her degradation to go even deeper.
I drove to an old warehouse only a few hundred yards from where we lived and parked round the back. I'd often walked the dog here late at night and knew the place would be crawling with dossers and tramps. "Out." I instructed. Without a murmur she got out of the car. Taking her hand I led her inside the dingy building and immediately saw my target. A few yards away a fire was burning in an old drum, a sure sign that someone was there. As we got closer I could make out three dingy old men sitting close to the fire, drinking from a bottle. "Ere, what the fuck do you want?" one of them said. "The lady wants to get warm, you don't mind her sharing your fire do you?" I pushed her towards them. "Fucking hell, she's starkers!" The three men rose and moved towards her. "Oh no, not them, please, not them." She was trying to hide herself behind me but I pushed her forward.
"See how cold she is, look at these." I thrust her tits towards them making the nipples stick out. The nearest one stepped into the light of the fire. He was filthy. His hair was collar length and obviously hadn't been washed for years. His teeth were yellow and both his face and hands looked like they were caked in mud. He wore an old duffel coat and trousers tied up with string. He reach one grubby hand forward and tentatively tweaked her nipple. "What d'ya want with us?" he asked. "Nothing, simply to enjoy the fire," I replied holding her still while he touched her. "Cost ya," he said slyly. "Oh I'm sure we can come to some arrangement," I said holding her arms tightly behind her back forcing her tits out even more. Another one stepped forward and looked her up and down. He seemed a little better dressed than his friend and a whole lot cleaner. "She for us?" he asked. "Why not," I said holding her still.
Pushing the filthy tramp out of way the second one took control. "Aint ad a bit like this for a long time," the old boy said running his hands over her body. The dirty tramp tried to muscle his way back in only to receive a blow to the guts. "Sorry bout im, ain't got no manners. Now, you come and sit ere pretty one." He led her to a pile of what looked like old sheets and sat her down. "What'll she do son?" he enquired. "Anything you want." Mrs Reynolds had gone into zombie mode and as the old boy prised her legs apart she simply complied. "Seen some action ain't she son," he said running his fingers across her soaking wet cunt. He played with her cunt with one hand while releasing his prick with the other. "Ere sweetheart, you play with this for me." He placed her hand on his cock and she immediately started a slow hand wank. Then he offered his cum soaked grubby fingers to her mouth and made her lick them clean. "Does she suck?" The thought of taking his smelly old cock into her mouth caused her to groan loudly. "Sounds to me like she'd love to."
Grabbing her lightly by the hair he steered her face towards his cock. He was about average in size and already rock hard. She poked her tongue out and took a tentative lick before he roughly pushed her head forward making her take two thirds of it into her mouth. "Good little cock sucker ain't she son." The third tramp had remained seated so far but now crawled forward until he was sat beside them. "This is Sid, ees OK, not like that dirty old bastard over there, oh yea, and I'm Arry." It was ironic really, these two were not as dirty but they certainly weren't clean. Sid started to finger her cunt as 'Arry continued his assault on her mouth. "Alright if Sid fucks er, ee ain't ad no cunt for a long time." We positioned her on all fours and as 'Arry fed his cock back into her mouth Sid crawled between her legs and started to rub his cock up and down her crack. "She's all fucking wet," he exclaimed, "Good," said Arry, "that means she wants it." Sid, who was definitely a few bricks short of a full load considered this for a moment and then showing a big toothless grin he grabbed her hips and rammed his cock up her in one. If it wasn't for 'Arry 's cock in her mouth she would have screamed blue murder. As Sid withdrew I could see why. He was bigger than both the black lads both in length and width and even though she was well fucked he must have pushed through into her womb. The two old tramps continued to fuck her until first Sid and then 'Arry deposited their loads in her relevant holes.
She fell back on the filthy make shift bed exhausted, degraded and abused. The two tramps thanked me and ambled of. I sat beside her playing with her big nipples when I realised that the dirty tramp was still there. He was sitting a few yards away watching and playing with his cock. "You want to fuck her?" I asked. "Oh no please, not him, no more, please, he's filthy." She begged and pleaded with me, all the time trying to crawl further away from the man. He moved beside her and with me holding her down he leaned forward and sucked on her bruised tits, his grubby hands contrasting against her white tit flesh. She closed her eyes tight and looked away. Satisfied with his fill of tit he licked down her body causing shivers of disgust to run through her until her reached her pussy. Forcing her legs apart he started to lap at her cunt eating the freshly deposited spunk and lapping at her clit.



He knelt between her legs and opened them wider, forcing her onto her back. She was now looking at him as he devoured her cunt and started to moan every time he licked her clit. I gently played with her nipples as he ate her. She was whimpering now and every now and then a tremor coursed through her body. She started to raise her hips against his mouth and was holding his head in place, her fingers entwined in his filthy greasy hair. "Oh God, don't stop, please, don't stop." For a minute I thought she'd died. Her whole body went rigid and she stopped breathing. Her cunt was pushed hard against the tramps face and her fingers were turning white holding him in place. "Yesssssssssssss..." It was as though all the air was suddenly expelled from her body and she felt like a rag doll as she slumped down on the mattress. The tramp crawled up her body, his face and chin glistening with her juices. She raised her legs as he entered her and wrapped them round him as he fucked her.
It suddenly dawned on me, throughout the whole experience, this was the first time she had come all day! She stared up at him as he relentlessly fucked her and came several more times, each orgasm seeming to last longer than the last. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard, c'mon you dirty bastard, let me feel that cock up my cunt, oh yes, use me like a whore, harder..." She was really getting off on this filthy tramp fucking her and I suddenly felt a pang of guilt that I'd dragged her so far down in the gutter. He fucked her to several more orgasms before pulling out and spraying what seemed like gallons of spunk over her entire body. The first few shots covered her hair and face with some of it landing in her open mouth. The rest coated her tits and cunt until with a final tug the last drop landed on her clit. Like the others before him, the old tramp collected his things and melted away.
I pulled her to her feet. She was as filthy as the tramp by now with mud and god knows what clinging to her arse and legs. Now her stocking were ripped to pieces and her thighs were covered in a drying crust of spunk. She stank like a men's urinal after a football match. There was no way she was getting into the car like that so with her high heels click clacking on the tarmac I made her walk the 100 or so yards to her house. Opening the door I pushed her inside and suggested she had a bath. Later that nigh I pushed the envelope containing the photo's through her letter box.
Her old man returned a few days later and the arguing started as before. The following weekend I saw him leave and a little while latter the bell went. I opened the door to find Mrs Reynolds standing there in her long coat. "Mrs Reynolds, what can I possibly do for you?" I asked. She opened the coat to reveal the same sexy outfit as before. "I just thought you might like a drive to the woods."



        