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Watching My Bully’s Son Take My Wife on Her Birthday


I sat on the edge of the bed, waiting on Ella to come out of the bathroom so we could go out to a club for the first time in years. I’d been ready for a while, but she’d been taking her time showering and putting makeup on. We were going out to celebrate her birthday, and it was one of those big milestone numbers, so I know she was both excited and nervous at the same time.

She came out of the bathroom naked, her hair, freshly dyed black with a fiery red streak in the front, still damp. My eyes were, as they always are, drawn to her full, large breasts with their perfect nipples. Her nipples were in what I like to call their “crinkly” stage, full of delicious texture I love to run my fingers over. They get like that when she gets cold… or horny.

I watched her get dressed, one of my favorite pastimes. She slipped on lacy black panties before sliding into a pair of tight black leggings which really showed off her ASSets, if you know what I mean. She reigned in those massive tits with a sheer white bra which offered the support she needed while also allowing her pretty nipples to poke through the bra and whatever shirt she was wearing.

I blinked when I saw the shirt she pulled out of her dresser.

“You’re wearing that?” I asked her when she slipped on the T-shirt I’d bought her as a gag gift.

She looked down at the tight red t-shirt and the white letters printed there before looking back at me and shrugging. “Thought it might be fun. Do you not want me to?”

I stared at the words on the shirt: “Sorry you had a bad day--you can touch my boobs if you want,” and felt my face flush. I wondered if it was as bright red as the T-shirt.

“Would you actually…” I started to ask.

Ella shrugged again and walked closer to me. She leaned forward so that her big tits were almost touching my face while she gently ran her fingers from my knee to my crotch. Suddenly, she grabbed my cock through my pants.

I was a little surprised at how hard I was; I hadn’t noticed before then.

“Feels like you want me to,” she said, giggling.

I swallowed hard. “It might be fun,” I said, without much confidence.

Ella stood up. “Here,” she said, walking over to the closet. “I’ll wear my sweater--I’ll probably get cold anyway--and can button it up if either one of us starts getting uncomfortable with any attention my shirt gets.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling some amount of relief.

“Besides,” she said, rolling her eyes, “with all the hot young things that are bound to be there, I doubt anyone will take a newly minted 50-year-old up on this offer anyway.”

---

I gripped the steering wheel to keep my hands from shaking as we drove to the club. It wasn’t that the thought of strangers groping my wife’s big, beautiful tits was unappealing. Quite the contrary, as I’d often fantasized about Ella having sex with others while I watched. We’d even roleplayed about it in bed, and--at my urging, she’d begun posting her nudes on Reddit, where I encouraged her to, uh, interact with thirsty dudes who commented on her photos or sent her lewd private messages. She’d even started to let me get her off with a large vibrating dildo while she messaged with these guys, many of whom would send her dick pics.

She was adamant that she’d never take it any farther than that, that she’d never actually fuck someone else, no matter how much I might think I’d enjoy it. And I was fine with that, really. As much as I fantasized about it, I realized that fantasies and enjoyment in reality are often two very different things.

This was evidenced by how nervous I was that she was wearing the shirt she was wearing.

My anxiety was helped somewhat by the fact that we were going to the Stonewall, the area’s only remaining gay nightclub. We hadn’t been in almost 30 years, but it was Ella’s favorite place to go out on the rare occasion we did. She was pansexual, but that wasn’t really the reason she liked it. She enjoyed the boisterous, colorful atmosphere, the drag shows, and the easygoing, judgment-free vibe of the place. And obviously not every guy who went there was gay—case in point: me—but there would be far fewer straight men there than at most clubs.

I parked the car down the street from the Stonewall. I didn’t notice until we got almost all the way to the door that Ella had left her sweater in the car. I mentioned this to her as I opened the door for her, and she said she’d send me back after the sweater if she got cold.

It seemed she’d already forgotten the other reason for bringing it.

Inside, a thin dude with short, bright blond hair took our money and had me stand with my arms away from my body.

“Just a quick weapons check,” he said as he quickly patted me down. He laughed. “That gun you’ve got bulging out the front of your drawers is the only type we allow in here.”

Once again, I hadn’t realized I had an erection, much less a big enough one that it could be seen in a dimly lit area, pressing against my jeans. Behind me, Ella giggled.

“Well, hello there, gorgeous,” Blondie said, looking my wife up and down. “I haven’t had a bad day, but… do you mind?”

Ella glanced at me only briefly before turning back to him, and she said, “Go for it.”

And with that, Ella’s tits were groped before we even made it into the club. I knew the guy was gay--don’t judge me for this, but you could tell by his demeanor and speech pattern--but still, my cock twitched at the sight of his hands all over my wife’s chest.

Once Blondie was done fondling Ella’s boobs--and, really, he was only doing so for a few seconds--she took my hand and led me into the club.

It was much the same as I remembered it. Ear-splitting pop and techno music played constantly. Just inside the entrance was situated a small bar, beyond which was a massive open dance floor. On the far wall was a small stage with large cages on either side. It wasn’t extremely busy tonight, but there were plenty of people--mostly hot young things, as Ella had said, of various genders--dancing on the floor, up on the stage, and in the cages.

We made our way to one of the benches that lined the right-hand side of the dance floor, passing by a set of steps that led up to an area of the club that we’d never explored back in the day. On the opposite side of the room from the benches was a doorway leading into a room that we knew was used for drag shows and other performances.

I went to the bar and got us a couple of sodas. We sat on the bench for some time, sipping our drinks and watching the action on the dance floor. Ella tapped her foot in time with the music, and I knew she was getting bored just sitting there.

“You should go dance,” I said to her.

“You should come with me,” she replied, her hand on my knee.

“I don’t dance,” I said.

She sighed loudly. “I know, I know. I wish you did.”

I shrugged. “I also don’t drink anymore either, which is the other main reason people come here. I know I’m not much fun.”

“Hey,” she said, putting her arm around me. “I’m proud of your sobriety. A lot of people I know can’t make it to five years.”

“Thank you,” I said, side-eyeing the bar and wondering if I’d make it to six.

“Go on,” I said. “Get out there. See if that redhead you’ve been staring at will dance with you.”

Ella slapped me on the shoulder. “I have not been staring.”

“Uh-huh,” I muttered as she got up and made a beeline for the redhead in question.

I watched as my wife began dancing next to the redhead, who smiled at her and moved closer. Normally shy and hesitant to talk to strangers, Ella seemed almost immediately comfortable with the other woman, laughing and dancing so close to her that their hips periodically touched.

Watching the two of them together, I’ll confess that this time I was well aware of my erection.

I didn’t mind at all when the redhead, after leaning in and saying something to my wife, began fondling Ella’s tits. Unlike the bouncer, the redhead spent a good amount of time doing so, even gently squeezing Ella’s nipples through the fabric of her clothes. By this point, Ella had her arms around the redhead’s neck as they danced, and the other woman groped Ella’s boobs, and my erection had grown to quite painful levels.

They danced and groped and laughed through two more songs before separating. The overhead music paused so a booming voice could announce that a drag show was starting in two minutes. The dance floor crowd dispersed quickly, most of them going into the other room to watch the show. Ella’s face was as red as her shirt when she walked back to me, her legs unsteady. She sat down next to me and blew out a big breath.

“Enjoy yourself?” I asked.

She suddenly looked worried. “Was that okay?” she asked. “I didn’t mean to--”

I laughed. “It’s okay. I… enjoyed the show.”

She looked down toward my crotch and put her hand on my knee. She moved her hand toward the quite obvious tent in my pants.

“I see that now,” she said, laughing.

We sat there for a bit, laughing and talking about Lyla (she of the red hair). Ella had learned that Lyla was 35 years old, so a bit older than most of the crowd here, and a lesbian who had a thing for older women. I pressured Ella to see if Lyla was open to more than just dancing and fondling Ella’s boobs, and Ella seemed like she was opening up to the idea. She was just about ready to get back out on the dance floor to search for her sexy new friend when Gage approached us.

He was a skinny kid who I guessed to be in his early 20s, so about the same age as our son, Zach. Long brown hair, patchy beard, intense blue eyes. To me, he looked like he might be in a struggling local band.

He was the type of guy I knew Ella fantasized about whenever I told her what a fine cougar she’d be, and he couldn’t take his eyes off of her T-shirt. Something about him seemed eerily familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what. I was certain I’d never seen him before in my life.

“Hey, guys,” he said, as if he was an old friend, the comfortable way he spoke to us reinforcing that feeling of familiarity.

“Hi there,” Ella said in an overly friendly tone, or so it seemed to me.

“I’ve been watching the two of you for a while,” he said. “I think it’s really cool that people your age would be hanging out at a place like this.”

People our age? I was gathering my thoughts, worried about Ella’s reaction to this, given it was her 50th birthday. I was ready to give this guy a piece of my mind when I heard my wife laugh.

“And how old do you think we are?” she asked him.

“I think he’s probably 50-something,” the guy said, nodding toward me. “You… you’re probably around… 40. No offense.”

“Oh, none taken,” Ella said, that overly friendly, almost flirty, tone still in her voice. I hadn’t taken my eyes off the young guy, but I knew she was probably blushing.

Is it possible to hear when someone blushes? Because I thought I did.

“And how old are you?” Ella asked him.

“Just turned 20,” he said. “Was I close with you guys?”

“With him,” Ella said, playfully nudging my shoulder with hers. “You were a little off with me, but I certainly don’t mind. Even if you were just being nice.”

“Not at all,” he said. “You don’t look a day over 40. You look better than a lot of girls I know who are my age.”

“Oh, stop,” Ella said. “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

“Will it, now?” he asked, a smirk forming on his thin lips. “In that case, we should get to know each other a little better. My name’s Gage.”

“Ella,” Ella said. “And this is my husband, Dwight.”

“Please to meet you,” Gage said with a dramatic bow. I was growing to hate him, but the bow didn’t help matters.

“I couldn’t help but notice you eyeing my shirt,” Ella said. “Have you had a bad day, Gage?”

“Not incredibly so, unfortunately,” he said.

“Oh,” Ella said. She sounded disappointed. “That’s too bad.”

“I mean, compared to meeting you lovely people, I suppose the rest of the day has been quite a downer,” Gage said. “Does that count?”

“What do you think, honey?” my wife asked me. “Does that count as a bad day?”

I hadn’t said anything since Gage approached us, and I didn’t feel like doing so now. I got the feeling I’d just look like an asshole and maybe piss off Ella if I protested after encouraging her to get her freak on with Lyla. I just shrugged.

“Guess it counts,” Ella said.

Gage wasted no time, moving to stand in front of Ella. I tried not to look, but out of the corner of my eye, I could see his legs pressing into her knees, and then, a moment later, Ella spread her legs to allow him to get even closer. He stepped between her legs and began caressing her tits.

“Oooooh,” Ella moaned. It was a little over the top. I couldn’t tell if she was exaggerating or not. I thought she might have been, the way porn actresses try to make you think they enjoy every moment of whatever is happening to them.

Thinking about my wife and porn actresses at the same moment didn’t help my growing unease.

I felt Ella shift next to me and turned to look at her. She’d moved to the edge of the bench, pressing her crotch against Gage’s legs as he continued to manhandle her boobs. My mouth opened and closed as if I was trying to say something, but I couldn’t think of what to say.

Some possibilities occur to me now: What the hell are you doing? Also: Stop that! And: Your shirt says nothing about letting him grind his leg into your pussy!

But I seemed to be shocked into silence, watching helplessly as my wife began raising and lowering her hips, moaning louder now and moving her center up and down along the young guy’s legs as he was getting rougher and rougher up top. She had her eyes closed, head thrown back. Her left hand was gripping my thigh with more strength than I thought she had in her.

And, despite my inner protestations that I hadn’t been able to verbalize, my cock was raging against the confines of my jeans. I would’ve been embarrassed at my erection, but it’s not like either of them was paying much attention to me.

It doesn’t happen all the time, but occasionally my wife will orgasm very quickly. I can always tell when it’s going to happen because she looks and sounds just like… well, the way she looked and sounded as she rubbed herself against this strange young man.

“Oh my God, Dwight,” Ella said, barely audible over the din of the music. “I think I’m going to…”

She didn’t finish her sentence, but I almost said, “No shit, Sherlock.”

She picked up the pace of her grinding, and Gage seemed to respond in kind with his fondling. He alternated between squeezing her breasts and tweaking her nipples (something she always tells me she doesn’t like, but her response to him sure seemed to contradict that).

I fought the urge to get my cock out and start stroking it as I watched my wife on the brink of an orgasm given to her by another, much younger, man.

But then, Gage stopped touching her boobs and suddenly pulled away from her. Ella’s legs snapped shut around the Gage-sized hole suddenly there, and she whined in protest.

“How about a drink?” Gage said as if nothing had happened. “My treat.”

“I don’t drink,” I said. Oh, sure, now you can talk…

“Ooookaaayyy,” Gage said, rolling his eyes. “You seem fun.”

“Watch it, asshole,” Ella said. “Dwight’s worked hard on his sobriety, and I’m proud of him for it.”

I smiled and said, “Thanks, honey.”

“Apologies,” Gage said. “I meant no offense. That’s awesome, really. You’re stronger than I am, for sure.”

“I’ll have a beer,” Ella said.

I turned to my wife and blinked. She shrugged as if to say, “What?”

“And you, Dwight?” Gage said. “I assume a Coke’s okay?”

“Sure,” I said. “Diet, please.”

“You got it,” Gage said, turning to go to the bar.

“You okay?” Ella asked. “You’re acting weird.”

“I’m good,” I said.

“Okay then,” she said.

The way she said it made me instantly regret my lie, and I was about to clarify some things. But then Gage reappeared, holding two clear plastic cups. He handed me my Diet Coke and gave Ella her beer.

“Hope Bud Light’s okay,” he said to her.

“It’s perfect,” she said, setting her cup on the little table next to the bench. “Thank you.”

I sipped my drink, noticing that it tasted like regular Coke instead of Diet. I didn’t say anything about that, just like I didn’t say anything about the other stuff that had been on my mind. “You’re not drinking?”

Gage shook his head. “I had some soda earlier, and I’m the designated driver for my friends,” he said, looking around. “Wherever they are. I seem to have lost them.”

I raised my eyebrow. How responsible of him.

“Mind if I sit?” Gage asked, motioning toward the very small space between Ella and me.

“Not at all,” Ella said, nudging my leg. “Scoot over, honey.”

I did as she said and Gage made himself at home between us.

I drank my Coke as they chatted. I couldn’t hear what they were saying over the noise of the club, but there was lots of laughter involved. At one point I saw, out of the corner of my eye, that Gage had his hand on Ella’s knee. I know it might seem like I was reading too much into that little event, but it felt like things were quickly spiraling out of my control and I didn’t like it much.

At least, most of me didn’t like it much. Down below, the tent in my pants seemed to be larger than ever. The bustle and din of the club and all its occupants were quickly fading into the background as the only two things I was aware of were Gage’s hand on Ella’s knee and my continuing erection.

Suddenly, Gage stood, and I noticed he held Ella’s hand in his. I shot my wife a questioning look, and she smiled.

“He dances!” she mouthed to me, and I thought, well of course he does.

They took to the dance floor and began moving to the music. They stayed a respectable distance apart at first and remained that way throughout an entire song. I was amazed at their restraint. When the next song began, though, they moved closer and closer until her arms were around his neck, much the same way she’d been earlier with Lyla.

I looked around for the sexy redhead, wondering if even she’d be enough to take Ella’s attention away from her new boytoy. I didn’t see her, and when I turned back to my wife and her young new friend, I knew the answer.

She was now facing away from Gage, her ass pressed against his crotch. His left hand was holding onto one of her tits while his right had found its way into the front of her leggings. She had her head thrown back so that her cheek was against his, her face red, and her heavy breathing noticeable even from where I sat.

He’s fingering her, I thought. Right there in the middle of the dance floor, where everyone can see.

Not that anyone was paying attention. Anyone but me, I mean.

I fought the urge to stop them, not just because I didn’t want to embarrass Ella or get into an altercation with someone less than half my age but also because… part of me (yes, that part) was enjoying the show almost as much (okay… as much… maybe more) as when my wife had been carrying on out there with Lyla.

And I reasoned that it might not even be entirely Ella’s fault. I knew she always got extremely horny when she was drunk. Yeah, she’d only had one beer, but Ella usually abstained from drinking out of solidarity with me, and it probably wouldn’t take her much to get at least a bit tipsy. I looked over to the table next to the bench where she’d set her beer cup and…

It was still full. It didn’t look as if she’d taken even a sip.

I looked from the full beer cup back to the dance floor, where Ella and Gage were now kissing each other as he fingered her. She was in full control of what was happening, and it looked like she was enjoying every second of it.

Which, I mean… of course she was, but that realization was still somehow shocking. I sat there, stunned into inactivity as the 20-year-old, who was probably part of a failing local band, was once again getting my wife off.

I still couldn’t shake the feeling that he looked familiar, but I know he wasn’t someone I’d likely run into in my day-to-day life. He was the same age as our son, but I didn’t remember Zach ever mentioning a friend named Gage. Just to be sure, I pulled out my phone and opened Facebook, going to Zach’s profile. I searched his friends for the name “Gage,” and a sense of dread threatened to overwhelm me when I saw the young man who was now fingering my wife pop up.

Hey, Zach, your friend’s got his fingers in your mom’s pants right now.

I shook my head as if I could dislodge that horrible little sentence and clicked to open Gage’s Facebook profile. He wasn’t very active, which I didn’t find unusual. A lot of younger people don’t even bother with Facebook like those of us in our 40s and 50s. Zach only ever seemed to use his to like and reply to posts that Ella shared with him.

Gage’s most recent post, in fact, was from July of last year, when he wished his dad a happy birthday. When I saw that post, I realized why he looked so familiar, and I felt like I forgot how to breathe.

Gage’s dad was Hank Derringer.

Hank Derringer, my old high school bully.

Hank Derringer, the guy who Ella went to prom with because I’d been too scared to ask her.

Who only asked her to prom because he knew I liked her.

Who fucked her after prom and made sure to tell me about it while beating me up for the tenth time.

I’d thought I was over all of that, as horrible as it had been. I ended up with Ella after we started college, and she never talked about Hank. She never once seemed to look down on me for the fact that Hank had emasculated me in nearly every possible way. She’d only ever built me up, made me feel strong and needed.

Made me feel like a man.

And now all of that was threatened, as I watched my bully’s son pleasuring her on the dance floor.

They weren’t kissing anymore, but he still had his hand down her leggings. She was gyrating her hips, but it wasn’t because of the music; no, she’d abandoned all pretenses of dancing, and it was obvious she was getting closer and closer to orgasm at the hands of Hank Derringer’s son. It would only be a moment before Gage made her come like his father had done over 30 years ago.

But, just as he’d done when she was grinding against his legs, Gage stopped, pulling his hand out of her pants. Ella continued to move her hips for a moment after that, almost as if she was chasing the climax he’d denied her once again.

She swirled around, almost comically, and shot him a frustrated look. He just laughed and leaned in closer to her, saying something into her ear. She nodded vigorously.

They parted ways, Ella walking toward me, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe the worst of it was over, and I’d been worried about (almost) nothing.

“Hey there,” she said, her face still flushed. “You still doing okay?”

“Sure,” I lied again for some reason. “He have to leave?”

“Just using the restroom,” she said. “Trust me, he’ll be back.” Then she sighed heavily and laughed.

“Do you have any idea who he is?” I asked her.

“He’s Gage,” she said, with a dreamy look in her eyes. “And he’s a hell of a… dancer.”

I didn’t see much dancing, I thought but didn’t say.

“His last name is Derringer,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “How’d you find that out?” She glanced down at my phone, still in my hand. “Are you stalking him online?”

“No,” I said. “I mean, yeah, sort of. Did you even hear what I said?”

She nodded, growing annoyed. “You said his last name is Derringer.”

“Right. As in Hank Derringer.”

Her eyes grew wide. “Oh, shit.”

“That’s right, ‘oh, shit,’” I said. “He’s Hank’s son.”

“That can’t be right,” she said.

“Why? Just because of how horrible it is?”

“I don’t know what to say,” she said, looking away from me with a disappointed look. “Except… he’s not his father, you know. We can’t hold that against him.”

“He’s also friends with Zach,” I said. “I doubt they’re close friends, but still.”

“Wow,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s just go before he gets out of the restroom.”

“I don’t want to,” she said.

“Excuse me?”

She didn’t respond, instead looking up and smiling at Gage as he walked back to us.

“Everything good?” Gage asked, looking directly to Ella.

“I think so,” she said. “How about you, Dwight? Everything good?”

Everything most assuredly was not good. I didn’t even want to be breathing the same air as the son of the man who’d made my life a living hell for four years, who’d fucked Ella before I did and who’d told me how much she’d liked his long, thick cock as he shoved my face into the mud while three of my friends watched. I couldn’t bear to look this young man--who could’ve been a perfectly nice, normal guy, who was guilty only of being the son of the worst human being I’d ever encountered--in the eyes.

And I definitely couldn’t bear the thought of him doing what it was obvious he wanted to do to my wife.

And what Ella obviously wanted him to do to her.

So why didn’t I say no? No, everything is not good. Everything is very, very bad.

My hands resting atop my inexplicable erection, doing a piss-poor job of hiding it, I shrugged and said, “Sure.”

“Okay,” Gage said, holding out his hand to Ella. “Shall we?”

I felt sweat forming on my forehead as I watched their fingers touch a moment before his wrapped around her hand. She stood with his assistance. I expected them to return to the dance floor, but instead, they moved off toward the left. I glanced at Ella’s beer cup again before watching to see where they went.

It was still full. Wherever she was letting him lead her, it was with her full and sober faculties.

When I turned back in their direction, I panicked. I almost didn’t see them through the darkness and the crowd. I caught a glimpse of them going up the stairs, to the upstairs portion of the club Ella and I had never been in.

I’d always assumed it was just another dance floor with a bar, as you could sometimes hear different music playing from up there during rare moments when the “main” music downstairs was paused. I noticed a sign on the wall next to the stairs, so I thought I’d go see what it said.

I immediately saw that my assumptions about the club’s upstairs were very, very wrong. The sign read:

This way to CLUB HEDONISM,

The Stonewall’s club-within-a-club

where pleasures come out to play

and anything goes!

By going upstairs, you consent

to see unfettered acts of sexual

debauchery and depravity!

Feel free to take part in whatever

you’re comfortable with--but be sure

to get your partner’s consent first!

I reread the sign two more times. I looked at the stairs, knowing I had to go up there, but I was frozen in place. If I didn’t go up there, if I didn’t see what they were up to, I could pretend nothing happened.

But that was ridiculous. It’s not like I’d believe nothing happened, and maybe whatever happened wouldn’t be as bad as what I’d always imagine. Wouldn’t it be better to know? Wouldn’t it be better to see it with my own eyes as my wife had another cock besides mine for the first time in 30 years?

My own cock continued to strain against the inside of my pants, as if pointing the way to the stairs I knew I had to ascend.

It was even darker upstairs than downstairs, the only light source a handful of overhead strobe lights that lit small areas of the room for only a moment at a time. It took a moment for my eyes to acclimate to the darkness. I looked around the large open space, seeing various bodies on various black leather couches and chairs, and some on the floor, in various stages of undress. Most of them were men, but I recognized Lyla’s bright red hair between the legs of another woman, who was thrashing about on a leather chair in a fit of Lyla-induced pleasure. I wondered if Ella would regret missing out on her first-ever girl-on-girl experience because of Gage, but I doubted she would.

Tearing my eyes away from the sapphic pleasure happening before me, I finally found Ella and Gage. I was not prepared for what I saw.

They were sitting on a couch, fully clothed, just chatting. I started to walk over to them and was stopped by a pudgy guy wearing nothing but leopard-print boxers.

“Hey there, Daddy,” the guy said, putting his hand on my chest. “Looks like my prayers have been answered!”

“Sorry, but I’m not your type, trust me,” I said. “I’m here with my wife.”

He looked in the direction I was and saw Ella and Gage. “That may be, but are you sure she’s here with you?”

I ignored the jab and walked away, irritated by his laughter.

Ella looked up at me and smiled. “We waited for you.”

“Why?”

“She said you’d want to see,” Gage said. “I don’t get it, but, man, if it’s your thing, I’m down for it.”

“You do want to see, right, honey?” Ella said, sliding off the couch and positioning herself between Gage’s legs.

“I… I don’t know,” I said, finally being honest.

Ella reached for Gage’s zipper. “Well, you better figure it out pretty quick,” she said, unzipping his pants. “Or go back downstairs.”

I sat on the couch, less than a foot away from where my wife was pulling another man’s cock out of his pants. I’d fantasized about this moment for years, but now that it was happening, it took everything I had in me not to reach over and snatch her hands away from Gage, even as his rod swelled and lengthened within her grasp.

It was longer than mine, but not depressingly so. It was also a bit thicker, its pronounced veins giving Ella a texture she seemed to find fascinating as she ran her little fingers over them. Precum on its tip glistened sporadically from the overhead strobe lights.

My wife stroked him for a few minutes, putting what I call her magic hands to good use. Gage, whose bigger size gave Ella more real estate to work with than my perfectly average-sized cock, seemed to enjoy her work as much as I always do. She started off by gently fingering the underside of his tip, teasing little but intense jolts of pleasure from him, giggling along with every gasp that escaped his mouth. Painful waves of jealousy washed over me because I knew exactly what he was feeling, and a selfish part of me believed that feeling, at least when created by my wife, belonged to me and me alone.

Then, just like with me, she began rapidly stroking, quickly building up an almost overwhelming need to come, before slowing down and barely touching his cock with her fingers. When she did this with me, she could make it seem like it would last forever, getting closer and closer to the point of no return before pulling me back, until I was practically begging for release.

I had a feeling she wouldn’t invest the same amount of time in Gage.

And I quickly saw that I was correct.

She stuck her tongue out and, looking directly at me, bent forward to start licking him.

Starting with the underside of his tip, her favorite part to tease, she ran her tongue all over his cock. Lapping up his precum, she worked it and her own saliva around and around his tip before working her way down the shaft to his balls. Stroking him again, Ella kissed and gently nibbled at his balls and then licked her way back up to the tip of his cock.

And then, again looking directly at me, opened her mouth to take him inside.

Ella sucked Gage’s cock, bobbing her head up and down. His size gave her enough room to also stroke him with one hand while she did, and his increasingly erratic moans and gasps made it clear she was trying to get him to come as fast as she could.

I watched in awe as she worked at Gage’s cock, jealousy at war with my growing arousal. I can’t say I might not have chosen a different way for things to have worked out this evening, but I was beginning to become more comfortable with things. As much as seeing the 20-year-old come in my wife’s mouth might traumatize me, at least it might mean he’d be too spent to actually fuck her, right?

Two things about that, though: I’d forgotten what being 20 was like, and that I’d been able, once upon a time, to come twice in quick succession a few times. Also, my wife wasn’t going to let him off that easily.

Or, rather, get him off that easily.

Just as I was sure he was going to erupt into her pretty little mouth, she stopped sucking, stopped stroking, and pulled away from him entirely. His hips raised into the air as if trying to follow the source of pleasure that had suddenly been denied him.

By that point, I knew she didn’t intend on denying him that pleasure for long. I didn’t even need to see her push down her leggings, her panties going with them, to know it.

Discarding her T-shirt and bra now, too, she climbed onto the couch between the two of us, her upper half resting on my lap, her lower half completely and obscenely exposed to this 20-year-old son of my high school bully.

“Get it out,” she told me.

I blinked at her, unsure what she meant, until she nodded her head toward my erection. Quickly getting over my offense that she didn’t unzip me and pull my cock out like she had Gage, I did as she said.

She wriggled her ass in Gage’s face, and he took the hint, moving up onto his knees behind her so he could eat her out as she started stroking me. She licked at my tip as he licked at her lower lips, and after a moment, started sucking me. I can’t say that the vibration that shook my cock, caused by her moans due to Gage’s oral manipulation, was the worst thing I’ve ever experienced.

I wouldn’t last long, and maybe Ella realized that. Maybe she also realized that if I came, I might be even less okay with how things were progressing than I already was.

Maybe.

At any rate, she eased off on her attention to my cock, at first taking her mouth away and just gently stroking me but then stopping that altogether, too. She continued to hold my shaft, the only movement it got being caused by Gage moving her body as he went to town on her pussy with his mouth.

“Ohhhhhh mmmyyyyyy Ggggodddddd,” she muttered, her speech as slurred as it would’ve been had she actually drank the beer that Gage had bought her. “Dwight, baby, he’s going to make me…”

And then she squealed, gripping my cock so much that it almost hurt. As her body convulsed through her orgasm, her hand shook my rod just enough to push me over the top. I tried to resist, tried to hold back, knowing the two of them weren’t finished and I’d enjoy it more without coming first, but I couldn’t.

I came just as she released her grip on me, several pathetically small spurts of cum leaping into the air a few inches above my cock, which twitched comically without her holding it. I think it was the first ruined orgasm I’ve ever had.

“Oh my God, I am so--” she started to say, but her sentence was cut off by another squeal as her eyes went wide.

I looked up behind her to see Gage, his left hand on her left hip, his right apparently being used to work his big cock into her pussy.

I started to ask if he was wearing a condom, but I didn’t have it in me at that point.

I sat there, my deflating cock poking through my zipper and my cum drying into my jeans, as Gage railed my wife. Ella bounced against me, squealing and moaning and gasping, as the son of my bully slammed into her again and again and again. His staying power was, I must say, impressive, and she had at least one more orgasm before he was finished.

Gage slammed into Ella so hard it shoved her face into my cock and held himself still for a moment before moving slowly in and out of her again. His grunts told me all I needed to know about what was happening down there.

When he was done, he got off of the couch and zipped up his pants. Ella collapsed onto the couch and was so quiet I thought she might have fallen asleep.

Gage gave her a playful pat on her bare bottom before saying, “Well, it was really nice meeting you guys. Take care.”

And then the polite bastard strolled off.

I didn’t know what to say as I began gathering her clothes, and she didn’t say much, either. I asked her if she wanted me to go get some paper towels or something to clean herself up, and she shook her head. She stood, and when she raised one leg to try to put her panties back on, I saw a thin line of Gage’s cum seeping down the inside of her thigh. I looked from it down to my crotch and was surprised at my erection once again.

I was rock-hard and raring to go. Like I was 20 goddamn years old again.

I looked at my wife, and she looked at me and smiled. She gasped as I shoved her back down onto the couch.


My Glorious Birthday Gift


Chapter One

The redhead on the laptop screen opened her mouth to receive her fifth load of cum as the blonde in my bed -- my wife, Lorin-- absent-mindedly stroked my cock. Lorin was barely paying attention to the video I’d selected. I, as usual when it came to beautiful ladies getting mouths -- and faces -- full of cum, couldn’t look away.

“So you haven’t answered me,” Lorin said.

“What was the question?” I somehow managed to get out somewhat coherently, watching the redhead swallow Load Number Five.

“I asked you what you wanted for your birthday,” she replied.

“You know I never know that,” I said as the redhead moved to the hole on the other side of the small room she was in. Instead of another cock, a hand poked through the hole, reaching for the redhead’s tits.

“I told you I’d give you anything you wanted,” Lorin said.

The hand mauled the redhead’s tits.

I laughed. “Anything?”

“Anything,” she repeated, increasing her stroking speed. “After what you got me for my birthday, I figure it’s only fair I go all out for yours.”

I smiled. It was no secret how big a deal her birthday gift had been. I’d secretly saved money for and planned a trip to New Orleans during Mardi Gras. It was something she always talked about wanting to experience, but thought might never happen. This year Fat Tuesday happened to fall on her birthday, making the whole thing even more special.

Lorin had enjoyed the entire experience, but she particularly liked flashing her tits to get beads. It wasn’t strictly necessary — there were “family-friendly” areas and parades where simply asking for beads would net you a good haul, but Lorin wanted the whole tradition. She walked away with more beads than she could carry, and seeing her enjoy displaying herself so freely put all sorts of naughty ideas in my head.

The hand that had been tweaking the redhead’s nipples retracted, replaced by the owner’s sizable cock. The redhead dropped to her knees and commenced sucking.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” Lorin asked. “An enthusiastic blowjob.”

It was a pretty common thing she usually did for my birthday and other assorted special occasions, so I couldn’t blame her for thinking that’s what I had in mind. But I suddenly had a flash of inspiration which I figured Lorin would shoot down as soon as I mentioned it.

But she did say anything.

“No,” I said. “That’s not it.”

“Oh, really?” she said, moving down so her mouth was inches away from my cock. She stopped stroking and instead moved the tips of her fingers up and down my shaft, barely touching it.

“Really,” I said.

She moved her face even closer to me, and I could feel her hot breath on my cock. The redhead shoved her face closer to the hole as the man on the other side shot Load Number Six down her throat.

“Then what do you want?” Lorin asked. “The sky’s the limit.”

Be careful what you ask for, I almost told her.

“I want that,” I said, nodding to the screen.

She giggled. “You want to go to a gloryhole?”

“Sort of,” I said.

She sighed. “I know we’d talked about getting freaky, and I know I made out with that guy in New Orleans, but I’m not sure I’m ready for you to get your dick sucked by a stranger.”

“You made out with two guys,” I reminded her. “Not that I was counting. Or complaining.”

“So, now you want to mess around because I did?” she asked, pulling her hand away from me.

She sounded upset. I hadn’t wanted to make her feel bad about this stuff. I had the exact opposite intentions.

“I don’t want to mess around,” I said.

“But you said you wanted to go to a gloryhole.” She resumed barely touching my cock.

“I want you to do what she’s doing,” I said.

Lorin laughed. “Yeah, right.”

“I’m serious,” I said. “And I want to watch.”

“I can’t do that,” she said. “It’d be like cheating on you.”

“Not if I asked you to,” I said. “Especially if I was there.”

“I barely give you blowjobs,” she said. “What makes you think I’d be willing to do that for strangers?”

“When you’re in the mood to give one, you’re really good at it,” I said.

She laughed. “Is it even possible to be bad at it?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said, remembering one girl from college who couldn’t seem to understand how much teeth could hurt sensitive areas.

Lorin suddenly licked my balls, her fingers still playing up and down my shaft. On the laptop screen, the redhead was getting fucked from behind by another dick poking through a hole.

“I can’t believe you want to see your sweet, innocent wife in a gloryhole,” she said and then licked the underside of my cock head.

The redhead screamed out, apparently from an orgasm. If it wasn’t real, she faked it well.

“Sucking someone else’s cock,” Lorin said. “Maybe even letting someone I can’t see fuck me like that.” She nodded to the screen. “Is that what you really want for your birthday?”

“Yes,” I whispered, not even sure if she could hear me.

“Maybe I should do it,” she said. “Maybe I should just see how much cum you’d watch me swallow before you had enough.”

I came. She was barely touching me at that point. When it happened, she pulled away completely, letting my dick just flop helplessly as a few spurts of cum landed on my stomach.

The redhead opened the door of the gloryhole and invited a couple of guys standing outside into the room with her.

Lorin closed out the video, found one with two women eating each other out, and spread her legs so I could mimic the on-screen action.

We didn’t say another word about my birthday wish until the following day.


Chapter Two

My cock got rock hard when Lorin spooned a mouthful of corn flakes into her mouth. It wasn’t the corn flakes that did it, of course. It was the little bit of milk left on her lower lip. The little bit of milk that started to run down her chin before she wiped it away.

“That’s hot,” I said.

She laughed. “You’ve got a one-track mind.”

“Have you thought about it?” I asked.

“About what?”

“My birthday gift. You know.”

She rolled her eyes. “Why would I think about it?” she asked. “You weren’t serious, were you?”

Moment of truth time. My heart pounded. My fantasies about her and other men weren’t exactly secret, but they tended only to come out when we were fucking or watching porn together. It would be very easy to say they were just fantasies, that I’d never want something like that to happen for real.

It was much harder to admit just how much I wanted my fantasies to come true. So hard, in fact, I hadn’t been able to bring myself to tell her how much I’d wanted her to bring one -- or both -- of the guys she’d kissed in New Orleans back to our hotel room.

“I was,” I said finally, just in time to stop her from saying something that might change the subject. “Totally.”

She sighed. “Why would you want that? Do you want, what, an open marriage? So you can fuck around, too?”

“No,” I said. “I mean, that’d be okay if you’d want to talk about it later. But if that’s off the table, I’m fine with it.”

“So, you want me to give who knows how many unseen strangers blowjobs while you watch?”

I nodded.

“What would you get out of it?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m just really turned on by the idea of watching you. Like I do when you masturbate. Like you’re performing for me.”

“You want me to be your personal porn star?”

I paused. Her tone was devoid of emotion. I couldn’t tell if she was offended by the idea, but I knew there was no time to hide anything or mince words.

“Yes,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “Fair enough. What would I get out of it?”

I laughed. “You’re kidding, right? You’re saying the thought of doing something like that doesn’t turn you on?”

It was her turn to think about being honest. I imagined wheels turning in her head as she wondered whether she should admit to something we both knew was true. The sex we had that night in New Orleans was the best we’d ever had, and no one could deny a big part of it was her making out with strangers in a bar.

“Of course it does,” she said finally. A wave of relief washed over me, even though she broke eye contact when she said it.

“But?” I said, sensing a “but.”

“But I’m scared,” she said. “I was terrified the morning after that night in New Orleans.”

“Terrified of what?”

“That I’d crossed a line,” she said. “That I got carried away and let things go too far. That you’d resent me.”

“The only thing I resent is that things didn’t go further.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “If you’d wanted to fuck one or both of them, I’d have been fine with it.”

“Why didn’t you say something?” she asked.

“I guess I was scared, too.”

“Scared of me leaving you?” she asked. “Because that’s what I’d be worried about if I let you mess around.”

“No, not that,” I said. “For some reason, I’m confident you won’t. I was scared you’d think it was weird. Or that it meant I didn’t love you or cherish the sanctity of marriage or whatever.”

“You wouldn’t look down on me for being a slut?” she asked. My cock twitched at the word “slut.”

“Not at all,” I said. “I have the utmost respect for sluts.”

That got a laugh out of her.

“It’s probably a moot point,” she said. “Where are we going to find a gloryhole around here?”

“I know just the place,” I said. “You know that adult video store across from Walmart?”

She nodded, eyes wide. “The parking lot is always packed, and I always wonder why.”

“That’s why,” I said. “Gloryholes.”

“Makes sense,” Lorin said. “I thought it might be drugs, but…”

“Nope,” I said. “Gloryholes.”

“Can I ask how you know about it?” she asked suspiciously.

“Lee told me.”

She rolled her eyes. Lee is a guy I work with, who she dated briefly before she and I got together.

“I know, I know,” I said. “I know you’re not his biggest fan.”

“That’s putting it mildly,” Lorin said. “The guy’s a major creep. I’m just glad I never slept with him.”

“Well, he claims there are gloryholes there. And guys pay for it. The shop and the women split the money.”

“How much money are we talking about?” she asked.

“No idea,” I said, surprised -- but delighted -- she was curious about that. I wouldn’t have thought the money-making possibilities of my birthday wish would’ve interested her, but if it helped convince her, I wasn’t going to argue.

“Sounds illegal,” she said. “How do they get away with it?”

“The police chief knows all about it,” I said, repeating what Lee had told me. “He’s got a soft spot for sex workers and makes sure they stay out of trouble.”

She rolled her eyes. “He’s probably their biggest client, then.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know about that. But I think it’s legit.”

“I don’t know about any of this,” she said.

I put my hand on hers.

“Look, I don’t want you doing anything you really don’t want to do,” I said. “But I’m not going to lie and say I don’t desperately want you rethinking what that looks like.”

“I did say anything,” she said.

I smiled. “You did.”

“Okay,” she said. “I’m not agreeing to do this for sure.”

“But?”

“But maybe we can check out the video store and talk to the owner or something,” she said. “See how it works. And if it’s even possible for me to do it. They might not be hiring for gloryhole girls or whatever they’re called.”

My heart was racing so fast it was uncomfortable. And my cock… well, it was in serious need of attention, and I told Lorin that.

She took care of me after we finished our corn flakes.


Chapter Three

The owner of Vixen's Den was entirely different than we expected.

Not that we should have known what to expect. What type of person owns and runs a small adult video and novelty store with paid gloryholes? It’s just another business, after all. Despite Lorin’s misgivings about partaking in such activities herself, she thought sex work was a valid and unfairly maligned profession.

And it should go without saying I had no problem with such things.

We just weren’t expecting the sex shop owner and gloryhole organizer to be a sweet older lady who could’ve been anyone’s grandmother. She wore her white hair in a bun and her thin, angular eyes--amber in color--seemed to be overflowing with youthful vigor.

“Welcome to Vixen's Den,” she greeted us from behind a glass counter as we walked in. I wondered if she said the same thing every time the door opened or if it was only because she hadn’t seen us before. Inside the case that made up her counter were various sex toys like dildos and vibrators and other things I didn’t recognize.

The only other person in the shop was a tall, muscular black man standing, arms crossed, on the other side of the room.

“Hi there,” Lorin said.

“My name is Vixen,” the old woman said, bowing slightly toward us with her hands together. “What brings you in today?” I grinned at the sound of the line I use all the time in my job as a computer sales advisor.

“We’re actually here about the gloryholes,” Lorin said. I grinned at Lorin being so forward, so seemingly eager.

“I see,” Vixen said, her eyes moving from Lorin to me. “It’s early in the day, so I only have one open right now. But she’s one of my best.”

“We don’t want to… play,” I said, searching for the right word. “Lorin here is interested in being a… what do you call them? Gloryhole girl?”

Vixen laughed, raising an eyebrow as she looked my wife up and down. “That term works. Are you sure about this, honey?”

Lorin shook her head and smiled meekly. “No, not really.”

“I thought as much,” Vixen said. “But don’t worry. Most ‘gloryhole girls’ aren’t sure about it until they’re in the room with the first cock in their mouth.”

My wife, who is famously hard to embarrass, turned several shades of red.

“Did you know most gloryholes around the world are for gay men?” Vixen asked as if teaching a class on the subject. “And even the ones frequented by straight men often have men on the other side of the hole.”

“I’m guessing the straight men who visit them don’t know that?” I asked.

Vixen shrugged. “Sometimes they do. But if they can’t see the person attached to the mouth, it makes it easier to imagine whatever they want to imagine.”

“So, do you have men in your gloryholes?” Lorin asked.

“Only on certain nights which we advertise in advance,” Vixen said. “Otherwise, my ‘gloryhole girls’ are, in fact, girls.”

“And how much do you charge for your services?”

When Vixen mentioned the amount, neither of us could believe it.

“That seems like a lot of money.”

Vixen shrugged. “It’s the price some men are willing to pay to ensure the gender of the person on the other side of the hole.”

“So, if I was interested in being one of your gloryhole girls, what’s the process?” Lorin asked.

My cock was so hard it hurt.

Vixen went over the details, including how the payment was split and how everyone involved must provide proof of regular STI testing. Lorin made sure to ask if it was okay if I was in the booth with her to watch. Vixen said it was, but if I couldn’t handle it like some men couldn’t, she’d have Louie -- the large black man who’d done nothing but watch us from the other side of the room -- take care of me. I didn’t want to know what that might entail.

Vixen gave Lorin a booklet with additional information, and Lorin said she’d be in touch.

When Lorin turned to ask if I was ready to go, she glanced down at my crotch and saw my pants comically tented outward.

“So, Vixen, you say the girl on duty right now is one of your best?”

---

I never thought I’d find my cock poking through a hole into a stranger’s mouth, much less that my wife would be the one guiding it there.

“This really isn’t necessary,” I told her as she unzipped me and took me into her hand. “I wasn’t looking for a quid pro quo or anything.”

“I know,” she said, smiling a wicked grin. “But I want to see this from the guy’s point of view before I make my decision.”

My cock throbbed against her palm.

“And don’t tell me you don’t want this.”

“I didn’t say that,” I said. “Just want you to know I’d never do this if you weren’t here.”

She kissed my cheek. “I know. Now, enjoy.”

Vixen had said the girl on the other side of the hole was one of her best. I had to wonder who the best was because this one was pretty fucking amazing. Of course, not seeing her as she used the perfect mix of fingers, tongue, and throat enhanced the sensations. As did my wife, whispering in my ear the entire time things like “Are you imagining that’s me on the other side and you’re someone else?” and “Do you really want some stranger to come in my mouth the way you’re going to in hers?”

The answer to all her taunting questions was an enthusiastic “yes,” and I’m embarrassed to say I had the quickest orgasm of my life.

The gloryhole girl finished up and gave the head of my cock a little kiss. Lorin pulled me back through the hole and zipped up my pants.

“The look on your face,” she said, fingering the hole in the wall. “The thought that I might cause that look, even if I can’t see it… the whole idea of not even being able to see who’s on the other side...”

“So, you’re going to do it?”

She looked away for a moment, and I was worried about what she was thinking. But then she looked back at me, and I saw fire in her eyes.

“Do you still want me to?” she asked.

I did.


Chapter Four

I thought I might wear out some of our living room carpet as I paced. The big night had arrived, and Lorin got ready in our bedroom. She’d teased me all day long with how she would prepare for our night of debauchery but refused to let me be in the room as she did so.

I’d finally decided to sit down and try to watch TV while I waited. I’m not sure how long I sat there, and I can’t tell you a thing about what was on the screen during that time. When Lorin stepped into the living room, everything except for her faded away from memory, from perception, from existence.

She’s always beautiful, and sexy, and eye-catching. But now, all of her attributes were accentuated by her makeup and her clothing. Her blond hair framed a perfectly made-up face, featuring bright red lipstick and enough eyeshadow and mascara to cause those “black tears” I like so much in porn videos. You know what I’m talking about -- when the actress gets so sweaty, it looks like she’s crying, well, black tears.

But I digress.

And then something unexpected happened. As I looked my wife over, admiring the way her tiny breasts seemed so much bigger in the skintight, skimpy, black dress she’d selected, a wave of trepidation washed over me. I suddenly couldn’t imagine sharing any part of her with anyone else. Stupidly, I didn’t even want another man to look in her general direction.

Yeah, it was a bad time to be feeling those kinds of feelings.

“Everything okay?” she asked, eyeing me suspiciously.

No, it’s not okay, I wanted to say. I can’t let you do this, I know you want this, and I thought I did, too, but I don’t, and I can’t let this happen.

“Everything’s fine,” I said, hoping the cracking of my voice didn’t alert her to my actual thoughts.

“You’re having second thoughts,” she said.

I nodded. “Maybe a little.”

She caressed my cheek, and I steeled myself for an argument. As much as I felt like I was dying inside now, this had been my idea, and she was into it. I couldn’t let her down. I knew exactly what she was going to say: It’s okay, honey, if you’ve changed your mind, we can back out. I’d never do anything that might cause you grief.

Instead, she smirked and said, “Get over it. This is happening whether or not you want it now. It’s happening whether or not you’re even there.”

Who the hell was this woman, and what had she done with my sweet, thoughtful wife?

And why was I hornier than I could ever remember being?

---

Lorin teased me during the entire drive to Vixen's Den.

“I wonder if I’ll get to suck any really big cocks,” she said. “You know, I figure most guys are probably like you -- big enough to get the job done but nothing spectacular. But it might be nice to have something a bit more substantial for once.”

Her words were tiny knives stabbing at my heart -- small enough not to cause fatal damage but painful nonetheless. My mind reeled as I thought about how the pain in my chest, and in my gut, was second only to the pain of my cock straining against my jeans.

“I’m not wearing panties,” she said and left it at that. Implications hung in the air.

Occasionally she’d reach over and rub my crotch, pulling her hand away if she sensed I was too distracted to pay attention to the road.

“I was going to say I can’t believe you’re letting me do this,” she said. “But we’re beyond that, now, aren’t we? Part of you doesn’t want me to anymore, does it?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. Part of me wanted to turn the car around and drive back home, where I’d tear that tiny dress off of Lorin and fuck her until she couldn’t even think about having another cock in her mouth.

Another part of me wanted to see my wife on her knees, drowning in the cum of other men.

The only question was, which part was bigger?

I was about to find out. I pulled into the parking lot of Vixen's Den. It was packed, as Lorin had said before, as it often was this time of night. I wondered how many of the cars belonged to men who were here for the gloryholes.

Lorin apparently was wondering that, too. She shivered as she looked at all the cars.

“I’m so nervous,” she said, no hint of the teasing bravado she’d displayed for the last little bit.

“We can leave if you’re uncomfortable,” I said. I’m not sure how much of that was for her benefit and how much was for mine. “And I just happened to think… what if Lee is here?”

I shouldn’t have brought up her ex-boyfriend, and I felt bad when I saw her literally shudder at the thought. I thought I’d just said the one thing that would make her run away from this fantasy of mine and never look back.

“I’ll never know, right?” she finally said. “If I don’t have to see him, I don’t have to think about it. So it’ll be like it never happened.”

“I guess.”

She laughed. “And I thought I’d be the one getting cold feet. C’mon. Let’s make this a birthday gift you’ll never forget.”


Chapter Five

Lorin squealed when Vixen told us everyone was waiting for her. There were other gloryhole girls on duty that night, but Vixen had played up having a brand new one as a big event, so the turnout was even bigger than usual.

I felt dizzy when I realized that every car in the parking lot was there because of my wife. And when Vixen mentioned that most cars had brought multiple patrons, I thought I would pass out.

Lorin was beside herself with nervous anticipation. Despite not having partaken in any mind-altering substance for over a week, she seemed almost drunk or high. This was intentional, she had told me: she wanted to go into this night with as clear a head as she could manage.

With Louie standing guard in the main room, Vixen led us back to the gloryhole area. We walked down a hallway, a strong bleach smell permeating the air. We passed a few doors behind which we could hear muttered voices. We didn’t see anyone as Vixen led us to the room where the action would happen, but we could hear -- feel -- the presence of many men all around us.

We entered a small room with a padded floor. On opposite walls were holes trimmed in plastic. They were just the right height for Lorin’s mouth if she was on her knees, and other exciting parts of her body if she was standing. There was another door on the wall facing the one we entered, latched from the inside. A single folding chair sat in the middle of the room.

The holes were bigger than the one I’d been sucked through a few days before. They were rectangles, over a foot tall and four inches wide. They were large enough for someone to reach a whole arm through easily and, more important, to easily see us both if they looked. Since the idea of anonymity had helped Lorin consider doing this, I figured she might have second thoughts now that she saw it wouldn’t be nearly as discrete as we had assumed.

I figured wrong.

“I’m going to make myself more comfortable,” she announced, nodding toward one of the holes. “In case any of these guys wants to get a little handsy.”

Lorin moved the folding chair from the middle of the room to the corner where I was standing. She slipped out of her dress and bra. Since, as she’d told me earlier, she wasn’t wearing panties, my wife now stood completely naked in the middle of a gloryhole booth.

I thought I might vomit.

She got on her knees in the center of the room. The holes on either side were close enough for her to touch both simultaneously, and she did so, letting her fingers rest along the bottom of each.

“I wonder what they’re waiting for,” she whispered to me, looking up at me with eyes full of lust.

My heart pounded. I had broken out into a sweat at some point. My legs were so shaky, I had to sit down on the chair.

A cock appeared through the hole to Lorin’s left.

Despite her bravado on the ride here, she looked up at me with questioning, almost pleading eyes. She was on her knees in a gloryhole booth, inches away from the first cock besides mine she’s seen in person in years… and she was asking permission.

This is it. Do or die.

I nodded my head, and she smiled.

She took it in her hand, this strange cock, and it twitched. It was smaller than mine, which made me instantly feel better. I know it’s silly, but for some reason, I imagined the whole night would feature impossibly long cocks that would make me feel even more uneasy about this than I had been.

She began stroking it, and it stiffened, growing just a tad bit longer but still shorter than me at my best. She moved her head toward it, opening her mouth, but she stopped. She took in a deep breath, and I was convinced she was going to call the whole thing off. It was no doubt strange to have another man’s dick in her hand, but having it in her mouth was a whole other level.

She’s not going to do it, I thought as I let out a sigh of relief. Until that moment, I didn’t realize just how badly I wanted to keep the fantasy as far away from reality as possible.

Needless to say, I was a ball of conflicting emotions when she raised her hand, making the cock point straight up, and licked the underside in one motion from base to tip.

The guy on the other side moaned as she slid his cock inside her mouth, continuing to stroke him at the same time. She slurped away enthusiastically as she picked up the pace of her stroking. It was apparent she wanted to get this first one to its destination sooner than later. She wasn’t trying to give a good blowjob necessarily; she was trying to make him come as quickly as possible.

I felt like crying as I watched my beautiful wife doing everything she could to get another man’s cum in her mouth, but my cock betrayed my underlying desires. I somehow resisted the urge to take it out and start stroking, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back for long.

Lorin looked up at me as best she could while she worked. I have no idea if she could tell how conflicted I was, but it didn’t give her pause if she did. She was a cock-sucking machine, my sweet, previously innocent wife, and I didn’t know whether or not to hate what I’d turned her into.

The guy on the other side knocked on the wall, which we both knew to mean he was about to unload his hot, sticky mess. Even after watching her devour this strange cock for the last couple of minutes, I wasn’t sure Lorin would let the guy come in her mouth. She rarely swallows me, after all, and sometimes has trouble not gagging when she does.

Let’s just say this was a night of many firsts.

Lorin pulled away from the cock but kept stroking. She looked me in the eyes and smiled. I figured she would let the guy paint her face with his cum, but I was wrong yet again. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue under the tip of the cock, squeezing it as the guy grunted.

Thick, milky cum erupted out of the guy and across her tongue. She giggled as it happened, not breaking eye contact with me the whole time.

Who was this creature -- this beautiful, cock-sucking, cum-guzzling creature?

She swallowed it effortlessly. I don’t know how, given all the trouble she’s had with me in the past. She stuck out her tongue to show me there was none left there and then licked the guy clean, savoring the remnants of his salty emissions. She gave the head of his cock a kiss before he retracted it.

A second cock immediately appeared through the other hole. If the first one had alleviated at least some of my concerns over inadequacy, this one had the complete opposite effect.

It was as long and thick as many you see in porn, dark brown with bulging veins. Even before my wife put her hand on it, I could tell she’d have trouble wrapping her fingers entirely around it.

“Holy fuck,” she said, giggling, and she may as well have stabbed me in the chest.

Lorin turned to face the long black cock so she could give it her full attention. I’d been right about her struggle to contain it with just one hand, and she quickly figured out she’d need both hands to properly stroke it. She did that for a while, seemingly hesitant to have something so large inside her mouth.

As she stroked the black guy, a hand reached through the hole behind her and touched her lower back.

“Oh, God,” she muttered as the hand slid from her lower back to her ass.

I watched in horror as the unseen man’s fingers slipped between her ass cheeks, making their way to her exposed holes. He didn’t seem to linger on the tighter of these two holes, instead making his way quickly to her pussy.

I looked at Lorin’s face to see her reaction, but she had her eyes closed as she continued to stroke the giant cock in front of her. We hadn’t discussed what was about to happen; this was supposed to just be about her sucking cocks. Wasn’t she going to stop this other guy from penetrating her?

Apparently, she wasn’t.

She let go of the big black cock with one of her hands so she could use it to better support herself as she got on her knees, raising her backside to give the other guy easier access. She moaned as his fingers found her sopping snatch. Within seconds he was plunging several digits inside her willing cunt and was doing a good enough job she momentarily stopped stroking the massive shaft in her hand.

The owner of the giant cock shook it to remind her of her duty, and she licked it, moving her tongue up and down the shaft. With the other guy still fucking her with his hand, she sucked on the cock head before her, struggling to get it all in her little mouth.

She didn’t try to go past the bulbous head of the black cock. Instead, she sucked on it like it was a straw, and she was trying her best to get the last of a delicious drink from the bottom of a cup. Stroking the shaft, sucking the head, stroking the shaft, sucking the head…

A knock on the door announced the arrival of Lorin’s second load of cum of the evening. This time she didn’t pull away from the cock or look at me, instead holding it in her mouth during the initial eruption. After only a moment of this, she jerked back, and ropes of the black guy’s cum splattered her face, hair, and chest. She coughed as she tried to swallow what had already landed in her mouth, but some of it flew out of her mouth as she tried to regain her composure.

Finally, the big black cock stopped being so damn productive and was pulled back through the hole by its owner.

Another cock quickly replaced it, but Lorin wasn’t interested in it just yet. The other guy was really going to town inside her pussy, and I knew she was getting close.

Suddenly, the guy pulled his hand out of her and back through the hole. A moment later, his cock poked through, ready for service. It was smaller than the black guy’s but a lot bigger than the first one she’d had, and a lot bigger than mine. A generous layer of precum made the tip shine.

Lorin uttered an anguished cry when she felt him stop fingering her and started backing her ass toward the hole where his hand had been.

Where his cock now was.

I can’t explain why I did what I did next, but I knew what I had to do, and I did it.


Chapter Six

As Lorin inched her ass closer to the new cock, I got to my feet. I moved the chair back toward her and gently pulled upward on her arms. She got the message and stood up, still bent over, with her hands now on the seat of the chair.

Her pussy was now close to the same distance from the floor as the cock pointing toward it, and only inches away.

With one hand, I nudged Lorin a little bit closer to the cock, and with the other, I grabbed the cock itself.

The cock on the other side, the one that had replaced the black guy’s, shook wildly. Its owner wanted Lorin’s attention. She reached for it with one hand, twisting her fingers around its tip. It was the world’s laziest hand job but it would have to do for now.

She was about to be very distracted.

I rubbed the tip of the cock I had in my hand on my wife’s slick folds and she gasped.

“What are you doing?” she asked, as if she hadn’t thought about why I made her get up off the floor.

Continuing to massage her pussy with the cock, I asked, “Do you want me to stop?”

“I don’t…” she started, but gasped again.

What the fuck was I doing? Minutes ago, I’d been beside myself with angst over this guy fingering her and now I was teasing her with his cock in my hand, ready to stick it inside her if she didn’t object.

If she had become a different person once this started, so had I. Except maybe I didn’t. This was my fantasy, after all, my birthday wish, and it was coming true beyond my wildest expectations.

And I was harder than I could ever remember being. This was who I was.

“I’ll stop if you want,” I whispered. “But I don’t want to stop.”

“Shouldn’t we…” she said, struggling to get the words out. “Shouldn’t we talk about this?”

“We are talking,” I said, moving the cock away from her. I knew if I’d just shove it into her, she’d forget all about talking. The urge to do just that was strong, but I needed it to be her decision.

“And you won’t hate me?” she said, looking up to me. I thought she might be ready to cry.

“I could never,” I told her.

She closed her eyes and sighed. “Does this make me a slut?”

My cock twitched. “Maybe,” I said.

“You did want me to be, right?” she asked. “At least for one night?”

I answered the question by moving the guy’s cock back to her wet hole. She responded by moving back so the tip went inside. Her lower lips pressed against the side of my hand, coating it with her juices.

“Holy fuck,” Lorin said. “He’s in me.” She sounded surprised by this, even as she swayed her hips to work the strange cockhead even further inside.

“You need to make sure this is what you want,” she said.

Did I want this? I didn’t know then and to this day I still don’t.

But I let go of the guy’s cock and put both hands on my wife’s hips and gently pushed her toward what now seemed inevitable.

Lorin let go of the cock she’d been absent-mindedly stroking. She used both hands to push against the chair’s seat, working herself onto the cock behind her. She groaned as she slid all the way onto it, her ass now pressing against the wall on that side.

I let go of her then, let go of the idea that my wife would ever again be entirely and solely mine. It was apparent she didn’t need my help as she moved back and forth along the length of the strange cock. The cock she’d had her hand on a moment ago withdrew from its hole, resigning itself to letting my wife concentrate on the business going on inside her.

“So good,” she said through gasping breaths. “So fucking big.”

I felt a lump in my throat as I watched her work, swaying her hips as the unseen man did his best to pump into her. He couldn’t do much, of course, because of the wall between them, but she more than made up for his lack of access.

As Lorin picked up the pace, I noticed her smell permeated the room. I hadn’t smelled it before, but now her musky, heady scent was deliciously overwhelming.

She screamed out, and I knew she had orgasmed, and this knowledge brought with it another knife to the chest: she rarely climaxed during regular intercourse with me. It almost always required my tongue or her vibrator, and I felt an awful hollowness as I realized she was getting something I usually couldn’t give her.

The hollowness deepened when she had her second.

It happened only moments after the first, and she gripped the edge of the chair to keep herself from buckling under the onslaught of pleasure. Before she had finished squealing, the guy fucking her knocked on the wall, signaling his impending release.

I opened my mouth to say something -- anything -- to get her to pull away from him before he could come inside her. We’d been trying to conceive for a couple of months now with no luck, so she wasn’t on birth control. We hadn’t even considered it to be an issue this evening; this was supposed to be all about me watching her suck some cocks but had turned into something else entirely.

It happened before I could get any words out. The guy behind the wall grunted, screamed “Fuck!” and I knew it was too late.

Another man’s cum was flooding into my wife’s presumably fertile womb.

And she loved it.

“Oh fuck, yes,” she said, slowing down her gyrations on his cock but not stopping completely.

I stared at my wife, enjoying the feeling of gooey warmth painting her insides, for what seemed like an eternity until finally, it was over. She fell forward, off of his deflating cock, her chest collapsing onto the seat of the folding chair.

A cock reappeared through the hole facing her. I’m not sure if it was the same one that had left unsatisfied earlier. My wife looked up at it as she lay across the chair.

She smiled as she moved the chair out of her way, opening her mouth as she crawled forward.


Chapter Seven

The rest of the evening is a blur now. I don’t know how many cocks my wife serviced that night.

For my birthday.

I do know she swallowed almost every load of cum produced by those cocks. The ones she didn’t swallow ended up on her face, in her hair, and in her pussy. She let herself be filled up by at least three other men -- again, my memory is fuzzy so it might have been four or five -- and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

And that was all before she made me open the door.

After what must have been hours, Lorin collapsed onto the floor. Covered in cum, she lay in puddles of it that had dripped off of -- or out of -- her or had missed her pretty face and hair. Her makeup was ruined, and she managed to pull off the “black tears” look as well as any porn star. At that point, I thought it was over. She was spent and surely she’d already gone through all the men at Vixen's Den. Hell, it felt like she’d gone through all the men in town.

And then two more cocks appeared through the holes.

Lorin looked from one to the other and then up at me. “I can’t.”

I nodded. “I know. It’s okay. We can go.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want to go,” she said. “I just can’t get on my knees anymore.”

“Okay,” I said. “What are you saying?”

“Open the door,” she said, indicating the door on the opposite side of the room from where we entered.

I laughed, despite everything. “What happened to anonymity? The thrill of not seeing their faces?”

“I don’t care,” she said. “I’m not done being your porn star. Please let me do this. For your birthday. For you.”

How could I tell her this was the last thing I wanted? That almost everything that had happened this evening had been the last thing I wanted? I couldn’t just open that door and expose her to whoever was waiting. Even if she was begging for it.

And yet.

As I looked down at my sweet wife, I couldn’t imagine ever not wanting what I saw. She was covered in the sticky pleasure of dozens of men, her fingers massaging her pussy. Her beautiful little cunt, which had been mine and mine alone for years. Which was now smeared with her own juices and a not-insignificant amount of white, milky cum.

My cock strained against my pants, yearning to add its payload to the mess covering her, as I walked mindlessly to the door.

And I pulled back the latch, and I opened the door, and I saw a hallway filled with eager men of all shapes, sizes, and colors.

---

The men poured through the door and descended on my wife. They were, for the most part, surprisingly gentle and kind and handled her with respect. Which is a funny thing to say since they had their cocks in her mouth, pussy, and hands the whole time. What I mean is that I was never really concerned for her well-being.

And she wasn’t either. She seemed energized by the full-body physical connections and soon regained her ability to get onto her knees. And whatever other position seemed to be appropriate.

There were two men who Lorin and I knew, one from her old workplace and another from the church we used to attend. If she recognized them she gave no sign of it, and they didn’t say anything either. The church guy nodded toward me and smiled as he left, so that was fun.

After a while, the crowd dissipated until only a couple of men remained. I was too focused on watching the spectacle that my wife had become to pay too much attention to the couple of guys standing by who had yet to partake of her services.

Until one of them spoke.

“Hey, Lorin,” Lee said.

Lorin’s eyes went wide when she heard her ex-boyfriend’s voice. My heart pounded as I realized her worst nightmare was standing there, looking at her nude form. He’d never seen her naked, even though they dated for almost a year before she got with me. She’d always found him a little odd, even creepy, and frequently talked about how lucky she was that they never fucked.

I moved to get between them, and expected her to try to cover herself up. Instead, I was in for one last surprise of the evening.

“Hey, Lee,” she said, and she held out her arms to him and spread her legs.

She was going to regret this, I knew it, but she’d made her decision. I stepped out of the way as her ex-boyfriend dropped down and plunged his cock inside her, making her giggle and moan and squirm.

She came for him, and then he came for her.


Epilogue

When it was over, Vixen looked at us through the doorway through which we had entered the gloryhole booth. I was surprised she was still there; the proprietor of Vixen's Den sure put in some long hours.

“Are you folks okay?” she asked, her gaze lingering on my wife’s exhausted body before meeting my eyes.

“I think so,” I replied.

“Yes,” Lorin said, her voice hoarse. “How much money?”

Vixen smiled. “Still counting it. But you set a record.”

Lorin giggled. “I’m the best!” she said.

“Do you need a few minutes?” Vixen asked. “You can have all the time you need.”

I nodded. “Thank you. We’ll be out in a bit.”

Vixen nodded back and walked away.

Lorin looked up at me and smiled. “Was this everything you wanted?”

I looked her over. Her hair was matted with what looked like gallons of cum. Her face was a mask of makeup and even more cum. Dried and drying spunk dotted every part of her body and drained out of her pussy. There wasn’t enough room on the floor to step without stepping in yet more cum.

My mind reeled and I felt panic set in, which is funny considering it was over now. Except it wasn’t really over, was it? There was the issue of her fertility, and the dozens of loads of cum she had willingly taken into her womb. We’d have to talk about that, and very soon.

But not yet. Not when I had more pressing matters to attend to.

I’d resisted taking out my cock the entire evening, despite badly wanting to. I couldn’t resist any longer, and I undressed quickly. Lorin watched me the entire time, saying nothing. Her expression was unreadable, but I knew she wasn’t going to turn down one final load of cum for the evening.

As I got between her legs, she opened herself up to me. To her husband. To her one and only, no matter how many others she’d pleasured this evening. I touched her inflamed pussy lips, through her juices and the cum gathered there, and she giggled.

“You haven’t answered my question,” she said. “Was this everything you wanted?”

I moved to position my cock at her wet, slimy entrance. As I pushed into my sweet and beautiful wife, who had performed my fantasy beyond my wildest expectations, there was only one thing to say.

“Yes.”


When Swinging Goes Wrong


Chapter One

The doorbell rang, and Mason and I looked at each other. He barely managed to stifle a giggle, but I couldn’t. Our first guests of the evening were on the other side of our front door. It would be all we could do not to start fucking them as soon as they walked into the house.

It would be rude, of course, to start before everyone arrived.

“I wonder who the eager ones are,” Mason said as he stopped fingering me.

I got up to answer the door, my lower lips slick from Mason’s ministrations and my own anticipation.

The truth was, Mason and I were the eager ones. He’d talked me into agreeing to this swinger’s party we were hosting because he wanted to sleep with Shelby. Shelby was Tim’s wife and, while I admit to a certain amount of jealousy when it comes to her, I can’t blame my husband.

I consider myself attractive, and the other ladies coming tonight were, too. But Shelby was on a whole different level and way out of Mason’s typical league.

For months, Mason worked very hard to chip away at my hesitation before I finally agreed to do it. And now that the day had arrived, I was chomping at the bit to be one of four needy sluts passed around by Mason and his three friends.

The possibility of taking part in some female-on-female action with the other women wasn’t something I was entirely opposed to either if you catch my meaning. I’d never explored that side of my sexuality before, but this would be the perfect opportunity.

I opened the door, and Brandon stood there, alone. He broke into a big smile, his bright white teeth in striking contrast to his rich umber skin. The t-shirt he wore was nearly skin-tight and showed off his incredible and delicious-looking pecs. At least a foot taller than me, he looked down at me and mouthed, “Wow.”

I laughed and said, “I take it you like my outfit?”

I was wearing a lacy, white bra-and-panties set and nothing else.

“You could say that,” he said as I let him in and closed the door behind him.

“Where’s Leann?” Mason asked, a hint of worry in his voice.

“We, uh, we broke up this afternoon,” Brandon said, his voice shaky. “It was pretty ugly.”

“Not over the swinging?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Oh, no, that wasn’t it. We’ve done things like this before. No, this was a long time coming.”

I gave him a half-hug, trying not to get too caught up in feeling his rock-hard biceps. “I am so sorry, Brandon.”

“So… you’ll be by yourself this evening?” Mason asked.

“If that’s okay with you and Grace,” Brandon said. “I started not to come, but I feel horrible about the breakup and figured I could use a little pick-me-up. If that’s okay, I mean. I can leave if —”

“Nonsense,” I said.

I was sorry about his heartbreak, but I knew missing one of the women would mean a little more focus on the rest of us for the night. I’d noticed Brandon making eyes at me on several occasions, and he was the one to whom I was most attracted. This could turn out to be a good, if selfish, thing for me. I was even more excited now!

Mason sighed. He wasn’t happy, I could tell, but he tried not to let Brandon see it.

“If the lady of the house says it’s okay, then it’s okay,” my husband said.

Damn straight, I thought.

The doorbell rang again.

I opened the door to see Gene. Noticeably not with him was his wife, Clara.

“Clara got called into work,” he explained sheepishly, scratching the back of his neck through his long brown hair. “It was an emergency. She said I could come alone if that was okay with you guys.”

I let him into the house. He stood next to Brandon, who dwarfed Gene in both height and width even though Gene himself was taller and in better shape than Mason.

I looked at Mason. He looked back at me, shaking his head slowly.

“Is this going to be okay?” Brandon asked.

“We really don’t want there to be any hard feelings,” Gene said.

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” I said. “Right, Mason?”

“Maybe we should talk,” he said. “In the kitchen?”

I followed my husband into the kitchen, my heart sinking. After so many months of resisting what had initially been his idea, I was finally looking forward to it. And now I knew what was coming. Mason wanted to call the whole thing off.

“This isn’t what we signed up for, Grace,” he said.

“We still have plenty of people for an orgy,” I said. “Besides, as long as Shelby shows up, you’ll get what you really wanted anyway, right?”

His face suddenly went red.

“That’s right,” I said. “I know how much you want her. All of this — arranging it so your friends can take turns with me and their significant others — was all so you could finally fuck the woman you’ve had a crush on your whole life.”

“I don’t know about that…”

“Well, I do,” I said. “We are not going to throw Brandon and Gene out. This is happening. Tonight.”

He sighed. “Okay. I guess.”

“That’s right, it’s okay,” I said. “And don’t worry. I’m sure Shelby and I are more than enough to take care of the four of you.”

The doorbell rang again. At the sound of it, Mason’s face perked up. His precious Shelby had finally arrived.

We rushed into the living room. I walked past Brandon and Gene and opened the door.

Tim stood there by himself.


Chapter Two

“Unbelievable,” Mason said from across the room.

“Where’s Shelby?” I asked, knowing her absence would doom the rest of the night.

“Her dad’s in the hospital,” Tim said. “He’ll be fine, but her mom had to go out of town for work and asked Shelby to sit with him this evening.”

“I can’t believe this,” Mason said.

“I didn’t want to impose,” Tim said, “but Shelby said you guys were so cool you wouldn’t mind me coming by myself.”

“Yeah, there’s a lot of that going around this evening,” Mason said.

“So we’re not doing this, then?” Gene asked.

“I don’t see how we could,” Brandon said, sighing. “Unless Grace wanted to, you know, take care of all of us all by herself.”

What a great idea, I thought.

“Which wouldn’t be fair,” Tim said.

“No matter how fun it might be,” Brandon added.

My heart felt like it leaped out of my chest when he said that.

“I’m glad you guys understand,” Mason said. “Honey, why don’t you go get dressed, and we’ll order some food. Maybe find a movie to watch or something.”

I nodded but getting dressed was the last thing I wanted. I started to head to the bedroom to find clothes but stopped before making it out of the living room.

“Hypothetically speaking,” I said, looking at each of the four guys in turn, “if I was okay with being the center of attention all evening, are there any objections?”

Brandon, Gene, and Tim, sporting the biggest smiles I’d ever seen on anyone, all indicated that there wouldn’t be.

Mason begged to differ.

“This isn’t what we agreed to,” he said, his voice getting all whiny the way it does when a restaurant is out of a menu item he wants to order.

“It’s what I agreed to,” I said. “I agreed to let your friends fuck me. And they agreed to that, too. As long as everyone here ends up happy when the evening is over, I don’t see why anything has to change.”

“She has a point,” Brandon said, moving over to stand in front of me.

Brandon looked down at me and ate me up with those dark eyes of his. I felt butterflies in my stomach like I was some goddamn schoolgirl.

“If anything, I feel sorry for Shelby, Clara, and Leann,” I said. “They’re the ones missing out if you ask me.”

“Another excellent point,” Tim said.

“Yeah,” Gene agreed. “I mean, you must not have a problem sharing your wife. This was your idea, wasn’t it?”

“It was his idea,” I said, helpfully. “Isn’t that right, dear?”

“Yes, but…”

“Don’t tell me you’ve suddenly decided to be selfish,” I said, glaring at him. “Or that you were only doing this to get something you wanted.”

“What’s she talking about, Mason?” Tim asked.

“Tell him, Mason,” I said. “Tell Tim why you arranged this in the first place.”

“I just thought it’d be fun,” Mason said. “But it’d be better if all the girls were here, right?”

Tim rolled his eyes. “Shelby,” he said.

I nodded at him. “Shelby.”

Tim shook his head and said to Mason, “You’ve always been jealous she ended up with me, haven’t you?”

“No,” Mason said, but we all knew he was lying.

“I’m sorry she’s not here,” Tim said, and I believed him. “But I have a confession of my own.”

“And what’s that?” Mason asked.

Staring me right in the eyes, Tim said, “I’ve always been jealous that Grace ended up with you.”

I’ve never come from mere words before, but that right there almost did the trick. I’d die before I let Tim — or either of the others — leave without being properly fucked.

The tension in the room was palpable. I’m sure it was my imagination, but I swear I thought I heard all of our hearts thumping. Gene finally broke the silence.

“If Grace is willing to continue, I think we should let her,” he said.

“Of course you do,” Mason said.

“So it’s settled,” I said, reaching back and undoing my bra.


Chapter Three

Brandon’s hands were on my tits before my bra hit the floor. He was somehow gentle and urgent at the same time, kneading my breasts while squeezing my nipples between his fingers. I leaned my head back and sighed.

“My God, these feel nice,” he said.

I giggled. “Thank you. I’m glad you like them.”

Gene and Tim moved closer. They were both, like Brandon, now sporting large bulges in their pants. Wasting no time, they each slipped a hand under the waistband of my panties and headed for my pussy. I started rubbing Gene’s cock with my left hand, and Tim’s with my right, through their pants.

I glanced over at Mason, who was transfixed on the spectacle he’d created. He looked upset, but only a little. Like the other three, he had a bulge of his own, though smaller than theirs.

As Gene and Tim teased the outer edges of my pussy lips and I rubbed the outside of their jeans, I said, “I know we were planning on just doing everything in here, but that was when we were going to have eight people. Now that it’s just us, I think I’d be more comfortable in the bedroom.”

“In our bed?” Mason asked.

“Well, yeah, silly,” I said. “It’d be dumb to be in the bedroom and not use the bed, now wouldn’t it?”

“No,” Mason said. “That’s too far. I’m not going to let them fuck you on our marital bed.”

The three guys and I burst out laughing at that.

“Our marital bed?” I said in a mocking tone. “It’s not like it’s some sacred place or something. Besides, we’re way past the idea of you ‘letting’ anyone fuck me, Mason.”

“Look, dude,” Brandon said, his hands still tending to my tits, “this was your idea — for whatever reason — and your little lady here is obviously into it. This is going down whether you like it or not. It’d be better if you liked it, but I don’t think any of us care one way or another.”

Reluctantly, I left the circle of guys pawing at my various lady bits and walked over to Mason. Close enough that our lips almost touched, I grabbed his cock through his pants. It was much smaller than the two I’d just had my hands on, but it was as big as his ever got. He was enjoying this every bit as much as I was, despite his protests.

“I don’t care what Brandon says,” I whispered. “I do care if you like it, and I’m glad to see you do.”

He groaned.

“And it’s good that you do. Because right now, your friends are going to have me however they want. And they’re going to do it in our marital bed. While you watch.”

Mason swayed and groaned again.

“And if you’re good, you can have me when they’re done,” I said. “If not, it might be a while before you do. Got it?”

He nodded.

I turned back to my three waiting suitors.

“Ready, boys?” I asked.

They were. Brandon effortlessly picked me up. He carried me out of the living room like in those old-fashioned photos of a groom carrying his new bride across the threshold. I laughed all the way to the bedroom, Mason and the others following close behind.

Brandon dropped me on the bed, and I bounced a little. He, Tim, and Gene quickly undressed.

I only had a moment to take stock of the situation in which I now found myself. As I’d already suspected, all three of Mason’s friends were better endowed than him, especially Brandon. His cock had to be at least nine inches, and it was so thick I wondered if I’d be able to wrap one hand around it.

Yes, I know it’s a cliche about black guys, but it was right in this case. Brandon would be the first black guy I’d ever been with, and also the biggest guy, period. I couldn’t wait.

I have often regretted getting the king-size bed since it fills up our tiny bedroom, and it’s not like Mason and I make proper use of it even when we’re having sex. I did not regret it that evening, however. It’s not like I wanted the guys anywhere in the room except in bed with me.

Mason stood awkwardly against the wall as his friends climbed onto our marital bed. I was worried Brandon would fuck me first since I wanted to save him for last, but I needn’t have been concerned. Brandon and Gene got on either side of me and started kissing and biting at my breasts. Tim, who had confessed to being jealous that I was with Mason, got between my legs and pulled my panties off.

I spread my legs for Tim and gasped. This was the first time my pussy had been bared for anyone other than my husband in years. I felt dizzy at the idea.

“Holy shit, it’s perfect,” Tim said, admiring my well-trimmed pubic hair and thick pink lips. Mason always told me I had a pretty pussy but hearing someone other than my husband say so sent chills all through me.

As Tim kissed my inner thighs, I reached down to grab Brandon and Gene. I had been right about Brandon’s size; I couldn’t quite wrap my hand around his massive shaft. He didn’t seem to mind, though, because what I could manage to grasp made him smile.

Tim made his way quickly to my pussy and lapped at my slick folds. I moaned in pleasure, my pussy throbbing as his tongue had its way with me. The other two continued licking at my nipples and moved up to my neck. Gene was particularly aggressive, biting and sucking at my neck while Brandon kissed me. As my tongue and Brandon’s got well acquainted with each other, I absent-mindedly wondered what it would look like if I walked into work the next day with Gene’s hickeys all over my neck.

As Tim ate my cunt and I stroked Brandon and Gene, I looked over at Mason. The look on his face was pained, and I thought he might even have a tear in his eye. I felt terrible for him for just a moment, but that momentary weakness went away when I noticed he was massaging his cock through his pants. The thought of him getting off on what his friends were doing to me enhanced what was happening between my legs, and I felt my orgasm quickly approaching.

Tim put his hand on my pubic bone and began circling my clit with his thumb. The sudden attention to an area that Mason usually neglected sent a shockwave of electricity through me, and I moaned. I was suddenly envious of Shelby, and not her looks this time. If Tim was like this with her, she was one lucky woman indeed.

“That’s so good,” I said, encouraging Tim to press a bit harder on my clit. I could barely talk but managed to get out, “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

I didn’t see how Mason reacted to that, but I bet he loved and hated it at the same time.

I whispered to Brandon, “I wanna suck your cock.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, getting up on his knees near my head.

“Look at his cock, honey,” I said, looking over at Mason now. His eyes were wide. “So big. And I bet all that dark skin right next to my pale face looks nice, doesn’t it?”

“Fuck,” Mason said. “What’s gotten into you?”

I laughed, taking note that he hadn’t stopped touching himself. “Nothing yet. But I’m going to fix that now.”

Brandon guided his rod toward my mouth. I opened up slightly, taking just the head between my lips, barely touching the tip with my tongue.  I was trying to be slow and sensual, but then Tim picked up his pace down below, and my body twitched. When it did, it moved the bed enough that Brandon lost his balance and leaned toward me, shoving his cock all the way into my mouth.

I gagged when the head hit my throat, and Brandon started to pull back out. I grabbed onto the base of his shaft to hold him in place, though. I didn’t want to stop tasting him.

I stroked Brandon’s cock as I sucked until he finally understood that I wanted him to fuck my mouth while I lay back and enjoyed Tim’s work on my clit and Gene’s continued abuse of my neck and breasts. After a moment, the four of us were like one perfect machine. So many moving parts, working in tandem to achieve our purpose.

Brandon started out slowly pumping in and out of my mouth but gradually moved faster and faster. He hit my throat with nearly every inward thrust, but I gagged less and less each time. I somehow managed to keep a good rhythm with Gene’s cock in my hand as he bit my neck again and again and pinched my nipples. And Tim… my God. Tim was an animal between my legs, devouring my cunt as if it was going to save him from starvation.

I usually have to help Mason out when he’s trying to make me come with his mouth. Or his dick. Or his hands. I’d felt for a long time that he just wasn’t very skilled in the sexual pleasure department, and after only a few minutes being tended to by his friends, I knew I had been correct. I knew he’d never satisfy me again — hell, he had never satisfied me in the first place.

By orchestrating this evening’s events, my husband had opened my eyes in ways he probably never intended.

I couldn’t see Mason because my head was facing Brandon, but I hoped he was still enjoying himself. If he wasn’t, he was awfully quiet about it. At any rate, I couldn’t be bothered with what was going through his mind.

What was going through my body replaced any other concerns I might have had.

Waves of heat radiated from my pussy for what seemed like forever. As skilled as he was at bringing pleasure, Tim seemed equally adept at delaying it. Over and over again, as I approached climax, he would slow down his licking and pull his hand entirely away from my clit. If I didn’t have a mouth full of Brandon, I would’ve asked him how he could possibly know my body well enough to exactly time things to deny me what I wanted so badly.

I wasn’t able to read Brandon nearly as well as Tim could read me, as I only had a moment’s warning to prepare myself for what he was about to give me.

“Shit, Mason,” he said, “I’m gonna come in your wife’s mouth!”

Maybe I should’ve been offended that he announced his intentions to Mason instead of me, but I wasn’t. Instead, I smiled around his shaft and sucked harder.

Brandon exploded in my mouth, his hot, sticky mess sliding across my tongue and into my throat. Even if Tim hadn’t chosen that exact moment to make me come, there’s no way I could’ve contained all of Brandon’s seed.

But Tim did make me come then as if he’d somehow timed it to coincide with Brandon’s orgasm. My body shook, and I cried out, pulling away from Brandon’s cock. The cum in my mouth started to leak out, and Brandon wasn’t done. He grabbed his cock and squeezed it as several more ropes of cum hit my forehead and got in my hair. All while the best orgasm of my life washed over me.


Chapter Four

The guys slowed down their contact with my body and let me lie there for a moment, gushing juices from my pussy and Brandon’s cum from my mouth. I felt warm, and satisfied, and exhausted.

And they hadn’t even fucked me yet.

I looked over to see that Mason had his cock out of his pants. He was really going to town. I smiled at him, suddenly feeling immense gratitude. Sure, he may have set this up to fuck Shelby, but for once, I was glad he was selfish.

Still, I worried about what would happen if he came. His refractory period is agonizingly long. Once he comes, he’s impossible to get going again until at least the next day. I was concerned that if he came before the guys were finished with me, the lust he felt would no longer outweigh the angst that was also there, threatening to rear its ugly head.

“Stop,” I told him.

“What?”

“Don’t come,” I said. “You’ll like all this less if you do.”

“No, I won’t,” he said.

“Yes, you will,” I said.

“She may be right, man,” Brandon said.

“Yeah,” Tim said, his beard glistening with my juices. “You can go when we’re done, but maybe you should chill for a bit.”

“You’re telling me I can’t even jack off?” Mason said, slowing down his pumping but not completely stopping.

“Yes,” I said. “And I have a great idea.”

“I don’t like the sound of that,” Mason said.

“Let’s tie you up,” I said.

He shook his head. “No. No way. I won’t let you.”

“Then leave the room,” I said. “I’m not going to have you in here after you come and start having second thoughts.”

“I won’t,” he said, his hand off his cock now.

“Better safe than sorry,” I said. “Go sit in the living room and wonder what your friends are doing to me, or stay in here, tied up, and know for sure.”

“Goddammit,” he said.

“Go get the rope, baby,” I said. “And let your friends tie you up. I want you to watch, but I want you to like it the whole time.”

He looked away from me for a moment, then turned back and sighed.

“Fine,” he said, and left the room.

He came back moments later with a coil of rope and one of our kitchen chairs. He sat down in the chair and held out the rope for Tim to grab.

“Clothes off,” I said.

“That’s going too far,” he said.

“We’re all naked,” I said. “Only fair that you are, too. Besides, I want to see your cock, baby. I want to know how much you like what I’m doing.”

He stood up and got naked. His cock was still hard.

Tim and Gene tied Mason to the chair as Brandon and I made out, lying next to each other in bed. When my husband was firmly secured, another idea struck me.

I stood up and found my panties. I held them up to my nose and sniffed them.

“Damn, I was so wet even before we got started,” I said to Mason, holding the panties in front of his face. “Wanna see how wet?”

His eyes looked glassy as he nodded.

He tried to pull away at the last minute as I stuffed the panties into his mouth. He tried but was unsuccessful.

I kissed his forehead and said, “Leave those in. I mean it,” and saw his cock twitch when I did.

I turned around to look at Mason’s friends, ready for me to get started again. “Now, where were we?”

We assumed the same positions as before, except now Tim had a different part of his body at the entrance to my cunt. As he rubbed the head of his cock up and down my slit, I took Brandon’s cock in my hand, and Gene held his, presenting it to my mouth.

Tim teased me with his cock the way he had with his tongue and finger, taking what seemed like forever before he pushed the tip inside. As he did, and before I had my mouth full of Gene’s eager rod, I looked at my husband.

“Baby, he’s going inside,” I said. “I can’t wait to hear what you have to say about me having another cock inside me after all these years. When you can talk, that is.”

Tim laughed and said, “I’ve wanted to do this since I first saw you,” and then he shoved himself all the way inside, my pussy stretching to accommodate him.

“My God, I feel so full,” I said. I nodded to Brandon. “I can’t imagine what this guy’s gonna feel like.”

My husband moaned against my panties in his mouth.

“Sorry, honey,” I said. “But this feels so amazing. Don’t ever believe it when someone says size doesn’t matter.”

Gene couldn’t wait anymore. He grabbed the top of my head, turning it toward his cock, and pressed himself against my lips. I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out, and took him inside.

Before all of this, I had no idea how it was going to work. There are just so many moving parts I worried some of us might be left wondering what to do with ourselves. And maybe that would’ve been the case had the other women showed up. But now, once again, the four of us were moving like a well-oiled machine.

Tim’s cock felt as amazing as his tongue as he pounded me. And even though he was rough enough to make the bed bounce a little, I had little trouble multi-tasking with Brandon and Gene. My small hand had plenty of Brandon’s skin to work with, as his cock was already at full capacity again, even though he’d come only minutes earlier. And Gene… Gene rammed in and out of my mouth with the same enthusiasm he’d had when biting my tits and my neck.

I already felt like a pro. A needy, slutty pro. I had three wonderful cocks at my disposal, and I managed each of them like I was an experienced porn star.

That’s how it was in my mind, anyway. And if it was any other way with the three men on the other end of those cocks, they never let me know any different.

Tim picked up his pace and fucked me even harder. I followed suit, jacking Brandon and sucking Gene with all the strength I could muster. I wasn’t apprehensive about making them come and missing out on them fucking me. I had a feeling they all could go multiple times in a night, unlike my husband.

“I’m going to come soon,” Tim announced. “Are you close?”

I popped Gene out of my mouth and started stroking him. I shook my head. “No, but it’s okay. We have all night; go ahead.”

And then Mason started screaming. Or trying to scream, anyway. It was tough with his mouth full of my panties.

“What’s your problem?” Gene asked, but I knew.

“Before you come, I have to tell you something,” I said. “Something I should have said before now.”

Tim slowed down but didn’t stop. “What’s up?” he asked.

“I’m not on birth control,” I said. “We’ve been trying to get pregnant but haven’t had any luck.”

“Ah,” Tim said, speeding back up.

“We have condoms, but everything happened so fast…”

“It’s okay,” Tim said. “I’ll pull out. If that’s okay.”

“It’s up to you,” I said. “I’ll take my chances if you don’t want to. For all I know, I can’t even get pregnant. We’ve tried so many times…”

And that was true, but Mason and I had never gone to a doctor about our problems. I had no way of knowing which one of us was the issue or if we’d just had bad luck. But I wanted a baby so bad, and if this were the only way it would happen, I was okay with that. I should’ve told them about the risk before we got started, but they knew now.

“Shelby would kill me if I knocked someone up,” Tim said.

I smiled up at him. “She’d never have to know.”

He laughed. “You are way naughtier than I gave you credit for.”

I shrugged. “I’m way naughtier than I gave myself credit for. You can come wherever you want.”

“Fuck,” he said.

Mason continued his useless protests.

Gene stuck his cock back in my mouth, I redoubled my efforts on Brandon’s cock, and Tim pounded away down below with renewed vigor.

“You are so fucking hot, Grace,” Gene said, making me laugh around his dick.

“So hot,” Brandon agreed. “Can’t believe Mason has had you to himself all this time.”

“I’m coming,” Tim said and pulled out.

It wasn’t quite soon enough, as I felt just a bit of liquid warmth splatter my insides before he did. He jerked himself over my pubic hair, unleashing the rest of his seed onto my stomach. A bit of it had enough force to reach my tits.

With Tim panting and holding his deflating cock above me, I took Gene out of my mouth again and looked up at him.

“Your turn,” I said.


Chapter Five

“You ever do anal?” Gene asked.

I should’ve figured that would come up at some point.

“A few times,” I said. “But only with him.”

We looked over at Mason.

“Might hurt a bit more with me,” he said, and Mason’s cock twitched. “You got lube?”

Part of me wanted to tell him that part of me was off-limits, but I had no good reason to do so. And it’s not like I wasn’t curious about what a real cock might feel like there. So I said, “Nightstand. Drawer.”

“Hands and knees,” Gene said as he opened the drawer.

“Yes, sir,” I said in mock deference as he pulled out the bottle of lube.

Brandon moved to sit with his back against the bed’s headboard, giving my mouth access to his cock. I started sucking him as Gene got into position.

Gene started by teasing my anus with a lubed-up finger. It wasn’t long before he was fingering me there, and I was surprised at how much I liked it. Mason and I had only barely explored anal sex, and that was only because he’d begged. But I wanted Gene’s finger there, and I liked it even more when he stuck a second one in. Maybe it was the situation itself, or perhaps it was because I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life. And it was still uncomfortable, between my lack of practice and my misgivings about having something there in the first place. But whatever the reason, being fingered in my asshole was pleasurable for once.

Gene pulled out his fingers and asked, “Are you ready?”

He didn’t give me enough time to stop sucking Brandon to answer. He was only slightly more gentle than he had been when biting my neck or fucking my mouth and had his tip inside me before I knew what was going on. He did leave it like that for a little bit, only slightly moving it around and further inside, trying to let me get used to the stretching.

And then he shoved himself the rest of the way in. It felt like I was being ripped apart.

“Holy fuck, you asshole,” I said, popping Brandon out of my mouth.

“You want me to stop?” he asked as he continued his assault.

“I didn’t say that,” I said. “But holy shit, that hurts.”

“It’ll get better,” he said.

And it did, but only a little. I started sucking Brandon again, hoping Gene would be quick.

Tim reached a hand under me and started up his clit magic again, and suddenly I wasn’t so concerned with Gene being quick.

It only took Tim a minute to make me come again, and after he did, he didn’t stop. He kept circling and pushing on my clit even after my orgasm subsided. I’m always sensitive there for a few minutes after I come, and it started to become slightly painful. But, between Tim’s relentless attention on my clit and Gene’s savage battering of my ass, I guess I discovered something about myself that night.

I like pain.

With a loud grunt, Gene pushed forward as hard as he could, causing me to take more of Brandon into my throat than I had so far. I gagged a bit on Brandon’s cock as I felt Gene’s hot cum paint my anal cavity.

I disengaged from Brand and looked at Mason.

“Shit, baby,” I said, laughing. “Your friend just came in my ass. Even you’ve never done that.”

Mason moaned, but his cock told me he liked it.

Gene pulled out of my asshole, and much of his cum rushed out of my ass and onto the bed below. I gasped at the sudden emptiness, partially out of relief and partially out of not wanting it to be over. The whole experience had never entirely stopped being painful, but I can’t say I didn’t like it.

I collapsed onto the bed. The warm wetness of Gene’s cum greeted my pubic hair as I absent-mindedly stroked Brandon’s shaft.

“Sorry if I got carried away,” Gene said.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Not gonna lie… it hurt like hell. But I kind of liked it, too.”

He laughed. “Same thing Clara always says.”

I looked over to Mason, who just stared at me. I couldn’t read his facial expression, but his cock was still standing at full attention. I could only assume he liked what he’d just witnessed.


Chapter Six

I looked back up at Brandon.

“Guess it’s your turn, big guy,” I said.

He smiled. “Guess so. You need a minute?”

I shook my head and kissed the head of his cock. “No. I’ve been waiting for this all evening.”

I rolled over onto my back and spread my legs.

Brandon smiled. “You can be on top if you want,” he said. “Gives more control and might hurt less.”

“Too tired,” I said. “I just want to lay here and let you use me.”

“Okay, then,” he said, moving to get between my legs.

He touched his cock to my pussy lips, and I sighed. I pressed myself against him, but it was an involuntary response. I don’t think I consciously did it; it just happened.

To Mason, Brandon said, “You have a hot fucking wife, dude.”

Mason mumbled something through his panties-gag that might have been “Thanks.”

Brandon went in slowly, but it still felt like he was splitting me apart. It felt like he was stretching my pussy as much as Gene stretched my asshole. It wasn’t quite as painful as that, of course, and another big difference: the building pleasure that accompanied the pain was so much more significant.

“Oh my God,” I said.

“You okay?” Brandon asked, staying still for a moment.

I nodded. “Oh yeah. Don’t stop.”

He smiled. “Hadn’t planned on it.”

Tim and Gene stood on either side of the bed, slowly stroking their cocks and watching Brandon work. Before long, he was as far inside me as he was going to get, and he moved in and out slowly. Agonizingly slowly.

And then everything changed. He must have been able to tell I was comfortable with his girth because almost as soon as the pain and discomfort were gone, he went wild. He grabbed my hips and pulled me to him before pushing me away. Instead of him fucking me, it was like he was using me to masturbate. I’ve never experienced such a lack of control during sex, not even when Gene was piercing my asshole.

And I fucking loved it.

The feeling of fullness, a heat so great I felt like I would burst into flames, the embarrassment I somehow felt as my husband and his two friends watched this beast of a man completely own me… it was all so much to deal with. I felt dizzy, like I might pass out.

I knew he wouldn’t stop on his own. If left to his own devices, he would do what Tim barely did and what Gene avoided. If I didn’t say something, and soon, he was going to come inside me.

I looked over to Mason, and there was no mistaking his expression now. His eyes were transfixed on my midsection, on his friend’s massive hands controlling my entire body like it was nothing but a sex toy. He was moving his own midsection against the rope holding him to the chair so that his cock occasionally brushed the rope. He was so excited he was futilely trying to make himself come.

Looking back on that moment, I wish I’d asked Tim or Gene to untie Mason so he could come to me for relief. But to say I wasn’t thinking clearly is an understatement.

There were all kinds of reasons to stop the inevitable. Maybe nothing would happen, of course, but if it did… Questions about a dark-skinned baby from friends who knew my very white husband and me. How Mason would feel about it. How Brandon would feel. Hell, how I would feel.

“Mason,” I said. “It’s so good. I don’t want him to stop.”

Mason nodded, and that made up my mind.

I looked up at my husband’s giant friend, usually so gentle but not so much now, and smiled. I was lost in the pleasure of the moment.

Whatever happened was just going to happen.

I wrapped my legs around Brandon’s waist and tried to help him out. I don’t think I added much to the effort, but he seemed to enjoy it nonetheless. I reached out my hands and made grabbing motions with my fingers. Tim and Gene knew precisely what I wanted, and a moment later, I had a dick in each hand.

I furiously worked Tim and Gene as Brandon continued using me. This all went on for some time, and I marveled at Brandon’s staying power. In my experience, most men would have shot their load way before now, given the amount of effort he was putting in.

Tim came, shooting his spunk all over my face and hair. Just as I let go of his cock, Gene followed suit, his cum joining Tim’s.

Mason had resumed his useless humping.

I felt utterly spent. I couldn’t hold onto Brandon with my legs anymore. They fell away from his body, and I went limp. I was entirely under his control.

I didn’t expect to come again. I just didn’t think I had another orgasm in me, but I was wrong.

“Come for me, baby,” I said, only realizing after I said it that I’d never called anyone but Mason “baby.”

“You sure?” he asked, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my tits.

I didn’t answer, but I didn’t need to.

Brandon pulled me hard into his crotch and held me there while letting out the loudest and longest moan I’ve ever heard. Seconds later, his shaft pulsated, sending ripples of fresh pleasure throughout my cunt. Then, wave after wave of his hot cum flooded deep inside my pussy and pushed me over the edge.

And I screamed.

I’d said Tim’s tongue-and-clit-magic orgasm was the best of my life, and that was true until the one I had with Brandon’s massive rod exploding inside me. My whole body was on fire, and it was so overwhelming, and I tried to hold on and enjoy it all, but I couldn’t.

I blacked out. It was only for a moment, but I don’t remember anything between the first couple of bursts of cum entering me and Brandon leaning over me, cock withdrawn from my pussy, asking if I was okay.

I lay there in a puddle of sweat, my juices, and the cum of three men, and all I could do was smile.


Epilogue

I told the guys I wanted some alone time with my husband. They understood. They got dressed, and Tim and Gene left.

“You want me to untie Mason for you?” Brandon asked.

I shook my head. “I’ll take care of it.”

On his way out, Brandon put his hand on Mason’s shoulder.

“Hope all is good, my friend,” he said. “You are one hell of a man to be able to handle that every night.”

I laughed. Mason nodded, and a look of what could only be pride flashed through his eyes. I had a feeling our days of lackluster sex may be behind us.

I got up from the bed and walked past Mason. He leaned toward me as much as he could, but I ignored him. I walked to the dresser and looked at myself in the mirror.

I looked like I’d been attacked. Bruises littered the left side of my upper body, from my neck to my tits and even on my stomach. Gene was quite the animal, it seemed. Cum streaked my hair, some of it a dried, mostly solid mess, and some still dripping. My mascara ran down my face, mixing with streams of spunk.

Brandon’s quite voluminous final load seeped slowly out of my pussy, draining down both of my thighs.

I went to Mason. The hunger in his eyes made my pussy throb. It surprised me, being so turned on by that look, considering everything I’d just done and let be done to me.

I pulled my panties out of his mouth and asked, “Are you okay?”

He nodded.

“Are we okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “We’re amazing. You’re amazing.”

I smiled and stroked his cheek.  He closed his eyes and sighed.

“Pussy, ass, or mouth?” I asked.

It took him a moment to understand my question. Finally, he said, “Anything.”

I was a bit relieved he left it up to me. I wanted to get him off while he was still tied up, and I didn’t think I had the strength to straddle him without falling off. So I got on my knees and took him in my mouth.

I’d barely started licking and sucking before he came, and I swallowed every bit of him.


She Gave Another Man Their Wedding Night


Chapter One

Marie had the prettiest eyes Wilson had ever seen. They were light green and full of life, and he couldn’t believe his incredible luck at being able to see them every single morning for the rest of his life. She pulled away from his kiss and raised an eyebrow at his cock pressing against her through his pants. He locked his gaze on those luscious green eyes as she slowly dropped to her knees and began undoing his belt.

She stopped before unzipping his pants.

“Are you sure you want me to do this?” she asked.

What would sound like a crazy question to most men was perfectly logical in this case. Wilson had grown up in a strict religious household, where premarital sex was said to earn you a one-way ticket to someplace you didn’t want to go. While he’d abandoned almost everything from his puritanical upbringing (Wilson was, in fact, practically an atheist at this point), there was one artifact that stuck around.

Wilson, at age 29, was still a virgin.

He’d never regretted Marie’s many offers to have sex before their wedding. Even though he didn’t believe in a big scary place filled with fire and brimstone anymore, he had another reason for waiting. While he had no problem knowing that Marie had had a few partners before him (okay, more than a few and okay, mostly no problem), he loved the idea that he would get to experience her entirely for the first time just after she pledged herself to him. He loved knowing that from that point forward, she would always be his and his alone, regardless of how many others had come before him.

Which he really (mostly) didn’t care about.

Of course, all of that seemed much less important now that Marie’s face was mere inches away from his cock, which had never known the company of anything other than his own hand.

“I’m sure,” he said, his voice trembling.

Marie took her hands off of his pants and pulled away.

“You don’t really sound sure,” she said.

“I am,” he said softly, cursing his inability to ever sound confident.

“The wedding is just a week away, babe,” she said, reaching for his belt again.

The glimmer of hope he felt as she touched his belt faded quickly when he realized she was fastening it.

“Please,” he said.

Marie stood up and smiled.

“I think it’s awesome that I’ll be your first,” Marie said. “And it’ll be really special when it happens on our wedding night, right?”

“I guess…”

“Of course it will,” she said. “That’s what you’ve said this whole time, no matter how much I wanted to have this--” She grabbed his cock through his pants, sending a jolt of electricity from the tip of his penis throughout his whole body-- “inside me.”

“Oh, God,” he said, knowing if she left her hand there much longer, he might actually come.

She smiled and pulled her hand away. “Sometimes, I regret sleeping with so many men before I met you,” she said, seemingly unaware of how her words cut him like a knife.

Of course, his cock twitched when she talked about her former lovers, so it wasn’t all bad, even though Wilson didn’t understand why that would happen.

“It’ll be special, and it’ll be worth the wait,” Marie went on. “Trust me. It’ll be a night you’ll never forget.”

And that was undoubtedly true.


Chapter Two

Wilson wasn’t sure how he made it through the next week without losing his mind, but he did. In front of all their friends and family, words were said, rings were exchanged, and kisses were given. It was official: Wilson and Marie were husband and wife, and they were only hours away from the most unforgettable night of Wilson’s life.

---

The reception had just started when Wilson noticed a tall black man he didn’t recognize watching them from the other side of the room. The guy had been staring for a while; every time Wilson turned his gaze in that direction, the guy had his dark eyes on the happy couple.

After a few minutes of this, Wilson tapped Marie on the shoulder and asked, “Hey, does that guy over there look familiar?”

Marie turned to look at the man and gasped. “Oh my god,” she whispered.

“Who is it?” Wilson asked.

“I’ll be right back,” she said, getting up and walking over to the man.

Wilson watched with rapt attention as Marie and the man started talking. Wilson hadn’t realized just how big the man was until Marie was standing next to him. Marie wasn’t exactly short, standing at about 5'6" tall, and this man towered over her. He must have been well over six feet. His broad shoulders looked like those of a linebacker.

Their discussion seemed cordial enough at first, but they both got pretty animated after a while. They didn’t look like they were arguing exactly, but they were undoubtedly in the midst of a disagreement. Various reception guests were gawking at the growing spectacle.

Wilson got up to go to his wife’s rescue.

Marie turned to him as he approached. “Wilson, you should probably just go sit back down.”

“What’s going on?” he demanded. “What’s this guy doing here?”

She took a deep breath and started to say something, but “this guy” spoke for her.

“I’m Trey,” he said, extending a hand to Wilson. Not knowing what to do, Wilson shook his hand. Trey gripped Wilson’s hand so firmly it hurt. “I used to be Marie’s bull.”

Wilson blinked. “Her… her bull? What does that even mean?”

Marie’s pale face turned ten shades of red. “It’s hard to explain.”

“No, it isn’t,” Trey snapped. “A bull is a man who fucks another man’s wife or girlfriend. It’s called cuckolding.”

Wilson was vaguely aware of the term, but never in his life did he think Marie would’ve been involved in something like that. He decided to shove any disgusted thoughts he had out of his head. None of that mattered anymore; Marie was his now.

“That doesn’t explain why you’re here,” Wilson said.

Trey smiled at Wilson, then turned to Marie. “I think he should hear it coming from you.”

Marie’s face was bright red. She looked down at the floor, refusing to make eye contact with either of them. “I don’t want to tell him.”

“You always give me what I want,” Trey said. “And right now, I want you to tell him what you need to tell him.”

Marie swallowed hard and looked Wilson in the eye with what appeared to be great effort. “I promised him my wedding night.”

Wilson blinked hard. “I’m sorry?”

“She promised me that whenever she got married, I could fuck her on her wedding night,” Trey explained. “Before her husband could. In front of him.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Wilson said, feeling woozy. “Don’t you think I would know if she did something so insane?”

“I was engaged before,” Marie explained. “To a guy named Kenny. Who was all in on being cucked.”

“Being cucked?” Wilson said.

“Cuckolded,” Trey said. “Pay attention.”

Marie laughed and slapped the big black man’s shoulder. “Be nice.”

“The way I see it, nothing has changed,” Trey said. “A promise is a promise. You said I could have you on your wedding night. Your wedding night is here, and I’ve come to collect.”

“I’m not Kenny!” Wilson snapped.

“That doesn’t matter,” Trey said. “The way I remember it, Kenny’s name never entered the conversation when she made her promise. Of course, maybe her focus was on something else at the time instead of the name of her fiance.”

Trey moved his hand over his crotch in a not-so-subtle manner.

“Marie, you can’t even be entertaining the possibility…” Wilson said.

Trey leaned over and whispered something in Marie’s ear. She started giggling.

“What’s so funny?” Wilson demanded.

Marie couldn’t stop giggling, so Trey said, “I just reminded her that Kenny didn’t know how much he enjoyed being cuckolded until he saw Marie sucking my cock. Might be true for you, too.”

Wilson grabbed at his chest, convinced he was going to have a heart attack. He needed to sit down and looked madly around for a nearby chair. He couldn’t believe how matter-of-factly this man spoke, how much confidence he had. Although Wilson still couldn’t believe Marie would actually do what Trey was demanding, Trey sure seemed to think it was a done deal. Wilson had never been more terrified of anything in his entire life.

But something else was happening, too. Something in his pants. Something that had happened every time Marie had mentioned a former lover. Something Wilson wouldn’t understand for quite some time.

“I think you should leave,” he finally got out.

Trey laughed at him. “That’s not going to happen. Marie has always been, among many other things, a woman of her word. She promised me her wedding night, and she’ll come through for me. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

The audacity of Trey calling his wife “sweetie” may have been the worst affront so far! Wilson looked with fading hope to his blushing bride.

“I did promise him, honey,” she said. “And it’s only one night…”

“But, my first time...” was all Wilson could say.

Marie patted her new husband on his cheek, and her touch was enough to make his already hard cock even harder.

“You’ve waited 29 years,” she said. “What’s one more day?”

Trey patted Wilson on the back so hard it almost sent him stumbling. “Then it’s settled! Marie tells me you couldn’t afford an actual honeymoon and were going to spend the night at your place. What’s your address, my new friend?”


Chapter Three

Wilson was thankful Trey didn’t insist on riding in the limo back to his house (although he did ask), but that was the extent of the good news for the day. Trey was sitting in a chair on Wilson’s porch when they arrived.

With trembling hands, Wilson unlocked the door and pushed it open. He heard Marie giggling again behind him and turned to see Trey had picked her up. He carried her effortlessly over Wilson’s threshold. Marie had her head against his shoulder and a hand on his chest as they went inside.

“Hey, Wilson, is everything okay?” a voice called out from the porch of the house next door.

Wilson’s neighbor and occasional early morning park walker, Jerry, sat in a chair on his own porch, eyebrows raised.

“Everything’s fine,” Wilson lied.

“Shouldn’t you be the one carrying your new bride across the threshold?” Jerry asked.

“Mind your own business, Jerry,” Wilson said.

“Hey, Wilson, is everything okay?” another voice, this one from the sidewalk in front of Wilson’s house, said.

Wilson spun around to see Susan, an older woman walking three large dogs, standing there, looking past Wilson and at the open door through which Trey and Marie had disappeared.

“Yes, Susan,” Wilson said. “Everything’s fine. You don’t need to say a word about this to anyone.”

It was a foolish thing to say to the neighborhood gossip, Wilson knew. He was surprised she didn’t already have her phone out to start spreading the news. It wouldn’t be long before Wilson was the talk of the town.

He went inside and closed the door. Trey was in the middle of his living room with Marie still in his arms.

“Now, where’s the bedroom?” Trey asked.

Wilson thought about protesting, putting his foot down to stop this once and for all. What was happening was bad enough--it had blown through bad on its way to horrible--but to have it happen on the bed Wilson slept in every night? The bed that Marie was going to be sleeping in every night from this point on?

Our marital bed, Wilson thought, choking back tears.

Wilson had just about gathered up the courage to tell Trey in a stern voice he was going to have to leave when Marie spoke up.

“Through the hall and up the stairs,” she said.

As the big man carried his wife out of the room, the certainty of what was about to happen crushed him as if the walls around him were closing in. He’d waited so long to have Marie — really, truly have every part of her — and now he was going to be forced to watch another man have what he’d been waiting for.

Why, then, was his cock as hard as a rock?

Trey continued carrying Marie, walking up the stairs to the bedroom without struggle, as if she were weightless. Wilson would’ve had trouble carrying her through the door in the first place.

Trey walked into Wilson’s bedroom with Wilson trailing close behind. The big man dropped Marie onto the bed, and she laughed again.

“You’re, uh, not gonna need that dress again, are you?” Trey asked.

Marie smiled up at him and said, “Nope. I’ve already married my one and only, so I’m done with it.”

Wilson’s heart swelled a bit at hearing her say he was her one and only.

And then it felt like someone punched him in his swelled heart as Trey ripped Marie’s wedding dress in half and tore it from her.

“You’re so bad!” Marie exclaimed, laughing yet again. She was lying there, before this monster of a man, wearing only a white lace bra and matching panties. The sight of her so close to nude took Wilson’s breath away; it was the first time he’d seen her in her underwear.

“I want to keep these,” Marie said as she unhooked her bra. “So be careful.”

As she released the most beautiful pair of breasts Wilson had ever seen (certainly in person, since he had never seen any up close, but even at all — no woman in his infrequent porn viewings could compare, he thought, to his new wife), Trey was busy pulling down her panties. Wilson took a seat in a chair in the corner, afraid he was going to pass out at the sight of Marie’s well-trimmed bush and what was found below it.

Marie spread her legs, and Wilson got a full view of his wife’s pussy for the first time. It looked soft and pink and was glistening with moisture already. She seemed extremely wet, although Wilson had no experience with which to back up that assumption.

Trey helped verify the situation when he leaned over Marie and stuck a couple of fingers into her cunt. “Your wife is so wet right now, Wilson.”

He got down low enough to kiss her, and she moaned into his mouth. Wilson felt a new knife stabbing him in his chest.

“You’re a lucky guy, Wilson,” Trey said, pulling away from Marie. He started taking off his shirt. “Well, I guess right now I’m the lucky one. But I’m sure you’ll get your turn, eventually.”

Eventually? How long did Trey intend on keeping him from Marie? This was only for one night, wasn’t it? He started to ask, but then Trey dropped his pants, and he had trouble focusing on anything other than the monstrous thing that was suddenly free.

It simply didn’t look real. Wilson had seen a few porn videos with men with giant penises, but he had never watched very far. He honestly thought those insanely big cocks were prosthetics or something. No way could they be real.

But here one was, and it shoved its way into Wilson’s reality, threatening to shake him to his core.

Marie sat up and grabbed hold of Trey’s monster with both hands, the paleness of her fingers a striking contrast against the darkness of Trey’s cock. “Let’s get this thing nice and hard,” she said.

Is it not even hard yet? Wilson thought. He was going to be sick.

“You know what works best,” Trey said, although it looked like what Marie was doing with her hands was working just fine. Wilson could already tell the difference.

Marie lifted the giant cock toward her mouth. Wilson couldn’t look away even though he desperately didn’t want to see what he was afraid he was going to. Some part of him thought, even after all of this, that there was no way his sweet wife was going to even put her lips (or tongue!) anywhere near that thing.

But she did. She raised it so it was pointing straight up, the tip now farther up the other man’s stomach than Wilson would’ve thought possible, and started licking. She began with Trey’s testicles, themselves larger than Wilson thought existed, before moving her long, moist tongue up and down the underside of the monstrous shaft.

Wilson had probably had an erection the entire time, but he wasn’t sure. When Marie took Trey into her mouth, there was no denying it anymore. His notably average cock now pushed against his pants so hard he was sure his zipper was going to bust.

As he watched Marie try in vain to get all of Trey’s insane prick into her mouth, Wilson started rubbing against his own cock through his pants. He cursed himself silently as he did so. He should not be enjoying this; in fact, he knew he was definitely not enjoying it, and yet…

Marie saw what he was doing out of the corner of her eye and laughed around Trey’s dick. Trey turned to see what was so funny, and he, too, started laughing at Wilson.

“I knew you’d like it, man!” he said. “You seem like the type.”

What was that supposed to mean? Wilson wanted to ask, but he couldn’t get anything out.

Marie pulled away from Trey, his dick making a large popping sound as it left her warm, moist mouth. She started stroking Trey again as she said to Wilson, “Honey, you should probably just get it out. That looks painful.”

He felt his face flush even more, but he did as she suggested. He pulled out his penis, all five inches of it, and started stroking.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Trey said. “You might want to take it easy. If you come before we’re done, you might not have as much fun watching us.”

“It’s true, honey,” Marie said. “I used to keep Kenny caged while he watched. He got all grumpy if he came too early, and when that happened, he always tried to rush us.”

“It didn’t go well for him when he tried to rush us,” Trey said, the slightest hint of threat in his deep voice.

Wilson widened his eyes, wondering about physical violence. Marie laughed as she rubbed Trey’s cock against her face, smearing precum all over her cheek.

“Don’t worry, silly,” she said. “Trey never hurt Kenny. But he did have to tie him to a chair a couple of times to get him to calm down.”

Wilson slowed down on his own stroking as Marie lay back on the bed, spreading her legs. She used her hands to spread apart the lips of her pussy, as if inviting Trey inside.

That’s undoubtedly the way Trey took it. He got onto the bed with her and rubbed the tip of his cock on her pussy. Even the tip was gigantic, and Wilson just could not believe Marie would be able to fit just the tip inside, much less anything else.

She surprised him. She reached for Trey’s cock and pulled it closer, rubbing it around and around her entrance, moaning and breathing harder and harder. Finally, with a bit of a shove from Trey, the entire head of his cock suddenly went inside, and she screamed.

She literally screamed as if he had hurt her, and Wilson started to get up from his chair.

Trey must have heard Wilson move because he said, “Don’t worry, she’s got this.”

“Oh, fuck, I got this,” Marie said in barely a whisper. “I got this so good you wouldn’t believe.”

Trey grabbed Marie’s ankles and lifted her legs so they were straight up in the air, her ankles pressing against his shoulders. “My favorite position,” he said, although whether to Marie (who probably knew already) or Wilson, Wilson wasn’t sure. “Are you ready? I know it’s been a while.”

“Make me remember,” Marie snapped at him.

Trey wasn’t nearly as slow as Wilson thought he should be. He shoved most of his cock into Marie but couldn’t get it all in. It was just too big.

Neither of them seemed to mind. No, they seemed to be having a wonderful time. Trey would pull almost all the way out of Marie before ramming himself back inside. Marie’s screams soon went from being ones of obvious pain to something less clear but closer to pleasure.

Wilson didn’t realize it, but he was starting to increase the speed he was stroking his own penis. Well, he didn’t know it at first. By the time he realized he was coming, it was too late to enjoy it.

“Oh,” he said. It was the most pathetic reaction to one’s own orgasm anyone’s ever had. He hoped they wouldn’t notice.

Somehow, while being impaled by Trey’s big cock, Marie did notice. She put her hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter, but it didn’t help. After a moment, Trey looked over at Wilson, his deflating penis still in his hand, and started laughing, too.

“Dude,” Trey said, not even breaking stride as he continued jackhammering Wilson’s new bride. “We told you to take it easy.”

“Oh my god, your face,” Marie said. “You look super disappointed in yourself.”

In himself. Yeah, that was the thing that disappointed Wilson the most right now.

“Clean yourself up,” Trey ordered. “And sit there and stay quiet. Don’t make me tie you to that chair.”

They went at it like that for another 20 minutes or so. Marie had at least two orgasms in that time, screaming loud enough that the neighbors probably heard her both times. Wilson just sat there watching, the pit in his stomach seeming to grow by the second. He thought there might not be anything of him left by the time they were done.

He felt like crying but knew it would just elicit more laughter from his wife and her lover. He didn’t really care about Trey, but he couldn’t take much more of Marie’s derision.

He couldn’t believe seeing them had made him horny. Arousal was the farthest thing from his mind right now.

“You ready to come inside me yet, baby?” Marie asked Trey. Wilson didn’t know which was worse — Marie asking Trey to come inside her or calling him “baby.”

“Why? You getting tired?”

“My legs are,” she said. “Everything else is… okay.”

“Okay, then,” Trey said, gently lowering Marie’s legs to the bed. He then got down on top of her, and she put her arms around his back and pulled him even closer.

This was even worse than before. The way they had been fucking before was just that — fucking. It was something that, like Trey’s monster penis, seemed like something out of porn. Unreal. Now they were moving slowly, sensually. They weren’t just fucking anymore.

They were making love.

Wilson tentatively touched his penis again, hoping against hope he could get aroused. At least then, his animal instincts might take over and save him some of this pain. But it wasn’t meant to be. Just like always, he was out of commission once he had come until at least the next day.

He thought about leaving the room. But he was worried they might restrain him as they’d said. Also, a part of him would rather see what happened instead of forever wondering what they got up to without him in the room. So he sat there for another ten minutes, watching and trying not to cry, as another man made love to his beautiful wife.

Finally, Trey came. He grunted loudly and made three final pumps into Marie. Then he stopped moving entirely.

“You still come as much as ever,” Marie said. “You always did fill me up so much.”

Wilson could see Trey’s white sticky mess leaking out of Marie as the other man pulled out and flopped down beside her. Those were brand new sheets, too! He sat there, just watching a seemingly unending river of jizz spilling out of his wife.

“Hey, man,” Trey said. Wilson looked to him, thinking maybe he was going to apologize for fucking Marie. Or for laughing (with Marie) at Wilson’s pathetic orgasm. Or for anything else that happened this evening. But no. He had a request. “Can you get us some water? We’re both always really thirsty after we do it.”

“Nice to know,” Wilson muttered but left to go get them some water.

When he returned, Marie was asleep. Her head lay on Trey’s big hairy chest, and Trey was stroking her long, auburn hair. His cock, soft now but still huge, lay across his left leg, still dripping a little bit of cum onto Wilson’s sheets. Wilson set the two glasses of water on the nightstand on Trey’s side of the bed.

Jesus. Trey’s side of the bed.

Wilson just stood there, trying not to look at Trey’s fingers running through Marie’s hair. It was almost exactly how he imagined tonight might go, except it would’ve been Wilson tenderly caressing Marie’s head as she fell asleep after they made love. After a few minutes, Trey shot him an annoyed look.

“You look tired,” he said. “You should get some sleep.”

“You’re in my bed,” Wilson said, hoping it didn’t come out as pathetic whining but knowing it did.

“Hey, I get the whole night,” Trey said. “That was the deal. If you think it’s over, you don’t know your wife very well.”

How true that was turning out to be, Wilson thought.

“She’s just resting up for round two,” Trey said, smiling. “And whatever comes after that.”

A quick shot of anger shot through Wilson’s whole body, and his hands clenched into fists. His heart pounded as he knew what he was going to do. He was going to punch that fucking smile off of Trey’s face.

Trey glanced at Wilson’s hands. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” he said. “Marie would be distraught if I had to put you in your place. And you don’t want to do anything to upset Marie, do you?”

The anger fled, replaced by despair. “No,” Wilson said.

“Good boy,” Trey said. “Now, go lie on the couch or something. When you hear us going at it again, you can stay down there or come back up. Your choice.”

Wilson nodded, shuffling out of the room.


Epilogue

Wilson tried to sleep; he really did. But he couldn’t. An hour later, he heard the bed creaking above him, Marie screaming, Trey laughing. Wilson sat on the couch and tried to jack off, but his dick wouldn’t get hard no matter what he did.

Trey ended up staying much longer than just the night.


My Wife & The Pizza Guy


I paused my video game to look at the notification on my phone. It was Amazon alerting me that my package had arrived. Shit. Layla would be home any minute. Heart pounding, I dropped my Xbox controller and hurried to the door, desperate to get the package inside before Layla could see it.

The door swung open, almost hitting me in the face. Standing there in the doorway was my lovely wife of six years, holding my Amazon package and frowning. Her eyes were green but she looked so angry I could imagine them turning as red as her hair.

“Is this what I think it is?” she asked.

“Probably,” I said, wincing.

Sighing heavily, she shoved the package into my chest and stormed inside. I swallowed hard and closed the door, painfully aware of Mrs. Chandler gawking at me from her apartment across the hall.

I followed my wife into the kitchen, where she appeared to only get angrier as she looked at the dishes piled high in the sink. “I thought you were going to clean today.”

“I… I was busy with…”

“Job applications?” she asked, her voice filled with a feigned hope. “Interviews? A winning lottery ticket?”

“Uh, no…”

“Which one was it today?” she asked. “Call of Duty? Madden?”

I sighed and replied, “GTA.”

Layla rolled her eyes. “Well, would you mind doing some dishes now?” she asked. “I’m starving and I gotta see what we have to cook for dinner.”

“Oh, you don’t need to worry about that,” I said. “I ordered pizza. It should be here soon.”

“You did what?” Layla asked.

“I ordered pizza so you wouldn’t have to cook.”

“With what money?”

I rubbed the back of my neck and said, “Yours. I, uh, used your debit card. I have the number saved in the pizza place app.”

“I wish you wouldn’t do that without asking me,” Layla snapped. She picked up my Amazon package and slammed it back down on the counter. I tried not to let on how worried I was about the items inside. “Just like I wish you wouldn’t order more action figures without asking me. Or at all. At least until you find another job.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. It was not the first time I’d apologized for using money I shouldn’t have in order to buy Star Wars figures. The first few times, I’d tried explaining to Layla that if I didn’t order them when they were first available, they could sell out and I might not be able to get them at all. She was never very impressed by my reasoning.

Layla pulled out her phone and tapped at the screen. “Fuck,” she said. “I paid the rent and our phone bills earlier today and now I’m overdrawn. Only by $10, but still. I wasn’t planning on your surprise $100 Amazon charge.”

Okay, now I really felt guilty. We’ve been struggling for a while now, ever since my unemployment dried up. Once a well-paid software engineer, I’d lost my job a couple of years back thanks to a company merger. We’d always lived above our means and had no savings, so without my job we had to learn to get by on Layla’s much smaller interior designer salary. We moved into an apartment half the size of the one we’d been living in, and Layla had done a good job of watching her expenses so we could make do with her salary.

Unfortunately, I seemed to still be living in the past. Unable--unwilling--to give up my Star Wars collection. Unwilling to sell it off to pay bills, unwilling to just let it sit without adding new figures to it every few weeks. Spending more money than I had. Not that I technically even had any money; everything we had in the bank was thanks to her.

And now, we didn’t have anything in the bank.

“You get paid tomorrow, right?” I asked.

She nodded, still looking at her phone. “Thankfully. Hmmm… I don’t see a charge for the pizza you ordered. Probably declined since I’m overdrawn. Guess I should see what I can scrounge for dinner after all.”

Dammit, I was really looking forward to that pizza.

“When are you going to learn, Floyd?” Layla asked. “We can’t keep living like this--paycheck to paycheck. You either need to work harder at finding a new job or stop buying crap we don’t need.”

“I know,” I told her.

“Do you?” she asked. “Because I’ve lost track of how many times we’ve had this exact same conversation. What do I need to do to finally teach you a lesson?”

My face turned red, but I didn’t answer. I hated when she talked to me like this, like a toddler. Even if she was right, even if I could admit that something drastic needed to happen for me to finally help out--or at least stop making things worse--she didn’t need to berate me like that.

“Let’s just fix dinner,” she finally said, tired of waiting for my response. “But I’m serious. Things need to change and apparently mere conversation isn’t enough. I just wish I knew what would be enough.”

As Layla opened the refrigerator to survey our food situation, I removed the dishes from one side of the sink and turned on the hot water. I reached for the dishwashing liquid to squirt some in the rapidly filling sink when there was a knock at the door.

“What now?” Layla said.

“I’ll get it,” I told her, turning off the running water.

On my way to the door, I heard Layla slam the refrigerator shut, making me wonder if she just didn’t see anything she could use for dinner. This was followed by the sound of various cabinet doors opening and closing. There were more knocks at the door, so I looked through the peephole to see who was so impatient.

It was a dark-skinned guy in a t-shirt that looked like it could barely contain his chest muscles. He was holding a large red pizza bag. Maybe Layla had just overlooked the charge for the pizza in her account. My growling stomach sure wasn’t going to complain about that. I just hoped the guy didn’t expect a tip or anything.

I opened the door and smiled up at him. He had a good six inches on me in height.

Not returning my smile, the pizza guy pulled a receipt from a little pocket on his bag. He looked at it and then at me, saying, “That’ll be $32.48.”

“Uh, I paid already,” I said. “On the app. With a card.”

The pizza guy nodded. “Yeah. Charge was declined. $32.48, please.”

“I’m not sure I have it,” I said, although I was absolutely sure I didn’t. I pulled out my wallet anyway, pulling out the twenty dollar bill inside. “I’m about… twelve dollars short.”

“Mierda,” the pizza guy cursed, sighing heavily as I heard my wife walk up behind me.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“He’s delivering the pizza even though the charge on your card was declined,” I explained, holding up my money. “Do you happen to have twelve dollars? I’m a little short.”

“No,” Layla said, squinting angrily at me. “I never have cash on hand. You know that.” She turned to the pizza guy and said, “I’m sorry you wasted a trip.”

“Yeah, me too,” the pizza guy said, his dark eyes traveling up and down the entire length of my wife’s body. “No offense, but this isn’t the best ending to a shitty day. Hardly anyone even tipped today.”

He turned to leave and I went to close the door. My wife grabbed the door and prevented me from closing it.

“Wait,” she called after him. “Come back.”

I shot her a questioning look that mirrored the one on the pizza guy’s face when he turned around. “Find some more money?” he asked.

“No,” Layla said, pushing me aside to walk out to him in the hallway. She put her hand on his chest and said quietly, “But maybe I can pay for it another way.”

“What?” me and the pizza guy both said at the same time.

“You heard me,” Layla said, slightly turning her head as if she was speaking to me. “I’m sure I can do… something… to make this trip worth your while.”

The pizza guy looked nervously at me. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea, ma’am.”

“Don’t call me ma’am,” Layla said, playfully smacking his shoulder. “I’m not that much older than you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, then winced as he caught himself.

“What’s your name?” Layla asked.

“Luca,” he replied.

“Nice to meet you, Luca,” Layla said. “I’m Layla, and my husband there is Floyd. How old are you, Luca?”

“Just turned twenty-one,” he answered.

It was Layla’s turn to wince. “Okay, so I’m not quite fifteen years older than you. Still, not old enough to be a ‘ma’am’ yet.”

“Honey, come back inside,” I said, afraid Mrs. Chandler was watching my wife flirt with the pizza guy through her peephole across the hall. “I’m sure this guy needs to go.”

“Actually, you were my last delivery today,” he said.

“See, honey?” Layla said. “He has plenty of time.”

“I should probably be going, though,” the pizza guy said.

“I think you should come inside,” Layla said, stepping even closer to Luca. “And let me pay for that pizza.”

Luca looked so nervous he was sweating. “And what about… what about your husband?” he asked, again nervously glancing at me.

“Don’t worry about him,” Layla said, taking Luca’s hand. “I was just telling him earlier he needed to learn a lesson about the value of money, and I think I know just what will do it.”

I think my jaw literally dropped open as Layla pulled Luca by the hand past me and into our apartment. I slowly turned to see Luca take two pizza boxes out of his bag and set them on one of the end tables beside our couch. He dropped his bag to the floor.

Layla looked at me and nodded toward the open door. “You might want to close that, unless you want to give anyone walking by a free show.”

“A… free show?” I asked, slowly closing the door.

Layla laughed, turning back to Luca. “I don’t think my husband knows what’s going on.”

Luca ran a hand through his black hair. “To be honest, I’m not sure I do, either.”

“Oh come on,” my wife said, putting both arms around Luca’s neck. “I’m sure you’ve seen scenarios like this in porn, right?”

“Layla!” I snapped. “You’re not going to fuck the pizza guy!”

“Well, he deserves something for the trouble of coming out here,” Layla said, dropping to her knees in front of him. “Delivering pizza that we can’t afford because you had to buy some more action figures.”

Luca looked at me, a mocking smirk on his handsome face. “Dude, really?”

My wife began unzipping the other man’s pants. “Yes, really.”

I walked over to Layla and put a hand on her shoulder. “Okay, that’s enough. Lesson learned. You can stop playing now.”

“Oh, I’m not playing,” Layla said, shrugging my hand away. “I’m hungry and that pizza smells really good. And this is how we’re paying for it.”

She tugged on Luca’s waistband, and his pants and boxers fell in one motion. His semi-hard cock sprang to life, pointing right at my wife’s pretty red lips.

“Oh my,” Layla said, licking those red lips. “Looks like I’m gonna get a mouth full of something besides pizza this evening.”

“This isn’t happening,” I said. I hated that it came out as a whine.

“Oh, it’s happening,” Layla said. “You don’t have to stand there and watch if you don't want to, but it’s happening.”

She gave me another moment to decide to stay or go. If you’d ever told me I’d be in this position, I would’ve said I wouldn’t want to watch, that I’d go running away at the first opportunity. However, I was frozen in place, my eyes glued to my wife’s hand as she wrapped her fingers around Luca’s cock. The white skin of her dainty little hand was a stark contrast to the dark skin of the pizza guy’s massive rod as it grew to its full length and girth.

I felt sick to my stomach, watching my wife slowly stroke the other man, knowing this probably wouldn’t end with just a handjob. And the worst part was, I knew it was all my fault. If only I hadn’t overspent our money, if only I hadn’t ordered pizza, if only I had twelve more dollars.

My wife leaned forward, her red lips parting, about to suck another man’s cock, all because I was short twelve fucking dollars.

I opened my mouth to plead with her not to do it, that I’d change, that I’d get a job and stop buying toys, but no words came out. Layla seemed to move in slow motion, her face moving toward Luca’s cock. Precum bubbled out of his tip, and my wife’s tongue extended out of her mouth to lick it off.

Layla lifted Luca’s big dick so it was pointing straight up toward the ceiling. Her head went low, her tongue still extended, until she was in a good position to lick his balls. She started jacking him as she licked his balls, saliva coating his sack and dripping from her mouth to the floor.

Once she’d covered every inch of his ballsack with her saliva, she slowly dragged her tongue from his balls up his shaft, continuing to work with her fingers the part of him not being treated to her tongue. Finally, she reached the tip again, swirling her tongue around and around its underside, making him unsteady on his feet. She spent a good amount of time doing that, and by now had moved her hand to the bottom of his shaft, where she continued to stroke.

After a bit, she let go of his cock, letting it fall so that it was pointing toward her again. She turned to look at me, not a hint of regret or hesitation on her pretty face, and smiled.

Reminding me that this was my doing.

And then she engulfed him entirely.

Luca gasped as his length slowly disappeared inside my wife’s warm and willing mouth. She grabbed his hips, her nails digging into his flesh and urging him to shove his cock deeper into her mouth, and I fought to keep from vomiting.

Luca put both of his hands into my wife’s hair, gathering big fistfuls of it, and moved her head back and forth even as he pumped himself into her. Layla gagged as more of her spit seeped out of the edges of her mouth, dribbling down onto her shirt.

Luca picked up speed, fucking my wife’s face harder than I’ve ever fucked her pussy. I felt the need to intervene a few times, not only because I couldn’t believe I was watching my wife suck off another man but also because I was worried he was going to hurt her. If the way she was moaning and giggling was any indication, though, pain was the farthest thing from her mind.

“I’m close,” Luca said, struggling to get the words out. “Does your wife swallow, dude?”

My face flushed red at the question and I almost refused to answer. “No,” I said finally. “She doesn’t.”

“Lots of new experiences today, then,” Luca said, grabbing Layla’s hair with a tighter grip.

Incredibly, he fucked her face even faster for a few moments until he made one final push and then held himself--and my wife’s head--still. I stared in disbelief, wondering if he’d just done what I thought he had. It wasn’t long before my unasked question was answered.

Layla began gagging, slapping at Luca’s hips. He let go of her hair and she immediately pulled back, gasping for air. A long, thin string of cum momentarily connected his tip to her lips. As she sat back, Luca’s cum spilled out across Layla’s lower lip, but she was also loudly swallowing a lot of it.

“Fuck,” Layla said, wiping cum off of her face with the back of her hand. “That was… a lot.”

“Yeah, sorry,” Luca said, standing there with his cock, which was somehow still erect, dribbling cum onto my living room carpet. “Haven’t come in a week or more.”

“Just saving it up for someone who needs to pay for some pizza,” Layla said, laughing.

“Something like that,” Luca said. “But… I want more.” He stroked his cock when he said it.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“More?” Layla asked. “I kinda gave it my all there. And you gave me your all, right?”

Luca laughed. “Oh, it won’t take me long to recharge. I want to fuck you.”

“Absolutely not!” I said, hoping I sounded as authoritative as I wanted to. “This has already gone far enough!”

“Not your body,” Layla said, playing absent-mindedly with some cum that had landed on her shirt. “Not your concern.” She looked back up at Luca and said, “How long to recharge?”

“Ten minutes,” he said. “Maybe less.”

“Wow, really?” Layla said, her eyes wide. Nodding toward me, she said, “Takes this one at least a day.”

Luca laughed. Layla laughed. I did not.

“Take your clothes off and get on the couch,” Luca said, kicking off his own pants and discarding his t-shirt. As had already been evident, his chest was massive and his abs were hard and chiseled.

“Yes, sir,” Layla said.

“Spread your legs,” Luca said after she’d sat down.

I tried not to think about a strange man’s bare ass sitting on our leather couch as Luca took his place next to my wife, who, obeying his command, spread her legs open as far as she could. Her pussy was completely exposed to him, and to me, and I couldn’t believe how noticeably wet she already was. He hadn’t even touched her yet, and until a minute ago there’d been no expectation that he was going to fuck her. All she’d done is given him a blow job and she was as wet as I’ve ever seen her after lots of foreplay.

“May I?” Luca asked, wiggling some of his fingers in front of my wife’s face.

Layla smiled and said, “Please.”

Luca placed his hand on Layla’s leg, just above her knee, and slowly dragged his fingers across her flesh as he worked his way up. When he moved to her inner thigh, Layla gasped and lifted her hips as if to beckon him toward his eventual destination. Finally, after what seemed like forever, the other man placed a finger on either side of her pussy lips, which glistened with even more wetness than when she’d first sat down.

“God,” my wife whispered as one of his fingers barely grazed her lower lips.

Luca leaned down and kissed at one of Layla’s nipples, slowly and almost lovingly, as another finger brushed against her pussy down below. As I watched the pizza guy handling my wife with such tender care, it almost felt like I was intruding, like I was watching two lovers in their most intimate, loving moment, instead of what I was really witnessing.

Which was my wife being a whore for pizza.

My wife teaching me a lesson in the most over-the-top, cruel way possible.

My wife forgetting I was even in the room and giving herself over to another man.

I started to leave the room then. It was obvious I could do nothing to stop this, and I really didn’t need to see it. Except I had to see it. I can’t explain it even now, but I knew if I didn’t bear witness to my wife’s first time with another man since we’d gotten together I’d never forgive myself.

And my cock, which I had to finally admit was rock hard despite the jealousy and humiliation I felt, wouldn’t forgive me either.

“Please,” my wife muttered, moving her lower body to try to make more solid contact with Luca’s fingers.

“Please what, babygirl?” Luca asked. It should have sounded ridiculous, this much younger man calling my 30-something wife “babygirl,” but it didn’t. He had complete control of her, was dominating her with the barest touch of his fingers, and all her hapless husband could do was stand there and watch it all happen.

“Touch me,” she pleaded.

“I am touching you, mi amorcito” Luca said, laughing.

“More, papi,” my wife said. “Please.”

“If you insist,” Luca said, letting two fingers make full contact with Layla’s pussy for the first time.

“Oh, yes, papi,” Layla said, grinding against his fingers.

Once he got started, Luca gradually became more and more aggressive. His fingers stayed outside her for a bit, swirling around and around her dripping lower lips and the surrounding area. He laughed as she kept pleading with him, at one point telling him to stick, and I quote, his “whole fucking hand” inside her.

But it was clear she wasn’t in control; Luca was. And he only inserted a finger into her cunt when it seemed like he was good and ready.

When he did, Layla moaned out in pleasure, panting and continuing to beg for more. I’d only ever seen her like this on rare occasions, usually when I was using her favorite vibrator on her but often not even then. A detached part of me watched in fascination as Luca worked at my wife’s pussy, studying him, trying to learn what I could do to make her respond this way.

Deep down I knew she likely never would.

Luca started fucking her with one finger, and then two, a puddle of her juices forming on the seat cushion. My wife thrashed around on the couch, her fingers slipping on leather as she tried to grip onto the couch’s arm. Then, he slowed down, his movements becoming more precise, more deliberate, even as Layla’s reaction became more frantic.

Her clit, I realized. He was focusing on her clit now.

“You like that?” he asked her. All she could do was nod.

It didn’t take long before Layla was crying out in pleasure, her entire body shaking against his hand. Luca kept doing what he was doing until she begged him to stop.

“Too… too intense,” she whispered, on the verge of tears.

“Good, though?” he asked.

“The best,” she said, twisting the metaphorical knife in my chest.

Luca made a show of leaning over to look at my wife’s pussy, which was now swollen and red and shining with her arousal. “You have a beautiful pussy,” he told her. “I’m going to fuck it now.”

“Okay,” Layla said. “But not without a condom.”

A look of disappointment washed over the pizza guy’s face, bringing me an insane amount of perverse joy. “Fuck,” he said. “I get it, but I don’t have one on me.”

Layla laughed. “It’s okay,” she said. “We have some. I can’t take birth control because of a medical condition and, as you can probably imagine, our financial situation doesn’t exactly lend itself to having kids. So we use condoms.”

Luca breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. So…”

“Honey,” Layla said, standing up. “Can you be a dear and go get us a condom?”

“I…” I said, but couldn’t finish my sentence.

Layla stood and walked over to me on unsteady legs. I could smell both her arousal and Luca’s dried cum on her face as she said, “Look, if I have to go into the bedroom to get a condom, I may as well fuck him in there. On our bed. Do you really want that?”

I wanted to cry. “No.”

“So go get us a condom,” she said. “And then, if you don’t want to keep watching, you can go back in there and close the door.”

I went to the bedroom and got a condom out of my bedside table’s drawer. My feet felt like they were treading water as I walked back into the living room, the sounds of my wife’s laughter filling my ears.

Layla was letting Luca’s big hands massage her breasts. He leaned down and gave one of her nipples a lick, causing her to shiver and giggle.

Luca moved his tongue to her other nipple before moving up to whisper something in her ear. My wife looked at me and put a hand over her mouth, stifling more laughter. Then, she nodded to Luca.

Luca nodded toward the condom in my hand and said, “Put it on me.”

“Excuse me?” I stammered.

“C’mon, honey,” Layla said, holding up the other man’s cock. “Don’t you want to make sure it’s on him properly? We wouldn’t want any… accidents, would we?”

I tried really hard to make the logic of what she’d said make sense and failed. “I guess not,” I said anyway, tearing open the condom wrapper.

“Good boy,” Layla said as I approached her lover with the condom.

My hands shook as I moved the condom toward Luca’s big cock. Out of the corner of my eye, I could tell my wife was moving, no doubt getting in place on the couch, but everything other than the dick in front of me was a blur. It twitched a little, as if telling me to hurry up so it could get to the fun part.

I pressed the condom onto Luca’s tip and started unrolling it onto his shaft. I tried my best to hurry, but it was impossible not to feel the throbbing, the heat, the veins, of the other man’s cock against my fingers as I worked the rubber onto him.

“Good job, honey,” my wife said when I was done. I looked over to see that she was, indeed, lying back on the couch with her legs spread. “So, you watching or not?”

Luca didn’t wait on me to answer. He moved to the couch, to my wife, before I knew what was happening. Once there, he didn’t hesitate. He was on the couch, between her legs, teasing her pussy with his cock for a moment, perhaps testing to see if she was wet enough for him to enter.

Of course, she was, she had been virtually since the minute he entered our apartment, and she raised her hips toward him to let him know, her dripping cunt meeting the head of his cock.

“Oh my God,” Layla said through a gasp. “Don’t tease me like you did before!”

“I like to tease,” Luca said, “but if you want me to stop, you need to tell me what you want. And loudly.”

“Fuck me, Luca!” Layla said. And loudly.

“Louder, puta!” Luca snapped. “I want your neighbors to hear!”

“God,” Layla said, stretching the word out into a whine. “Fine. Fuck me, you bastard!”

This last part was loud enough that I’m sure at least some of the neighbors heard. Mrs. Chandler, from across the hall, had asked me about an argument Layla and I had two months ago about action figures and we hadn’t been anywhere near as loud as Layla’s plea to Luca.

“Buena niña,” Luca said, making my wife giggle.

I watched as the other man plunged into my wife’s depths with no further warning, and Layla cried out as she was stretched more and faster than she’d been accustomed to. She wrapped her arms around Luca’s back and then her legs around his waist as he fucked her hard into our couch.

A devilish grin on his face, Luca said something in Spanish that I didn’t understand. My wife laughed at it, although I’m sure she didn’t understand it, either. She dug her fingernails into the skin of his back, as if urging him to fuck her even harder.

Which he did.

I’m surprised they managed to stay on the couch, but they did. This went on for several minutes, my wife groaning and moaning in equal parts pleasure and frustration. I knew what the problem was, but I would never in a million years think that she’d propose the solution that she did.

“You need to take the condom off,” she told him quietly, as if trying for me not to hear.

“What?” Luca said. “But you said…”

“Forget what I said,” she snapped. “I can’t come with you wearing it. I need to feel your skin!”

“Layla, please,” I said meekly, but I’m not sure either of them heard.

“Again, if you insist,” Luca said. He pulled out of my wife’s dripping cunt and looked at me, perhaps pondering if he should tell me to take the condom off the way he’d ordered me to put it on. That, I was fairly confident, I could refuse, and maybe he knew that. A moment later, he slipped it off himself.

I winced as I watched him re-enter my wife, bare this time, and continue without skipping a beat.

The couch creaked under their efforts, and the sound of skin slapping together filled the room. This was soon drowned out by my wife’s cries of pleasure, which I’m certain Mrs. Chandler was wondering about across the hall.

“You like my cock, babygirl?” Luca asked.

“Oh my God, yes!” Layla cried out.

“Are you glad your husband couldn’t pay for the pizza?” he asked.

“Definitely!” Layla said, laughing. “Harder now, papi, I’m almost there.”

Luca pulled away from my wife’s arms so he could sit up on his knees as he fucked her. He grabbed onto her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and began pulling her to him as he fucked himself into her.

It only took a few moments of this and she came on his cock while screaming out his name. If Mrs. Chandler was listening, she had to know by now, if she didn’t already, that I wasn’t the one making my wife lose her mind.

“I’m close,” Luca said. “I should…”

As if anticipating what he was about to do, Layla reached up and grabbed him by the neck, pulling him down onto her again. She wrapped her legs around him once more and pulled him into her.

“Don’t you fucking dare!” she demanded.

“But…” I said, not sure it was even audible.

“You are la hostia,” Luca muttered, groaning as he pounded my wife’s pussy a few more times before tensing his whole body.

“Feels sooooo good,” Layla said, still clinging to her new lover.

I stood there, my jaw dropped open, as I realized her new lover had just flooded her fertile womb with his seed. I thought I might pass out.

Luca pulled out of her and left her lying on the couch as he gathered up his clothes. His cum seeped out of her, but not enough to matter. I couldn’t believe that seeing him climax into my wife’s mouth would be replaced as the worst thing I’d ever seen so quickly.

“Where are you going?” Layla asked Luca, watching him get dressed.

“I should probably be going,” he said.

“Oh, stay for dinner,” she told him, sitting up and smearing cum all over the couch. “There’s pizza.”

He laughed at that as he zipped up his pants. He opened up the top pizza box and touched a piece of crust.

“Seems we took too long,” he said. “It’s cold.”

“Well, fuck,” Layla said. “Hey, honey, how much money did you have? Twenty dollars?”

I nodded, shooting her a questioning look.

“We can’t serve cold food to our guest,” she said. “Why don’t you run down to McDonald’s and get us some burgers?”

“We have a microwave,” I said. “Or we could heat it up in the oven.”

“I like burgers,” Luca said. “I’m around pizza so much I almost hate even smelling it.”

I sighed. Like so much else this evening, I knew I didn’t have much say in the matter.

“Go on, honey,” Layla said. “Go get us some burgers. I might be dressed by the time you get back.”

“Not if I have anything to say about it,” Luca said, making my wife giggle again as I headed for the door.
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