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 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.



 









 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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