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	First, he looked the other way when his wife sucked off her boss. Then she started fucking him in their bed. Fucking his brother, best friend, and parents. Most of his friends. Starting that porn site. And doing gangbangs at sex clubs. Now she's out of control, making him lick cum out of her pussy and ass as fast as guys fill them. When will he get off his knees and put his foot down?
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Chapter 1

	 

	I knew something was wrong as soon as my wife came home from work. Normally I can't get her to shut up; now I couldn't get her to say hi. She avoided me like an oil spill. However, five years of marriage taught me something, so I made the most of it by cracking open a beer, firing up the bong, and watching the game. I don't think people appreciate how much liquor and drugs improve sports. From the bedroom she told me to order us a pizza, so I helped myself to another beer before calling. Her girlfriends may think me callous, but dudes are more practical. Instead of asking her what's wrong, I just made the best of things. She'd talk when she's talk, and I'd have to fucking listen.

	 

	Except she stayed silent all night, and I have to confess it was pretty sweet. I got to watch what I wanted, without worrying about her complaining about some hottie actress. Even my team won, and didn't hear her nag me at all. She left me plenty of room in bed -- usually she smothers me to death such that I can't even turn over.

	 

	All in all, a pretty good way to end my day. Good game. Good beer. Good pot. Good night.

	 

	Then things got weird. I thought she was asleep, and longed for the same, when she suddenly turned around and fondled my cock. She breathed heavily in my ear like a fucking dog, so I turned to kiss her and saw she had her eyes closed. Whatever. I groped her and we helped each other out of our clothes. She went down on me -- something that never happens anymore -- and I decided, fuck it, and pulled her legs over me. I can't believe she didn't resist, since she is very self-conscious about her pussy. Maybe I wasn't the only one on drugs. Never one to question good fortune, I pulled that cunt to my mouth and went to town. You know the only thing better than pizza and beer while watching the game without interruption? Getting pussy afterwards. They say the perfect pussy turns into pizza after sex. I don't know what I did to deserve such a fine evening, but I knew enough to take advantage of it while it lasted.

	 

	Some people have a powerful philosophy of life. Me? I just wanted to enjoy the party while it lasted. Life can beat the hell out of you, so I learned to roll with the punches and make the best of any situation. If life hands you lemons, then get a fucking Corona. Your bag of pot came with seeds? Then grow your own. My mellow temperament didn't make me exciting, but I also never stressed out. Things always work themselves out. If they don't, you couldn't change the outcome anyways.

	 

	My beautiful wife acts weird, then actually instigates sex? She sucks my dick -- voluntarily? I knew something was wrong, but I also knew I didn't want to learn what was wrong until I got my rocks off. Again, dudes are practical.

	 

	My wife likes her clit sucked, but I actually prefer her pussy, so I thrust my tongue up there and it was fucking awesome. Some say women smell like tuna but taste like chicken, but pussy always reminded me of perfume. Black women and big girls smell of cheaper perfume, white women resemble the stuff that ladies actually use, and Asian pussy has such little odor it's as if they just applied a drop of that expensive shit. Either way, I didn't care. The worse pussy smells better than the average guy after a hard day's work. Women are so sensitive to smell that I never figured out how they put up with guys in the first place. If women meant what they say, they'd all prefer other women. Is it true that lesbos are the only honest women? Too bad they make themselves unfuckable. Except Ellen Degeneres. Even at forty-something, I'd do her.

	 

	Linda didn't use to trim her pussy, so no wonder she rarely let me go down on her. The first time, it was like sticking my head in a thorn bush. Not that I complained. Recently she kept it super trim, even though she still didn't let me see it, much less smell it. I never could relate to women's insecurities. The average guy is so proud of his cock he'd show the pope if asked, regardless of how scrawny or dirty or smelly it was. Linda has a great pussy that she treated like dirt, so I made the most of every opportunity to enjoy it.

	 

	I know she didn't get much out of it, but I liked to munch on her pussy lips. Sure, I eventually get around to her clit to get her off, but what's the rush? The longer I lick her, the longer she has to suck me. I ate her pussy like New York Steak -- the more infrequent the opportunity, the more time I spent savoring it.

	 

	Tonight she was in a hurry. She somehow twirled her body around like a break dancer and mounted me before I could plea for more time. She must have been soaking wet because she slid down my pole like a fireman. I gobbled a tittie and noticed she kept her eyes closed. Usually she insists on covering us with a blanket and turning the lights off, but tonight she just rode me like a stallion.

	 

	Then she called me Eric. And my name isn't fucking Eric.

	 

	Well, I now had a clue what the problem was, but I still wasn't going to stop what she started. I had personally inspected the goods and found them free of cum, and she wouldn't be this horny if she just got laid, so I let her ride me off into the sunset.

	 

	Her first orgasm apparently surprised her, judging by the expression on her face. She screamed loud enough to wake the neighbors, and normally she's quiet during sex. It's the rest of the day that she's noisy. It felt like someone spilled a warm beer on my dick, except her pussy gripped it like a bat swinging for the bleachers. I've heard that most women fake orgasms, and the rest are gay, but this one was real. Eyes still closed, she collapsed on top of me like a load of laundry, so I threw her on her back and fucked her like a cheating bitch. Because she was either cheating or dreaming of cheating. The bitch.

	 

	I don't know what bothered me most: that she cheated, that she will cheat on me soon, or that this made me rock fucking hard. I never knew I was built this way.

	 

	Then I decided to fuck with her. "Doesn't Eric's cock feel good?"

	 

	She moaned involuntarily.

	 

	"You've wanted it for so long. What if you could have it every day?"

	 

	She arched her back and came again, stunning me. I slowed my pace to not cum too soon. I wanted to see where this went.

	 

	"Picture Eric fucking the shit out of you. He's so fucking hot. He wants you so bad. I bet he'd pay to fuck you. You've been fantasizing about him for so long -- now he's finally fucking you and it's better than you even dreamed of. You're so fucking wet. Oh, shit, you're gonna cum again. I can feel it building. It gets stronger with each and every breath. You try to resist, but the more you try, the stronger the orgasm grows. Here it comes. Cum on Eric's big cock. Show him how much you desire him. Cum for Eric."

	 

	And the cunt did. For the third time in ten minutes, my wife climaxed. That was a first, and God knows I tried. And not just a normal orgasm, either, but one of those earth-shattering ones that are seen less often than unicorns. Despite the liquor, I have never felt more sober.

	 

	"Where do you want Eric to cum?" I asked, strangely scared shitless.

	 

	"In my mouth," she instantly shot back, as if she had been thinking about that very thing.

	 

	Well, that was too much for me. She never lets me cum in her mouth. She tried it once, before we married, and has bitched about it every since. So I hopped forward, planting a knee on either side of her head, and fed her the beast. To my shock, she leaned forward to bob her head back and forth, eager to get me off. A gentle wind could have knocked me over. I looked down at what appeared to be my wife of five years, sucking my dick like a crack whore. Her head moved faster than my hand when I jerked off.

	 

	When I exploded in her mouth, lights went off in my head. I think I just lost a few neurons. Not that I used them anyways. To my shock, instead of running to the sink, she continued bobbing her head on my cock, sucking out a second wad of cum. Then a third. Ravenous, she coaxed out a fourth and fifth shot of spunk. When my jism gagged her, instead of spitting, she fucking swallowed. Now I wondered who this vixen was, because, although she may look exactly like my wife, she certainly didn't act like her. Lightheaded, I watched in amazement as she drained me to the last drop, the first time ever that she's done that, then stuck out her tongue to lick up that last remaining drop on the tip of my penis. Seriously, my neurons misfired. If I had a beer in my hand, I would have spilled it. Instead I fell by her side.

	 

	My cheating wife just gave me the best sex of my life. Now what do I do?

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	First, I realized the obvious: my wife sucked off her boss today. Unless she knows some other guy named Eric. And loved it enough to suck me off as well.

	 

	A part of me wanted to beat him to death, but another wanted to thank him.

	 

	What to do, what to do, what to do? I didn't want to divorce her. I've loved her since tenth grade and we got along great -- no small consideration. I mean, really: how many couples get along seven years into their relationship? We bought a house together and wanted kids in a few years, when we could afford them. Profession, marriage, then children -- getting the order right makes the difference between middle class and permanent poverty. I still wanted to spend the rest of my life with her, and I remembered how much I sucked at dating. There may be a lot of fish in the sea, but few would nibble on my bait.

	 

	Plus, I knew I would never get a better looking woman than Linda. Even her name, in Spanish, means "pretty." It's why I called her Super Linda -- cuz she's super pretty. No one but me saw her potential in tenth grade when she sported braces, ancient clothes from the 90's, and terrible bangs. By the time those braces came off, I had a ring on her finger. For my I.Q., I'm pretty smart.

	 

	I always compared relationships with shopping: everyone wants the best possible deal. You want to put as little down as you can, on a quality product, with low maintenance, and preferably with little depreciation. Unfortunately, none come with guarantees. Like with a car or house, one major defect can ruin the whole thing. For guys, money, status, or great prospects can compensate for below-average looks, height, or weight. Employment matters because no woman wants to support a man who doesn't work, while men would happily take care of a stay-at-home hottie. I made more money selling pot than my day job, but I had to stay employed to avoid the appearance of living off her hard work. Inevitably there are trade offs, which is why hotter women can afford to be bitchier. No one is perfect, so it's important to appreciate what you have. I knew I scored the gold when I only deserved the bronze, so I made sure I appreciated my blessings.

	 

	Given my looks, personality, and earning capacity, I knew I could not keep a better mate than Linda. I got her at a discount because of her braces and low self-esteem. If she knew how hot she was, she could have done much better than little old me. Which is why I treated her so well. I helped cook and clean and made sure I was easy to live with. If I was richer or funnier or better looking, I wouldn't have to be so sensitive to her needs. But I wasn't. If I had a superpower, it was brutal self-honesty. I simply could not afford to deceive myself. Which is how I got a better wife than I deserved. I hit a single, yet scored a homerun. You don't take shit like that for granted. Well, many guys take their women for granted. But I don't. Cuz I know I can't find an equally pretty replacement.

	 

	My biggest problem with Linda was the mediocre sex. No matter how much she worked out, she never convinced herself that she was really fucking attractive. She worked out fanatically, yet still thought herself fat. She finally mastered hair, makeup, and clothes, yet could never find a dress that flattered her. Linda saw herself as a brunette Britney Spears after the second kid, while I saw her as a brunette Britney Spears before two kids ruined her body. I had to walk a tightrope because I wanted her to feel better about herself, but not so good that she wondered why she hooked up with me. She was an 8, while I was just a 5. If I won the lottery, I'd be a 6.

	 

	So we rarely had sex during the day or above the covers because of her twisted body image. She kept in great shape. Much better shape than me. I'd work out more, but it just takes so much fucking effort. It's hard to work out when there's so much porn on the Internet. And Facebook. And video games. I had Nintendo, X-Box, and PlayStation on three separate flat screens -- who had time to work out?

	 

	But Linda just sucked me off. If she did that more often, I was getting the whole package. I could put up with fucking anything if I got more blowjobs. So my challenge was turning this crisis into an opportunity.

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	I laid there stunned, imaging her sucking off her boss, gobbling that ebony penis, and soaking in all the potential ramifications as she snuggled next to me. She apparently didn't yet know that I knew. Which made bringing it up pretty tricky. Just asking her outright would probably backfire. How could I let her know that I knew, without jeopardizing future blowjobs?

	 

	"That was the best sex of my life," I threw out there.

	 

	She purred and rubbed her body against me. Shit, she wants more! I moved to kiss her cheek, but she turned to kiss me back. We were one minute into the kiss when I slipped her my tongue and remembered that I just fucking came in her mouth. Really, I must have too much on my mind. True, I never came in her mouth, but how could I forget what I just did? She changed into second gear and French kissed me back. The taste of my own spunk electrified and electrocuted me.

	 

	"How soon can you give me more?" she whispered in my ear, fondling my cock. "I am so thirsty."

	 

	I couldn't believe she wanted to suck me off. Again.

	 

	"If fuckign Eric makes you want to suck me off, you can fuck him every day."

	 

	Her hands froze and I wondered if I totally blew it. "Seriously. As long as you give me mine, I don't mind you fucking other guys. Maybe we could even have a three-some. Or an orgy. I'd love to see you fuck him silly."

	 

	"Really?" she whispered like a mouse, her head buried in the pillow.

	 

	I put her hand back on my petrified cock. "Feel that raging boner? And I just came. I don't have many drops left, so you better mount me instead."

	 

	That she did believe. She got on top and vaulted my pole. She leaned forward so she could slap her hips up and down fast. In our tiny room, it sounded like someone clapping really slowly.

	 

	"What attracted you to Eric?" I asked, once she got really into it.

	 

	"He's rich, handsome, successful, professional, super smart, totally charming, physically fit, owns his own business, and is sexy as hell. His cock is so much bigger than yours and his jism tastes so much better."

	 

	That was more honesty than I expected. Or desired. "You have my permission to fuck him as much as you want, as long as you fuck or suck me every day. What do you want to do with him most?"

	 

	Eyes closed, she spoke to the wall above me. "I want him to make me his sex bitch. I want him to fuck me in front of other people, to share me with total strangers, to give me more cock than any sane woman could possibly handle. Five studs, ten, twenty -- I honestly don't know how many I can take, but I desperately need to find out. I want everyone to see you watch him cum in my mouth, pussy, and ass, then for you to lick my holes clean. Do that and I'll suck you off every day."

	 

	Again, more honesty than I wanted. "Imagine him fucking you in front of a crowd, while millions watch you on the Internet. I'm there urging you on."

	 

	Within a few heartbeats she screamed at the wall like a fucking lunatic. Jesus, she scared me.

	 

	"Who else would you like to fuck?"

	 

	"Darren." She said it so quick I got whiplash.

	 

	"My best friend? Have you two ever fooled around before?"

	 

	"In high school I once let him feel me up. I wanted to fuck him so bad, but I hadn't started trimming my pubes yet, so I was too embarrassed. Instead I just sucked him off. If I fucked him, I probably would have married him instead of you. He now makes twice as much as you and is twice as hot, so I really fucked up."

	 

	What's with all the fucking honesty? I mean, really! I thought women were suppose to be sensitive to other people's feelings. What the fuck? Just because I like to be brutally honest with myself does not mean I want others to be just as honest. Or brutal. Thank God Darren was now happily married to a total hottie.

	 

	"Who else do you want to fuck?"

	 

	"I'd love to fuck your father again."

	 

	If she wasn't fucking me so good, I would have belted her. "When did you fuck my dad?"

	 

	"Remember when you tried to visit me the night before our wedding, and I told you it was bad luck? He stood naked behind the door. His cum was running down my leg while I talked to you. During our wedding vows, your father's cum still leaked from my pussy. I sucked you off in the limo to delay having to screw you."

	 

	Now my head hurt. "Have you cheated on me with anyone else?"

	 

	"No, but now I can't imagine why. Eric's been hitting on me for months. I feel so stupid for waiting so long, especially since he is such a great kisser. I knew I was going to cave. Hell, he knew before me. I only wish he whipped it out long ago. You wouldn't believe how good he tastes. I can't wait to fuck him."

	 

	"Invite him over."

	 

	My wife stopped fucking to stare down at me. Then started up, pounding me and yelling like an Apache. I sucked a tittie and soon she came again. More warm beer. When she collapsed, totally spent, her beautiful black hair covered my face such that I couldn't breathe. I pushed her off me and she laid next to me in a fucking coma. Except smiling and looking radiant.

	 

	"May I suggest something? If you're gonna fuck him a lot, you should get something out of it beside pleasure. Hit him up for those 38DD breast implants you've always wanted."

	 

	Her eyes finally focused on me. "That's a great fucking idea. Tommy, you've had great ideas all night. We should have done this years ago. You're on a roll. Give me another great idea."

	 

	"Yeah, sure. No pressure." Then it hit me. "How about he keeps you on salary and benefits, and you fuck him at least five times a week? Or he can fuck you ten times a week for twice your salary? You get paid to work, without working. And he gets to fuck you whenever he wants. Then you'd be his personal sex bitch."

	 

	Linda pulled me close and kissed me. I fought past the sting of my own spunk to kiss her back.

	 

	"You either really love me or you don't want to lose me," she concluded.

	 

	"Both. I promised to take care of you for the rest of my life. Everyone else just wants to fuck you. If you promise to stay with me forever, you can enjoy the best of both worlds. I'll let you fuck whoever you want -- as long as they're clean -- and as long as you give me some every day. Deal?"

	 

	She hugged me like an alien on Sigourney Weaver, rolling me over on my back and mounting me again. "Oh, thank you, Tommy. You really are so sweet."

	 

	"Swear you will be with me forever." I knew better than to ask her to love me forever.

	 

	"I get to fuck anyone I want, as long as they don't have STD's?"

	 

	"Yes. As long as you don't hide things from me."

	 

	"Then I swear I'll be with you forever," she vowed.

	 

	"Pinkie swear," I demanded, holding out my pinkie finger. She hooked my finger and swore again.

	 

	"Holy crap," I told her. "You are going to get laid so much."

	 

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	I called Eric and made my proposal. To my surprise, he had an even better counter-proposal.

	 

	"He's offering to pay for your boob job and double your salary if he can have unlimited sex on demand, day or night, any day of the week, for him and whoever he wants. As long as they can show they don't have diseases."

	 

	"I get to be his personal whore!" She sounded delighted.

	 

	"He says he and his three sons will be right over."

	 

	My fucking whore of a wife jumped on the bed like a little kid. I have never seen her so happy.

	 

	"You better shower and pick out something sexy."

	 

	A half hour later, after I smoked another bowl, I opened the door and let in four big well-dressed black guys into my home. The oldest one wore a fucking suit and tie.

	 

	"Mr. Pierce," I said to my wife's new pimp, "mi casa es tu casa."

	 

	"Tommy!" Eric said, shaking my hand and entering my humble abode. "I admire your sense of security to go along with all this. If things go well tonight, tomorrow I'll get your wife an appointment with a plastic surgeon I trust."

	 

	He introduced his three giant sons, but my head was swirling too much to remember their names. However, I'll never forget how eager they looked forward to fucking my wife, like lions at a kill. The youngest didn't even look eighteen.

	 

	"Linda will be out in a moment. You know how women are. She's very excited. Please make yourself at home while I get everyone a beer."

	 

	I turned on a mix tape that Linda worked out to and Beyonce started blasting. Soon the entertainment arrived, looking very fuckable in lingerie that I forgot she had. All five of us immediately stripped. The sight of Eric's sons thrilled her. She danced until she ran out of clothes, then started lap dances, completely naked, beginning with the youngest son on the couch. By the time she reached her boss, in the recliner, she was literally begging for it. She sucked him for just a moment before sitting on his spear. Her groans, as she worked her way down, raised the temperature of the room ten degrees. The sons and I watched my wife fuck her boss with wild abandon. I couldn't believe how horny I was, despite cuming twice within the last hour.

	 

	"Come here for a better view," Eric commanded me. "Somehow it feels better knowing you're watching."

	 

	Instead of walking, I crawled over on my hands and knees. I watched his enormous black penis enter and exit my wife's soaking wet pussy. I must have smoked too much pot because it kind of hypnotized me. I fell into a kind of trance. Linda has such a great ass. Throw some bigger tits on her and she'd pass for a Playboy playmate. All too soon she came, screaming like an eagle. Eric lifted her up, then ordered me to lick her juices off his cock.

	 

	Pot normally slows my critical thinking -- that's the fucking point -- but I couldn't get my mind out of first gear. So Linda smacked my head and repeated the order. Two giant black hands guided my head to his penis head and I found a black cock in my mouth.

	 

	"Not bad," was my first reaction. I didn't need to bob my head; his hands bobbed my head for me. Gradually I worked my way down, finally getting into it.

	 

	"Bite my dick and I'll knock your fucking teeth out," he swore. I, for one, believe him.

	 

	My wife disappeared, so I adjusted position to see her on her hands and knees, like me, sucking off one son and getting fucking from behind by another. And loving every moment of it. Sweet Jesus, she moaned like a bitch in heat. Which I guess she was. Her next climax shook her body like a sexy epileptic. Just as I began to wonder where the other son went, I felt a baseball bat brush against my ass.

	 

	And I fucking panicked. I tried to protest, with a giant prick in my mouth, but Eric just smacked my head again. I looked over at Linda, who stopped sucking long enough to urge the son to force it in. Well, that was all the permission he needed. He pressed that fucker against my rosebud and I screamed into the meat in my mouth. Now, Linda has always liked forcing shit up my ass -- we actually acquired quite the collection of vibrators. But I never wanted to put a real cock up there. Linda openly fantasized about it for years, but it was my ass, not hers. Apparently, not anymore.

	 

	Judging by my anal resistance, his cock was bigger than anything Linda ever put up there. Yet he still forced it in. It hurt like hell as the head pushed my entrance wider than it has ever known -- thank God for marijuana. I felt cold sober despite all the beer I drank. I screamed like a fresh inmate until the head pushed past the entrance. From then on, I only whimpered. Although it felt pretty fucking good, once my anal muscles got used to the violation.

	 

	I could never relate to gays. Not because they suck cock and butt fuck, but because they kiss other guys. Fucking sick! Even guys with beards? Now that just struck me as wrong. But taking cock in the mouth or ass -- shit, women do it, so that's just sex. Sure, they also kiss men, but who can understand bitches?

	 

	That's when I realized they just made me their bitch. Later Linda confessed she called Eric and begged him to make me suck or fuck hard black cock. Honestly, except for the humiliation value, I don't think Pierce or his sons even wanted to touch me, much less fuck me. But Linda said it would totally turn her on, and guys like to do things that turn hotties on.

	 

	But this fucker stretched the bejesus out of me! The tip of his penis punched a bone that rattled me to the core. He pulled it almost all the way out, then thrust it in. I assumed he was in a hurry, by how fast he shagged me, but it still seemed to take him forever. Meanwhile, Eric fucked my face with ever greater urgency while watching two of his sons fuck his mistress, who just screamed at her third orgasm. I, too, distracted myself by watching my wife take two big black cocks. Unlike me, she sucked for her own enjoyment. The lucky bastard just held on for dear life. The dude behind her had a hand on her tittie and the contrast caught my eye. These guys were Wesley Snipes, not Michael Jackson.

	 

	Then he came in my wife's mouth, cursing like he was being waterboarded. Linda milked him like a cow. That was too much for the dad, who gripped my head like a vise and gagged me with a gallon of sperm. I didn't mind the taste so much as the volume. I couldn't fucking breathe, yet I couldn't remove my head from the fucking fire hose. So I swallowed. Then swallowed again. Eric kept fucking my face -- I could feel his penis strike the back of my throat -- forcing me to swallow a third time. And women enjoy this? Stupid question. No, which is why few women suck guys off. But fags love this? I assume gays love swallowing cum, but, for lack of scientific surveys, I'll never know.

	 

	I'll never forget my first taste of cum. Or black cock. Or the look on my wife's face as I swallowed her boss' jism. Oh, that look was priceless. She looked exhilarated and disgusted at the same time. She couldn't decide whether to hug or beat me. Then she came again, which settled the question, once and for all.

	 

	The guy fucking her from behind now erupted. He slapped her ass cheek and howled at the moon. Or the ceiling. Finally, with everyone watching, the dude behind me squirted several wads of thick warm cum up my butt. It kind of tickled. Not unpleasant at all. Until later when I leaked cum all over the house. Not cool.

	 

	I collapsed on the carpet, exhausted. I should not have smoked so much pot while watching the game. Of course, I never could have imagined that I would be ending my day with cum in my mouth and ass, and four black studs fucking my wife all night. I would have guessed anal-probing aliens before that.

	 

	To my shock, my wife wanted to 69. Now, I love 69-ing, and I needed to cum, but I wanted to brush my teeth, not have her smother my face with her used pussy. But she had more energy because she works out while I smoke pot. So I licked and sucked the cum from her pussy while she kept her promise by sucking me off. My mouth already tasted like shit -- even my weed gave me a bad aftertaste, so my first creampie only made me nauseous. Unfortunately, I would be licking her used holes clean virtually every fucking day -- something I did not anticipate when we struck this grand bargain. But Linda kept her end of the bargain by sucking me off almost every day, so you gotta take the good with the bad.

	 

	I didn't realize it then, but these guys would be coming over every morning before work, and sometimes also after work. Since Linda could only take two or three at a time, the others inevitably fucked my mouth or ass while they waited. They definitely got their money's worth. What bothered me was not so much watching four blacks fucking my wife constantly, but them drinking all my fucking beer. Honestly, couldn't they bring their own?

	 

	 


Chapter 5

	 

	Linda's new tits turned out incredible! When not sucking or fondling them, I could not stop staring at them. Put something shiny on them and I would have walked around hypnotized all day. Really, every thin girl should get implants, and not just the hotties. Great tits would not just turn a 7 into a 9, but would also bump a 3 into a 5 and a 5 into a 7. I just couldn't understand why skinny actresses -- who obviously have the money -- don't get them. I'm talking to you, Jennifer Aniston!

	 

	Unfortunately, even minor surgery takes a while to heal, so she had to wear these grandma bras that my Uncle Ned desperately needs. Eric had to stop taking my wife out dancing, and instead bought her some thousand-dollar dresses. That designer shit that you see at the Oscar's. Tonight he took her to an expensive hair stylist and makeup artist to make her pretty for her first big date.

	 

	Turns out Eric Pierce expected my wife to fuck important clients and potential clients when they contracted big orders. He figured negotiating will be much easier with Linda flirting with the customer throughout dinner. And I figured he was fucking right. Hence, the expensive dresses.

	 

	We sat together on the couch watching the game while she got ready. Fucker even shared a bowl with me. Eric's pretty funny when he's stoned, and he needed to chill. Apparently the date was a rich horny fuck who could provide enough business for a few dozen new workers. It was pretty awesome to think that my little girl could help twenty or thirty people get jobs, just by fucking some rich asshole so he would sign on the bottom line. But that's the way of the world. Sex for money makes the world go round, so don't tell me women are the real whores.

	 

	Linda finally walked out to show us the new dress, a tight red number that left my jaw on the floor. I couldn't believe my wife stood before me.

	 

	"Holy shit, you look fantastic!" I told her, meaning every word. She looked past me at her pimp.

	 

	Eric didn't say a word. Instead he whipped out his monster and we watched it rise. My cock flops against my belly, but his flagpole stood up like it was bolted to his groin. How did he do that? While mine bent like a banana, his was straight as a spear.

	 

	"How do I look?" she asked, although I can't imagine why.

	 

	"You are incredibly sexy," Eric assured her. "My cock never lies."

	 

	She grabbed his cock and, sure enough, it felt rock hard.

	 

	"I didn't even have to touch it or think nasty thoughts. This was all you."

	 

	She looked relieved, assured, and flattered.

	 

	"I can suck you off if you help me take off the dress."

	 

	"No. You look too perfect. I don't want you to do anything that may mess up your hair, makeup, or dress."

	 

	"Suck my boss off," my wife ordered me.

	 

	I floundered for a response. "Why the fuck should I?"

	 

	"If I get this contract," Eric answered, "I'll give Linda a $5000 bonus. But she has to look irresistible so that this old fart falls for her."

	 

	"Does she have to fuck him?" I wanted to know.

	 

	"Probably just once, but maybe once a week. It depends on how much leverage she gives me. But I need to be on top of my game and a man cannot think straight with his balls full."

	 

	"I'll do it only if I get to put the $5000 towards a newer car. My Hyundai is dying on me."

	 

	Linda shrugged, so Eric agreed. Then took off his expensive trousers so he wouldn't get cum on them.

	 

	Ah, fuck! Now I have to suck off my wife's black pimp again.

	 

	"Hurry up! My cock doesn't cum by itself."

	 

	So I got on my knees, between his legs, and sucked him fast and deep to get it over with quickly. Linda, who never wears panties anymore, flashed her boss and played with her pussy. Oh, I was so going to fuck her whenever she got home from this date. For a guy who has never, in his life, checked out other guys, I sure took a lot of cock. My wife liked it, and she had become too desirable to not please. Yes, I knew I was becoming something of a sissy bitch, but dude -- I get to fuck a supermodel. Or, at least, the equivalent of a supermodel.

	 

	That's when I realized that anyone can rationalize anything. I had so much black cock in my mouth that he tickled my larynx. If you can justify that, you can justify anything.

	 

	Eric, damn him, took out his camera to record it. He never tried to blackmail me because he said I was too pussy-whipped to require blackmail. Instead, he gave the footage to Linda to give her leverage over me.

	 

	So when he reached the point of no return, he stood up and commanded me to stick out my tongue. Then the black bastard came all over my face. My eyes stung so badly I fucking cried, which I later learned looked really pathetic on the video. To make matters worse, he then stuck his dick back in my mouth for me to drain him down to the last drop, my wife laughing hysterically.

	 

	"I guess you're his personal sex bitch, too," she concluded.

	 

	They took a limo to pick up their guest and didn't return home until very late. I was in a deep sleep when they turned on the lights in my bedroom and Linda ordered me to take off my clothes so she could suck me off.

	 

	"I haven't paid you for today," she explained, looking both ravished and ravishing.

	 

	So, naturally, I stripped. Eric pulled my legs down to the edge of the bed and my wife got on top of me in a 69. My cock sprang up on its own, the traitorous bastard. She took me in her mouth and I swooned, not yet sure if I was dreaming. Then she smothered my face with her used pussy and I bitched.

	 

	"You didn't make him use a condom?" I screamed once I slurped up some jism. "His cum tastes fucking disgusting!"

	 

	"Tell me about it," she agreed. "By far the worst I have ever had. Finally, you are not the least attractive man I have ever fucked. Since he insisted on coming in all three holes, I decided you needed to do more to earn that $5000."

	 

	With that she locked my head in a vice with her powerful jogger legs. I had little choice but to eat her out. But at least I got a blowjob out of it. She even sucked me slowly, as if prolonging it. A moment later I learned why: Eric pushed a pillow under my ass and thrust his dick in me. I felt raped, violated, and deeply excited. His big cock didn't hurt like it used to, so his fast thrusting up my anus gave me a completely new and unexpected pleasure. I wouldn't want big black dick up my ass every day, but once a week felt about right. Now, his eldest son had an even thicker prick and that fucking hurt. I couldn't even suck it without gagging. But Eric's dick gave me a pleasant burning sensation. I'd feel like taking a shit for hours afterwards, but that was a small price to pay.

	 

	Linda played with my cock until Eric came inside me, which took fucking forever. He would have preferred pussy, but he hated sloppy seconds, meaning he chose my clean asshole to her used snatch. Even his sticky semen felt good after all that friction burning. I had long swallowed all of that disgusting old man's cum by the time Linda finally sucked me fast enough to explode in her mouth. God I love blowjobs. I had the equivalent of a Playboy playmate sucking me off almost every single day.

	 

	I fell asleep and dreamed of my wife sucking me because she loved me so much. I still think she cared for me, but I had no doubts that all the fucking around complicated her feelings towards me. For one, she didn't respect me like she used to, the ungrateful bitch. And it was hard not to treat her like a nympho whore slut prostitute.

	 

	In the morning, my wife woke me up by fucking the big black stud next to me. Or, at least, by screaming during her first orgasm of the day. The bastard even slept between us so I could not even cuddle my own fucking wife. She didn't wear that special bra, so her huge tits swung freely. Sure, they may sag in several years -- the bigger they are, the farther they fall -- but until then they looked incredible. Unnatural, sure, but fantastic, all the same. She was on top, so her tits bounced up and down as the bastard fucking my wife tweaked her nipples and talked her into her next climax. She collapsed on top of him, barely able to breathe and sweating like a pig -- I later learned that pigs don't sweat, which is why they burrow in mud. Her main lover then fucked her missionary, hard and fast, giving her a third one. How the fuck was I suppose to compete with a guy who gives my wife three orgasms before breakfast?

	 

	When he announced he was going to cum, she begged him to unload in her mouth. He knelt on either side of her head and she bobbed up and down on his pole like a fucking fanatic. I could see that she wanted it real bad. Like a crack whore desperate for her next high, she sucked him deep and fast until he exploded down her throat. I heard her gag for a moment while she swallowed in big gulps. She drank his jism like it was buttery lobster, a smile so big and genuine that I began to hate her fucking guts.

	 

	"You are the best tasting man in the world," she coo'd to him, as if her husband was not right next to her. "It's a shame I have to eat so much chuck roast when you give me so much prime rib."

	 

	She no longer went to work, and he owned the fucking place, and therefore didn't have to go in at all, so I got up to go to work early, knowing they would be fucking all morning.

	 

	Driving alone in the cold, I wondered how long I could continue this.

	 

	 


Chapter 6

	 

	Eric had a business trip, so Linda had me invite Darren over so she could fuck him. The three of us smoked a few bowls and drank lots of beer and I felt like a total tool. Yet Linda insisted I help, or she would seduce him on her own. She wore tight blue jeans cut off near the crotch and a half-top that showed off both her giant breasts and hard abs. Now that experts taught her hair and makeup, she looked fantastic all the time. I could barely see the girl I fell in love with in tenth grade.

	 

	"Darren, help us out. Linda and I made a bet and I lost. She insisted that whales evolved from land animals, and I called bullshit."

	 

	"Didn't whales, dolphins, and hippos come from a mutual land ancestor?" my best friend asked. "On Discovery they said the oldest whales had four legs."

	 

	Not for the first time, I hated my best friend. He actually watches Discovery? I had to look this shit up on Wikipedia to give us a plausible excuse.

	 

	"Anyways, dude, the bet was for a threesome. If I won, it would be a chick. But she won, so it has to be a guy. And I'd prefer someone I trust over some diseased asshole from a bar."

	 

	I could hear the birds chirp as he soaked that in. "You're kidding, right?"

	 

	I turned to my wife. "Show him we are not kidding."

	 

	The whore lit up and took off what little shirt she wore. Naturally, she didn't wear a bra because those fuckers didn't need any help standing up. An anchor so they didn't fly off, maybe, but not a bra to hold them up.

	 

	"Touch them," she insisted, scooting over on the couch.

	 

	I could tell he was wondering if he smoked too much dope. Hell, I've been there. Still, he put a hand on the nearest breast and she fucking moaned.

	 

	"Suck it!" she commanded, having become very assertive since she got the new tits.

	 

	So the fucker did. And Linda used the distraction to fondle him. To our surprise, he broke it off, got up, and fled behind the coffee table.

	 

	"I can't cheat on my wife," he protested.

	 

	Linda got an ugly look on her face that I feared. She was not used to being denied. But Darren wasn't done.

	 

	"Would it be okay if Cindy joined us? She thinks you're smoking hot."

	 

	Linda now looked like she won the fucking lottery.

	 

	"But she doesn't want Tommy to touch her."

	 

	"I get to fuck you and Cindy? I've never been with a girl before, and Cindy is beautiful. Call her up and tell her I want her to take my lesbo cherry. Tommy will stay here."

	 

	"WHAT?" I screamed.

	 

	"You lost the bet, remember, loser?"

	 

	"We better bring that killer pot. She gets very horny when she's high."

	 

	While my wife got ready, my best friend called his wife and, apparently, she was willing, eager, and able. With that they fucking left me holding my dick. Literally, I started beating off before they got out the door, hand in hand and kissing like lovers. Linda carried a bag, so I assumed she didn't expect to come back home tonight. Fuck!

	 

	By sunset I was deep into my umpteenth bowl, begging my bong to make me forget. But instead all I could think of was my wife fucking my best friend and his woman.

	 

	Then the fucker himself called. "Dude, you have to come over right away. We're having an orgy. Our wives started a marathon gangbang that you won't believe. If you want to fuck my wife as much as I've fucked yours, this is your best opportunity. Oh, and buy several cases of beer. We got a barrel, but it's already running dry."

	 

	Honestly, I smoked so much dope I doubted I could drive, much less get it up. But for a chance at Cindy, I'd risk crashing the car. "I'll be right there." Just as I was about to hang up, I heard him chuckling to himself and whispering to someone. "What the fuck you laughing at?"

	 

	"Bro, we have a surprise for you that is going to blow your mind. But you have to see it to believe it."

	 

	With that he hung up and I started to get pissed. Except my mind was so foggy from the awesome grass that my train of thought flew off the rails. Whatever. I'll know soon enough. I grabbed some cash, hit the store, and filled my trunk with cases of beer. The one thing I forgot to bring was a fucking toothbrush.

	 

	 


Chapter 7

	 

	I pulled up to Darren's house, only to find no fucking parking. A dozen cars lined the street and driveway. I grabbed a case of beer in each hand so that whoever opened the door would let me in without fucking with me. I learned from long experience that stoners love to fuck with people. Unless they bring beer. Cuz bringers of beer are heroes.

	 

	Instead, the guy who unlocked the door, Bobby Sandron, was an old bud that I've known since kindergarten. I heard Guns and Roses' Welcome to the Jungle blasting somewhere inside. To my shock, Bobby lit up and gave me a fucking hug.

	 

	"Tommy, I never knew your parents were swingers."

	 

	"What?" I nearly shat myself. "They can't be swingers. They're Mormon."

	 

	"Not when they take off their magic underwear. Then they're freaks."

	 

	Everyone not having sex cheered me when I entered the living room. Someone set up a dozen bright lights and those umbrella-shaped things to reflect them. Half a dozen guys waited their turn, most holding video cameras or boom mikes, and I spied several other dudes elsewhere in the house. I knew everybody I saw. They moved both beds in there and I nearly had a heart attack. Serious, I think the pot saved me from cardiac arrest by slowing my wits. They usually work at half-speed; now my wits fell to quarter-speed.

	 

	On one bed, my father and younger brother double-teamed my beautiful wife. Next to her, also on her hands and knees, was my mother sucking off Jeremy Smithers while getting fucked from behind by Sam Edison, guys I went to high school with. On the other bed, Cindy took on two other friends of mine.

	 

	Then it got embarrassing. On the huge wall-mounted flat screen TV was me sucking off one black stud while another nailed me from behind. The close-up of that black cock thrusting into my booty chilled me. That bitch Linda brought the best-of she had been compiling. That's why they invited me over. Darren tapped Cindy on the shoulder. She immediately blew off her two lovers to run up and force her tongue down my throat. In my state of shock, I felt her undress me while my hands naturally gravitated to her bare ass and tit. Until recently, I always thought Cindy hotter than Linda. Darren knew I had the hots for her since ninth grade.

	 

	"Get undressed so I can suck and fuck you," she whispered, looking me in the eyes.

	 

	I fucking melted when she fondled my dick. I looked over at her husband. Darren gestured for me to hurry, so I did. Then she led me by the prick to the bed and put me next to her, on all fours, across from my wife and mother. My dad nodded his head in greeting and appeared to be concentrating on my wife's pussy, while my little brother laughed at me. Linda stopped sucking him long enough to slap him, then resumed without recognizing my presence. I haven't seen my mother naked since I spied on her showering during puberty. Even for a lady in her late 30's, she looked good. She had a crazed look on her face and never paused from the cock she was sucking to even glance at me. Which I appreciated.

	 

	"Somebody spiked the pot with cocaine," Darren helpfully explained, meaning he himself "upgraded" the marijuana without telling anyone. He did it all the time. It's why I never trusted his dope, always bringing my own. Then he laid down naked in front of me, stroking himself.

	 

	"What the fuck are you doing?" I demanded, since it looked like he was offering me his dick to suck.

	 

	He answered by fast-forwarding the video to show Eric cuming all over my face. I watched myself cry like a sissy bitch while he fed me his dark dick, pausing to smack my face with his prick, then making me lick up the last few drops he managed to coax out. A bunch of guys applauded when I moaned in satisfaction after swallowing a shot of cum.

	 

	"If you want to fuck Cindy, you first have to help service the guests like the other bitches. We couldn't find any more women into gangbangs, so your wife suggested you. When we get enough footage, we want to start an amateur porn site. I never knew you loved cock so much until Linda showed us her compilation video. Don't worry, bro. If you find you enjoy cock too much, I know a guy who claims he can pray you straight."

	 

	"Ask him if he can pray me thin. Or rich."

	 

	"I doubt you'll ever be thin or rich, but you may become famous. Your best-of video has gone viral. It's up to several thousand hits last time I checked. Now suck me off if you want to do my wife."

	 

	"Please," Cindy added.

	 

	Jesus, I wanted to fuck her, so I gobbled him up. My wife stopped sucking my brother to watch me, making me really get into it. Like flicking a switch she came explosively, her eyes meeting mine. I think I just made my wife cum.

	 

	"I'll race you!" she yelled to me over the music, looking unbelievably beautiful.

	 

	I grunted and went to work. I saw her head bob up and down and my fucking brother was in heaven. Even Eric said I was a great cocksucker, so I applied my skill.

	 

	Then someone knocked on my back door. I turned and saw Bobby, of all people, forcing his lubed up dick inside my ass. He didn't even apologize or meet my eye before my best friend forced my head back to his dick. A slap on my ass and a sizable cock forced my sphincter wider. I screamed at the pain, then heard my brother cum into my wife's mouth and her shout of triumph at having beat me. Bobby didn't bother working it in slowly, instead thrusting and not caring how much it hurt. And it fucking hurt. At first. Then it felt really fucking good. His strong hands on my hips kept me steady as I bobbed my head up and down on Darren's cock. Bobby found his rhythm and drilled me fast and deep. It felt so good that I involuntarily moaned in pleasure, which made the guys chuckle. Then Darren gagged me with his jism and he tasted great. Definitely the best I ever had. I enthusiastically sucked him dry and swallowed his spunk, while cameras got close-ups.

	 

	"Oh, Tommy!" my mother said disapprovingly, using a finger to scoop up cum on her face and into her mouth. You'd think I got a "D" in P.E. or forgot to take out the trash.

	 

	My father erupted into my wife, who still had my brother's spent cock in her mouth, then piled on. "I always knew that boy had too much girl in him."

	 

	Bobby then came inside me. In case not everyone noticed, he yelled at the top of his lungs that he was cuming in me.

	 

	Scared, I saw other guys lining up behind Bobby, and realized I may have to take a hell of a lot more cock tonight. Cindy, damn her, had an even longer line. My dick throbbed, yet I wasn't going to get off for a long time. So when Jason laid down before me, I sucked off his tiny cock in no time. My wife and mother already had replacements when another penis punctured my anus. So I did what I have always done and went with the flow.

	 

	I came off my high, several dudes later, vomiting in the toilet, while cum dribbled out my ass onto the cold floor. My ass hurt like a dentist drilled it for cavities, so I sat on the john and farted as much sperm out as possible, then used up a roll of toilet paper wiping my ass. I must have swallowed a glacier of spunk, the way cum kept flowing out my anus. It just never seemed to stop. I borrowed Darren's toothbrush and used twice as much toothpaste as usual to get the unbelievably bad aftertaste from my mouth. Then I took a drink of everything in the fridge, including milk, which I haven't drunk since I was a kid. A few pieces of nuked pizza later, I felt almost normal for a guy who just took a dozen or so cocks. Or, as my faggit cousin Timmy called it, Saturday.

	 

	I could tell it was late, but my wife and mother looked they were having a contest. Two guys fucked them missionary, while two other friends of mine fucked their faces. Darren and Bobby filmed it -- I assume to embarrass the hell out of me. I flopped down on a recliner chair, then jumped up disgusted to find a shirt to put on top of an unseen liquid that soiled the cushion. Now I could finally relax.

	 

	Fortunately, my wife's threesome blocked the view of my mother's, although I could hear my mother's grunts and moans all too clearly. Still, I finally got to drink one of the beers that I fucking bought and brought. Now maybe I could chill out. My wife looked so good. Sure the tits, longer hair, and new assertiveness helped, but watching guys fuck her turned me on. I hated to admit it, but that was my superpower. My penis never lies, and rose up like the dead to point itself at Linda. Despite all the sex, she seemed content. If she wanted to end it, I'm sure she would have said something, but instead she urged them on, which made my dick throb.

	 

	"I want to suck you off."

	 

	Started, I looked up to see Cindy, of all people, looking back at me with lust in her eyes. I don't think even Linda has ever looked at me like that.

	 

	"If you asked me out before Darren and Linda, I would have said yes. I always thought you were the sweetest guy in school. I always knew you would be a better husband than Darren."

	 

	"Then how come I wasn't invited over with Linda?" I demanded.

	 

	"Is that why you didn't come with them? That bastard. Darren said you would drive over later. Then, when you didn't, I told him to get you or I would stop the porno shoot."

	 

	God, I need a toke to slow down my thinking. "Darren said you wouldn't touch me."

	 

	"You kidding? I've wanted to be with you since ninth grade. Remember when you helped me with algebra? I wouldn't have graduated without you. I was so grateful I almost gave you my virginity. Then you scored big time with Linda and I got Darren. That lying motherfucker! Did you know he has always cheated on me? He can be such an asshole, while Linda says you are super easy to live with."

	 

	She knelt between my legs and fondled my dick, which almost spit at her in excitement.

	 

	"Tommy, I wish I married you instead of Darren. Let me make it up to you."

	 

	With that she swallowed my banana dick and I swooned, like that super-concentrated medicinal shit that chemo patients get. Just one toke and you're flying. You gotta smoke it with friends or risk wasting the rest of the bowl. That's how I felt watching my best friend's wife suck me so enthusiastically. My hands clenched the armrests like someone terrified of flying, except I was loving it. I was going to either wake up really disappointed, or blow my gasket.

	 

	It turned out to be my gasket. I not only shot every drop my testicles produced recently, I'm pretty sure they borrowed from the future. My first wad struck the roof of her mouth with such force that my cum spilled out of her nose. I know it must have hurt, given how her eyes bugged out, but she kept going, never once using her hands like most chicks. My third wad gagged her, forcing her to swallow before continuing. She drank the rest of me greedily. Even when I ran out, she seemed reluctant to let my penis go. Not that I was complaining.

	 

	When she finally looked up at me to gauge my reaction, I told her the fucking truth: "That is the best blowjob I have ever had. I would pay for blowjobs like that."

	 

	"You do pay for them. Didn't Linda tell you? It was her idea. We're forming a company to produce amateur pornos. Lose that gut and cut your hair and you can fuck me on camera every day, to show the world that you're not really gay. The four of us are going to fuck each other as much as possible, and charge other guys to fuck us as well."

	 

	"Linda doesn't tell me things anymore, except to tell me what to do."

	 

	"Well, she told us that she doesn't think this thing with Eric will last very long, and that she's gonna need another source of income."

	 

	That struck me like a 2X4. Something was up, but I couldn't figure out what. Whatever was really going on, I needed my wits about me so I stopped smoking pot. Mostly.

	 

	 


Chapter 8

	 

	I woke up in the morning in the living room to a huge headache. I forgot my toothbrush and Darren didn't have any mouthwash. Beer goes great with pizza and pot, but the three of them don't mix well with jism. If you don't believe me, find out for yourself. I remember vomiting in the toilet from all the cum I swallowed, and using the showerhead to flush out the spunk in my butt, but I could still taste the sperm and I still leaked like a Volvo.

	 

	My wife looked asleep, but my buddy Jason was still fucking her hard. I went over to check out the live sex. Linda saw me, held my hand, and smiled.

	 

	"You must love me very much to let so many men fuck me," she said, I think, sincerely. I was so expecting sarcasm. Yeah, sure, I thought to myself, that's it. I'm not just a spineless pussy scared to spend the rest of his life alone.

	 

	"I want to take care of you for the rest of my life," I told her, which made her smile just as Jason built her up to another orgasm.

	 

	I watched her cum, then the deep satisfaction afterwards. I wanted her to tell me how much she loved me, but she didn't. That cunt. Instead she pulled me to her and French kissed me. I assume she forgot that someone recently came in her mouth. I have sunk so low that I didn't even pull away as she traded jism with me. We ended up kissing for a solid five minutes before Jason warned us he was gonna blow.

	 

	I knelt next to her juicy pussy, eager to see my friend since kindergarten unload in her, when instead he grabbed my head and forced his dick in my mouth. His first wad splattered her pussy mound, but the second and third shot down my throat. Bitch that I am, I went down on him to drain him, because I know how awesome that feels. He had a banana dick like mine, much to my surprise, although he was a good two inches longer.

	 

	"We should have been doing this since high school," he pointed out, before wandering off to search for his clothes.

	 

	He didn't even thank us, the ungrateful bastard. Jason couldn't even hold on to a girlfriend for more than a minute.

	 

	Cindy moaned from the other bed and I realized she watched the whole thing. Completely nude, she looked fucking hot.

	 

	"You have no idea how much that turns me on. Seeing a straight guy take cock is like Viagra. Every time I see a guy cum in you, I'm gonna let you fuck me. I think I owe you like ten fucks just from last night. I have so much cum in me that your dick probably wouldn't even feel anything, but I'm doing you as soon as I drain my pussy."

	 

	"If I suck out some, will that earn me another fuck?" I asked.

	 

	The idea lit her up. "Tommy, that would be worth three fucks."

	 

	She sat on my face and sucked my cock. I relished my first taste of her pussy. Despite the sperm. The prospect of having sex with Cindy every day gave me more energy than the law allows stoners. My life changed, and for once it was for the better. I'd learn the price all too soon. Interestingly, I discovered that Linda stopped fucking to watch Cindy go down on me. Linda sported more conflicting emotions than a horny priest in a brothel.

	 

	Then something forced itself up my ass, and it felt like a dirty rat. Sure enough, I heard Darren laugh once he got past the entrance and started drilling me hard. He has been screwing me since kindergarten, but never sexually. Until now. So I tongued his wife with even more determination, which made her suck me all the harder. Unfortunately, I made her cum, which covered my face in dubious liquids, which made her make me cum in her mouth, which shut down my hormones. I was no longer horny. Yet Darren wasn't finished.

	 

	When a guy cums, a switch flicks off. It can be switched back on, but no one made any effort, so my ass dried up even as my best friend picked up speed. That back-stabbing bastard was now stabbing my butthole, before two cameras. He forced my knees towards my head as he climbed on top of me, pointing my toes towards the ceiling. I knew he was fucking me out of spite, because his wife dug me, so this was my first taste of rape. Or, at least, my most recent taste. I had to get him back, so I pulled his head close and French kissed him to give him a taste of jism. He responded by pounding me even harder. As the close-ups showed, my face was covered in man juice, so viewers knew he was reaping what he sowed. Instead of breaking off, that fag kissed me back and licked the spunk off my face. He even sucked my nose! Bastard. It apparently turned him of. I didn't expect him to out-kink me.

	 

	When he reached the point of no return, instead of cuming up my ass, he pulled out, climbed forward, and jerked off over my face. With cameras filming, I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue, and tried to catch as much as I could. This time I learned from previous mistakes and closed my fucking eyes. When he ran out, he towered over me laughing, so I pulled him down and kissed him again, to give him a taste of his own medicine. But the queer had the nerve to kiss me back. What the fuck? I wanted him to feel disgusted, not delighted.

	 

	Then everyone in the room applauded, except for my mother, who looked disappointed in her oldest son.

	 

	 


Chapter 9

	 

	Linda got an interesting side job. Eric hooked her up with a sex club that was willing to pay her according to how many guys she could get off. The club paid her, not the guys. Every five guys bumped her up $100 each. They had to test free of sexually transmitted diseases and be a club member in good standing. I saw nearly one hundred well dressed guys there and wondered how many Linda could satisfy. Eric won them over with hundreds of photos and videos with her in sexy clothes and doing gangbangs. If she acquitted herself well tonight, then she would be doing this every Saturday night for as long as she drummed up demand.

	 

	What worried me is that Linda and Cindy were doing several guys almost every day for our porn site. Usually the guys paid, but sometimes we paid well endowed studs to attract more customers. Our website's biggest competition was all the free porn out there -- just a ton of it. Still, we got plenty of paying clients, but they always wanted fresh content.

	 

	I always assumed Linda's extramarital sex was for fun, but now she approached it like a business, then worked her ass off. Virtually every day she banged dudes under the hot lights that quality video required. I rarely got to fuck her off camera. Hell, I fucked Cindy more than I got my own wife although, in fairness, Darren fucked my wife more than I did.

	 

	But this was taking it to a whole new level. Linda spent the evening chatting up the guys to get as many as possible interested in doing her. Every half hour or so she would disappear to change, then return wearing another kickass outfit. The club members -- mostly older white guys -- then had to sign up and pony down for the gangbang. They all had mistresses, absent or by their sides, so Linda had to do more than tease them. Although it helped that the huge flat screens on various walls had best-of clips of my wife taking serious cock.

	 

	What made it interesting was her introducing me as her longtime husband. Cindy inspired me to work out and lose my gut, so I think I looked pretty good in the rented tux. The rich fucks really liked the idea of the husband watching his wife get gangbanged -- I think several signed up because of me. Given the high ceilings, marble floors, and expensive art, I couldn't think of a better place to party.

	 

	When the time came, Linda did a long strip tease for me, sitting in a recliner, bumping and grinding to the music. They wanted everyone to see me watch her. I was allowed to beat off, but not touch her. She, however, was allowed to touch me, so Rick tossed her a giant vibrator and, to great cheering, I laid back and kicked my feet in the air. She lied to the audience that I've never taken anything so big before. I say "lied" because she had been fucking me with that monster all week so I could improve her show. And it was monstrous, wider than any cock I've ever seen. She tried to get it in her mouth just to emphasize how big it was. The crowd went wild when she lubed it up, slapped my ass hard enough to leave red hand prints, then invaded my rosebud.

	 

	I smoked my strongest shit, so I thought I was ready. Still, I screamed like a bitch when the giant plastic head pushed my hole wider. It hurt every fucking time. Yet Linda knew how to work it. After passing the entrance quickly, she slowly worked it up my ass, with a cameraman kneeling next to me so everyone could see that beast enter my rectum. As we rehearsed, I pleaded for her to stop, and she always refused, to wild cheers. Once I accommodated the whole thing, she pulled it almost all the way out, then thrust it in, back and forth, as quickly as the friction would let her. I never imagined my anus on a giant plasma, much less several.

	 

	"That's the biggest asshole I have ever seen," someone from the crowd yelled out.

	 

	"No way. My dad's a much bigger asshole."

	 

	Linda knew I couldn't take it long, so she pulled my legs over my head so that my penis looked down at me. To great applause she jerked me off into my own face. I stuck out my tongue and swallowed my own jism, which would make me infamous among a certain crowd. Finally she pulled the vibrator out of my ass and I cried as quietly as I could.

	 

	I felt flattered at how high the bidding went for first cumer. Some old Southern cracker that Linda schmoozed up paid the club top dollar to fuck her first. To the relief of many, he chose her booty over her pussy. She got on her hands and knees on the bed in the middle of the giant room and screamed when he finally got it in. I knew she exaggerated, but it came across as pretty real. He soon spewed into her butt and the next guy took her missionary. The third customer opted for a blowjob, which meant everyone else got sloppy seconds. Still, no one squeamish would join a sex club, much less pay the costly monthly fees.

	 

	Things got serious after the tenth guy came in her. Every ten fucks and she got to shower to flush out the cum, while I kept everyone entertained by taking two guys at a time. Eric fucked me up the ass while I sucked off a really frail old guy who smoked a cigar during the entire blowjob. Now everyone wondered how many she could take. She certainly seemed very motivated. More so than I could understand.

	 

	After the twentieth fuck, Eric passed me a note with a dollar figure on it. Holy shit! I couldn't believe someone could make so much so quick through fucking. And half of that is mine! For the first time in quite a while, I felt happily married and eagerly took on two sets of guys during her break. My ass hurt, yet my head flew in the clouds. I didn't even get paid for mine, but it helped raise support for another gangbang. Linda ended up doing this for several more weeks.

	 

	Then she sucked off her thirtieth and, apparently, set a club record. I heard a porn star had fucked like a hundred guys for the world record, but I think any guy would be impressed with thirty. Linda had to be hurting by now. Or suffering lock jaw. Yet she kept begging for more. My heart went out to her.

	 

	She ended up getting off thirty-three men that night, a number she'd surpass in two weeks. But then she couldn't do much of anything for a few days, which hurt the porn site. Yet I couldn't complain since she made more in one night than I made in a year, after taxes.

	 

	I ended up taking eight guys, four cuming down my throat and four up my ass. Not a record for me, but I thought I did pretty well. Everyone liked me doing freebies, and watching my wife taking one dude after another kept me rock hard all night. It lasted hours, which is a really long time to remain erect. What a blast.

	 

	It's too bad we couldn't do this forever.

	 

	 


Chapter 10

	 

	Cindy first guessed why Linda was in such a hurry to record as much porn content as possible: she was pregnant. Linda feared it early on, then, when she missed her first period, fucked as if our mortgage depended on it. That's why she worked out so much and lived off fruits, veges, and salads -- to keep her pregnancy from showing for as long as possible. I didn't know what to make of it, other than the obvious: the kid probably was not mine.

	 

	Yet neither Linda nor I wanted to divorce. I know she liked Eric more, but he vowed to never marry again, after his costly divorce. He joked that a healthy divorce cured his sick marriage. He also liked to fuck around -- that's why he joined the sex club for rich fucks -- and so didn't want Linda to move in with him. So Linda stayed with me. And since I got to fuck Cindy frequently, I had no reason to divorce Linda. Darren continued to fuck Linda, no matter how big her belly got, so things continued as before.

	 

	Eric naturally fired her, as Linda feared, and with it went the health insurance since my company didn't offer any. Fortunately, I got her doctor to put in writing approximately when she got pregnant, which meant it was either Eric's or his sons since I rarely came in her. This was before the boob job, and before she took on so many others. Eric then gave Linda her old job back, but with the elevated salary, and she sucked him and his sons off literally every work day. I'll be honest: Eric sometimes was a dick to me, but he wasn't cheap with her. Even though the kid may not be his, Eric agreed to continue her medical benefits until after the birth. Ironically, he had not been fucking her as much as he expected when we made our original deal because the contracts she helped bring in kept him too busy. Now she went to work and sucked and fucked them as often as they wanted, until she turned seven months pregnant.

	 

	Linda chose to schedule a c-section at 37 weeks and asked permission for me to be there for the birth.

	 

	"Oh," the doctor replied, "we always encourage the father of the child to attend the birth."

	 

	"No, Linda told her, "the father refuses to come, so I was hoping my husband could take his place."

	 

	I didn't know whether to blush or laugh at the doctor's confusion.

	 

	As I expected, the baby girl had dark skin, which meant either Eric or one of his sons was the father since Linda, up until then, had not been with any other dark skinned men. Eric insisted on a DNA test, which confirmed the baby was either his or his sons. To my relief, Eric manned up and accepted legal paternity, rather than complicate his son lives, including generous child support. Also, the bad publicity could have ruined his business. But, in return for generous child support, he and his sons got to fuck Linda as often as they wanted, within reason.

	 

	After the pregnancy, Linda quickly got back into shape and threw herself into the porn and took up modeling because she loved being looked at. A dozen guys, some regulars but some new studs, fucked her every week, while I was content fucking Linda and Cindy. I had access to two more hotties than my looks could justify, so I was content. I still sucked off plenty of guys for the porn site because, well, why the fuck not?

	 

	Karma must be real because when Cindy got pregnant, a few years later, it turned out to be mine. Unlike my wife, Cindy refused to fuck my father and brother, so I got a beautiful little girl who taught me true love. Ironically, although the two little girls were not sisters, they still became best friends. Darren, despite his good looks and big cock, apparently had sperm that couldn't swim too well. The four of us got along so well that we bought a big mansion where we shot the porn scenes to keep that part of our lives away from our little girls.

	 

	So, I got to keep the hottie of my dreams, while fucking my best friend's wife, who probably cared for me more than my wife, we all got as much cock as we wanted, and I got to quit my job since the porn site and the child support more than paid our bills.

	 

	You weren't expecting a happy ending, were you?

	 

	The End
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