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Chapter One

“You did what…?” Samantha said dangerously.

“W-w-well, you see, honey,” Tom attempted, sputtering, “I had a full house.” What had seemed so commonsensical just the night before was crazy now to have to admit aloud—but his wife’s slitted eyes gleamed darkly, and with this much already out, he had no choice but to force himself to continue. “A full house,” he said pleadingly, “aces over fives! Come on, only four of a kind or a straight flush would’ve beaten that!”

She pursed her lips, looking bleakly into his forlorn face with an intensity that made him shrivel somehow deep inside. Samantha could be funny and warm and open-hearted, yet when affronted, the curvy-hipped thing could hold a grudge like a hornet—and her wrath was little less painful. Her smooth voice now held a subtle note of warning, like honey dripped over with some bitter black poison. “Aces over fives,” she repeated softly. “But Mike had…?”

He swallowed, then licked his lips. “Fucker had four threes,” he murmured.

“And you had bet?” Samantha raised a smoky blonde eyebrow, waiting in mock patience.

Tom hesitated. She was so beautiful, so regal, even now—but the queenly disdain that smoldered in those green eyes was as cutting as a dagger.

“It was such a good hand, baby,” Tom whined, “but I was out of money! And if I didn’t see Mike’s bet, I would’ve lost all my dough anyway—”

“So you…?” Again she gave that chillingly bleak parody of a facial shrug. She held him fast with her slitted gaze.

“He had raised me, baby, all the money he had left. It was more than I could cover.” Tom looked pained. “I just couldn’t believe he really wanted to bet that much, so I asked him if he was serious, and he said, ‘You bet your life’.”

She nodded for him to continue, waiting as if in encouragement. And yet those wondrously expressive lips of hers were compressed, immobile, betraying not a hint of warmth or compassion. Boy, oh boy, was he in trouble…

“So I—” Tom bit his lip. “I…” Helplessly he trailed off.

“Say it again,” she said quietly. Golden waves framed her face like the halo of some avenging angel. Her jaw was set, and the little furrow in her brow seemed to brood like a thundercloud roiling upon the horizon. “Say it.”

Tom let out his breath. “I said…” He licked his lips again and finally burst out, “So I said, ‘No, I bet my wife!’ and they all just stared at me.”

Her eyes flashed, but she merely held her stony gaze.

Tom swallowed. It was hideously embarrassing to have to tell now all of the terrible things he had said last night, and his wife’s smoldering fury made him shrink within himself all the worse. Yet there was nowhere to go but forward, and he continued sheepishly, hoping at least, perhaps, to win some points for his truthfulness. “I told ’em, ‘I know you guys all think she’s hot—I’ve seen everybody looking at her big juicy rack often enough. I know you’d all grab that round ass if you got the chance. Well, go ahead, man, just take the bet, and let’s settle this pot’.”

Slowly his wife nodded, slowly, her arms folded tight beneath her bosom. Her nostrils flared, but she said nothing.

Squirming beneath his wife’s threatening green eyes, he found himself suddenly admitting, “At first they didn’t want to take the bet, but I kept egging ’em on, saying how what I was putting up was worth more than what any of those other guys had anted up…” He glanced nervously at her, but her expression was unreadable. “I kept saying how much I wanted a chance at that pot,” he said miserably, “and some of the guys finally said that they sure wanted a chance at what I was offering, so they—well, they finally accepted my bet.”

Samantha stared at him for a long time, her eyes hard. “And then you lost,” she concluded witheringly. “You bet your own wife on a goddamned poker hand, and you lost!”

“I was sure I was going to win,” he said bitterly. “Hell, with what all the other guys had already put in, that pot would’ve been close to a thousand dollars. A thousand dollars!” Raising both of his hands, he tried to appeal to her. “We—we would’ve split it, honey”

“But instead,” she reminded him, “you lost, and now I presume everyone thinks I’m supposed to pay up…”

There was a long, uncomfortable silence. As she brooded darkly, Tom fidgeted there, feeling like an idiot, and worse. Last night looking at those three aces and two fives, he had thought he was going to be a big man, strutting home to impress his adoring wifey with a thick wad of bills in his pocket…and now he was just a stupid nobody feeling small and worthless with all his cash blown, and Samantha sneering at him. It was humiliating.

Yet, sighing, Samantha finally looked down at herself. She uncrossed her arms, put her hands beneath the heavy curves of her full breasts, and weighed the meaty things appraisingly in her palms. “You really think these would be worth five hundred bucks each?” she said at last, mildly.

Tom could only blink at her for a moment, thrown off by her sharp change in direction. “Why, baby,” he said truthfully, when he had found his voice, “they’re priceless!”

She looked up at him again, and for the first time she smiled. “Really?”

He shook his head in slow wonderment. “They’re the best in the world, honey,” he said. Tentatively he reached out and placed his hands atop hers. She did not resist. Gently, then, very gently, he squeezed her supple flesh through the faint resistance of her motionless fingers—and suddenly he felt the front of his trousers begin to grow tight. Tom swallowed, blinking. It made him feel good to comfort his poor long-suffering wife, to apologize for his awful behavior, and yet…well, it felt good, too, just to touch her like that. Thrilling secretly even as he posed as so selfless and contrite, he continued the motion experimentally. Ah, for what a joy it was to start to get a little squeeze of those titties.

“You know how much I love ’em, don’t you, baby?” Tom asked softly, earnestly. Inwardly, though, he congratulated himself on his seemingly selflessness even as he groped the fleshy woman through the intermediary of her unresisting fingers. Mm, and that simply made it all the kinkier, didn’t it?—to make those placid hands of hers do that to herself while he watched it all. Oh, what a bad, bad boy he was, he marveled.

“You gotta know,” Tom continued as he grew restless and red-faced, “how much I like to squeeze ’em and suck ’em, don’tcha? Mm, and to slobber all over ’em…  I just—” Almost helplessly he licked his lips. “Why, I just can’t help it, baby!” he whispered, suddenly desperately truthful.

Despite her fury of bare moments before, Samantha’s eyes glowed drowsily at his heartfelt flattery. Taking a deep breath, she removed her own hands and ran her palms slowly down her waist and her solid hips, across the top of her jean-clad thighs. She shivered faintly as at her silent acquiescence her husband unbuttoned her blouse, dug the soft warm masses of her rippling white bosom reverently out of the tops of the lacy cups of her brassiere, and started squeezing the naked things in earnest. Mm, it felt good to do her.

Her jugs were big and full anyway, but the bra pushed up the heavy mounds, sticking her crinkled pink-brown nipples right up in his face. Oh, how he loved those fat titties! He ogled them constantly throughout the day, of course, and when given the chance, he would tease and torture them mercilessly. Whether with his grasping hands or his watering mouth, he was always delighted to molest the overflowing globes, squeezing them, wobbling them, rubbing his poor purpled cockhead—agitated and drizzling—teasingly across the thickened fistfuls of their over-sensitized centers.

Now and then, of course, he got himself so worked up that his indulgent wife simply let him masturbate all over those full, supple breasts, happy as a baby. Really, it was just so very kinky—it thrilled the poor man probably more than Samantha could know. The act was so dirty, so purposeful, and so completely shameless. Like many married men, perhaps, Tom, when he got the chance, enjoyed jerking off just as much as he had when he was a teenager. In a way, perhaps it was even naughtier now, for the act so often was seen as something that a grown-up, happily married man simply didn’t do anymore.

Yet sometimes when Samantha had a headache or was on her period, she would indeed let the poor thing masturbate. “Tom, I’m sorry,” she might say when he, not realizing her indisposition, had begun to handle her flesh encouragingly in bed some night, “but I’m really just not up for it right now.” As he bit his lip in disappointment, she might smile a little. “Do you wanna just go out in the other room and, ah, take care of everything?” she wondered, reaching down beneath the sheets to pat very gently at the poor needy erection that tented his pajama bottoms. “I don’t mind.”

“Really…?” Tom might whisper. “Y-you don’t?”

“You go ahead, baby,” she urged him benevolently, taking her hand away to pull up the covers and snuggle her aching head down into the pillow. “You can watch a porno if you like,” she suggested with a sleepy little smile, watching him shiver. “Maybe a really dirty one…?” As he could only bite his lip in a wicked anticipation made all the more piquant by the strange exhibitionism of it all, she might nod, and let her heavy lids flutter closed. “You go ahead, Tom,” murmured his wife solicitously, “and take your time.” Her lips might quirk with the most endearing little ghost of mischievousness, and then, drowsily, she would nod to herself. “I know you need it, baby—you just go ahead and do it all, eeeeeverything you need. You spend just as long as you want, and work up a great big ol’ load that you’re realllly gonna feel…” And as she drifted off to sleep, the restlessly excited man, deeply touched even as his brute desires raged and seethed, kissed his dear solemnly upon her forehead…and then hurried breathlessly out to the living room to whack off like an utter and unrepentant pervert.

And yet the only way such a self-indulgent session of wife-approved masturbation could be even better was…when, looking sly, his buxom spouse was feeling well enough to keep him in bed, and the gracious thing deigned instead to actually help him. That was the very epitome of kink, it seemed, a thing that could set him rigid like no other. Why, it was naughty enough to go out there and pleasure himself like a beast, grinning bright-eyed and completely unhurried as he jerked at his upright red organ while his understanding wife drowsed unconcernedly in their hallowed marriage bed. But to have her watch, and help, and smile knowingly at his every sweating struggle…  God, it was delicious!

“Oh, I don’t mind, sweetie,” she might assure her husband patiently, patting his hairy naked thigh matter-of-factly. “You just really need to come, huh?” she commiserated. For a moment her eyes blinked down almost longingly at the upstanding red thing that, at least tonight, her familiar fleshy body could not satisfy. “Go ahead and yank it all out if that’ll feel good—if you like, I’ll help.”

A little embarrassed at first, but unable to resist, he would begin to play with himself. This, after all, was something he had spent years trying not to get caught doing, first as an eighteen-year-old so eager and needy and yet still living in his parents’ house, and then later at college, when a roommate might come back to the dorm unexpectedly at any time. Squeezing his suddenly uncertain organ brought back all the confused memories of those unsettled times. The boyish excitement of sitting wildly erect in bed with a big glossy porno magazine on one vibrating thigh, rubbing himself urgently as he gazed down in impossible longing at the smooth alluring curves of a creature such as the somewhat shy high-schooler had never yet even dared touch in real life—  The sweet breathlessness of rolling his wrist faster and faster, exploring himself and the reactions of his body, feeling guilty and yet happy all at once as his heavy balls jounced and sloshed with their slow-building passion that promised such fulfillment—  Touching himself as quietly as he could because he knew his parents were not yet asleep just down the hall, but faster, faster, ever faster as the poor teenager longed to turn himself inside-out and squirt what felt like half a pint of frothing cum all over his belly and chest, his gasping face, everything—

Samantha, however, understood it all. Smiling gently, his wife might fondle his balls or kiss him along his burning ears or the sensitive skin of his neck. Ah, despite his initial awkwardness, that always got him going! Eventually, playfully inventive, she had taught the uncertain man to crave a scratching, even pinching, at the hairy little points of his tight-crinkled nipples. It was embarrassing at first, because wasn’t that something only a girl was supposed to enjoy? Why, he couldn’t do anything like that! But, oh, how she led the once-reticent man onward! The little peaks were indeed surprisingly sensitive, and the inventive Samantha brought strange pleasures such as he had never imagined. Oh, it felt good! And it was just so wickedly thrilling to whack himself unashamedly off beneath her calm green eyes, performing a familiar ritual once secret and forbidden but now naughtily exposed, shivering, sweating, wallowing helpless as a baby and knowing that it was all right, and that she would give the poor needy man anything he needed.

Now and then, snorting with the joy of it all as he vibrated red-faced so close to orgasm, he would beg her to get his nipples—really get them. Sometimes it seemed to amuse the green-eyed bawd to smirk then, to tease and hold back, to make the poor man grovel and plead. But he did it—oh, how he did it! Later, perhaps, he would feel embarrassed at the way he had reduced himself, all pride gone as he wallowed in pure sensation, but at the time he simply could not help it. In the throes of his exhibitionistic masturbatory excesses, Tom could only shiver and sweat, utterly shameless as he begged whimperingly for the sweet thing that enslaved him, and as those determined red-nailed fingers finally tore at his happy chest with a fierce skill that made him convulse with the ecstasy of it, the flush-faced beast would simply squirt himself from navel to neck and forehead, and everywhere in between, as he splatted and dripped and oozed.

But jerking off on her big blue-veined bosoms…that was the very ultimate it dirtiness. Sometimes she held up the big jiggling things for him to gawk at and ogle, biting her lip as she looked up from under her lovely lashes in a quiet sort of awe, helplessly flattered by something that perhaps should have disgusted her. Ah, how her hugely dilated eyes simmered as she watched him pant and snort, watched one hand fondle and grope the tempting mounds so desperately while his other fist flew faster and faster. God, the joy of soiling her, of pointing his engorged purple cockhead right at the pushed-up creamy swells and splattering her, on and on and on! Oh, how his semen splashed and glopped, making a culmination usually taken out of sight in the squelching velvet between her splayed thighs now becoming a thing public and exhibitionistic and oh-so dirtily right.

And occasionally Samantha herself couldn’t help reaching one hand down to give her moistening pussy a little rubdown as well. How exciting to see that he had affected her so! Once, in fact, so turned on he was that although she was still only halfway to orgasm, he could not help just spurting all over her tits while she shivered and struggled, and the poor unsatisfied thing begged him to rub the thick, stringy mess all over. He complied happily, squeezing and twisting and plucking at her sperm-slicked nipples with his agitated hands as she watched sly-eyed, her breath coming ever more urgently as she masturbated. When finally she began to gasp out her own beautiful climax, he was still so helplessly aroused that he simply dropped his poor mouth onto those thick, goop-smeared nipples and devoured the salty things like a fiend as she writhed beneath him.

Breathless now on this evening of remorse, apology, and forgiveness, he felt her respond to him once more, and the man began pinching rhythmically at the thickened points of desire that crowned those tempting ivory globes. “Oh, honey…” she sighed.

Eyes bright, Tom tugged at her engorged nubbins of sensitive flesh, pulling them, twisting them, stretching them. It felt so good to be able to turn her mood around, to take her breath away and make her beautiful with pleasure once more. He wanted to make her all his again and to feel her respond, and he wanted to apologize, too, for being such a stupid jerk the night before. It was so deliciously arousing to grapple with the overflowing handfuls of her meaty white bosom…and all at once it made him feel wanted again, and reassured. Oh, how he loved her!

Breathing heavily, he dropped to his knees between her open thighs and wallowed his red face deliriously in her silky warm cleavage for a long moment. “I’m sorry, honey,” he gasped pathetically, “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to be such an ass.” Soon, however, he could speak no more—he simply wrapped his hungry lips around her big teats and started sucking and chewing upon them. Groaning, he felt her shiver gratifyingly under the welcome assault of his desperate attentions. Her flushed eyelids grew heavy as he nursed upon her in the sweet desperation of his love.

Samantha’s quiet fingers had unbuttoned her jeans as he clawed at her bosom, and now she reached farther down, down through tangled golden curls suddenly damp and smelly, and began to touch herself beneath her panties. He heard the rasp of her red-nailed fingertips scratching through crinkly pubic hair, heard the bubbly squelch as those tapering white digits began to sport in slippery, musky flesh. Oh, she smelled so exciting in his helplessly dilated nostrils!

“But, Tom,” she said breathily.

“Yeah, baby?” he wondered, his teeth releasing her nipple for a moment so he could roll one eye up toward her serenely glowing visage. How beautiful she was, how buxom and blonde and desirable! Even after years of marriage, still her smooth pale flesh set him rigid with desire, instantly—he wanted to breathe her, taste her, and feel her. Happily he clutched at her rippling mammaries.

“Well,” asked Samantha in a sly, somehow deeply insinuating tone, stroking herself with regal purpose beneath her belly as she regarded him speculatively, “once I’ve paid off your debt, how are you going to repay me?”


Chapter Two

Tom raised his head from his wife’s full, comforting bosom and looked up at her in sudden uncertainty. “P-p-pay my debt?” he blinked nervously. “Wh-wh-what do you mean?”

“I mean,” said Samantha, her voice a trifle shaky and yet very determined, biting her lip as she rubbed herself more assertively, “that once I let Mike use me, then instead of being in debt to him, you’ll be in debt to me.”

“B-b-but—” Tugging absently, automatically at the meat of his wife’s engorged nipples, Tom could only blink back confusedly as she masturbated before him. For what she had said— Why, it made no sense! He could not possibly have heard her correctly. Could he?

Eyes half-lidded, Samantha smiled crookedly. “Why, you didn’t think I’d forgotten your bet, did you, honey?” She gave an ironically syrupy-sweet little smile. “You bet your wife on a poker hand, didn’t you?” Her enigmatic green eyes hardened then, however. “Didn’t you, big man?”

Tom gulped, abashed. “Y-yes,” he admitted miserably. “I’m sorry, honey,” he told her again, shaking his head. “I just wasn’t—”

“But I would hate for anyone to think, though,” she said, icily remonstrative, “that I had made you welsh on a promise.”

He swallowed. His stomach did a queasy flip-flop as he goggled uncertainly up at the seemingly unfamiliar wife who glowed commandingly above him, her cheeks betrayingly warm even as she looked down so cool and disdainful. And yet through it all, despite the almost threatening look in those chiseled emerald orbs, he could hear her fingertips swirling purposefully through the top of her vagina. Why, she would not keep touching herself like that if she were truly angry, would she? he asked himself in attempted reasonableness.

God, and the smell of her…  Always before, that sharp, fiercely womanly scent had set him rigid with desire, but now he was scared suddenly, his penis shriveled up so tiny and confused. It made no sense, of course. If his wife was excited, after all, then she was warm and happy, and so was he. Except she was hinting about something improper and disgusting, and yet instead of deflating her arousal, what she implied seemed instead to intensify it somehow.

“You mean…” Tom squirmed, trying to convince himself that he must be misunderstanding her somehow. It was one thing to joke a little, of course, and yet his own dear wife would not actually—actually—actually—  He bit his lip nervously. “I mean, you w-w-wouldn’t really—”

“Do they really look at me?” she interrupted quietly, her face warm. “Your friends, I mean?”

Tom blinked, suddenly pushed back to simple, earnest truthfulness, despite the precariousness of a situation he did not dare quite understand. “Baby,” he said slowly, “don’t you know how you turn heads wherever we go?”

“I do?” she whispered, defenselessly somehow.

“You’ve really never seen anybody watch you jiggle?” asked Tom in faint wonderment. “God, honey…”

Samantha was always rather self-conscious about her appearance, and though she was indeed solidly built, that flesh was in good proportion, most womanly. Men did indeed gawk—he had seen it countless times, a little jealous as he did so and yet proud, too, all at once. She had a very full bosom, of course, and while her waist may have been a bit thick, it seemed to fit with her wide hips and cushy bottom, and those heavy thighs that veritably begged to be parted to reveal the thick-lipped, scratchy-soft, fishily fragrant treasure beneath the comfortably soft belly—

He shook his head. “Honey, you’re the kind of girl that makes guys jerk off. I’ve seen that look in their eyes.”

“Really?” she wondered softly.

“Mm hmm,” Tom sighed, pausing to lick briefly at the undersides of the fat nipples he squeezed through his circled thumbs and forefingers. “Baby, you should have—” He swallowed, then continued quietly, “You should have seen those guys’ faces when Mike took the bet last night.”

Her eyes gleamed behind her lowered lashes, bright and excited.

“You just can’t imagine their—their hunger,” Tom affirmed with quiet emphasis.

“Tell me,” she whispered.

Tom hesitated. “I told you I had to convince ’em to take the bet, right? I guess they knew I wasn’t really serious about it—about the chance of losing, I mean.” He shrugged good-naturedly, then commenced squeezing her mammaries once more. “So what I had to do was—”

“What?” Biting her lip, she touched herself as he watched. “Please, honey,” she begged, “tell me!”

Tom smiled at being able to tell her, knowing at last that she really wouldn’t be angry with him. “I told them how good it was to have you,” he said deliberately.

“Tom…” she replied slowly, trying to maintain some face-saving façade of modesty—and yet the thickened nipples that he manhandled, he could not help but notice, stayed as crinkled and excited as ever.

“I told them that once I stick my dick in you, you always just juice up like a whore.” His eyes blazed. “I said how the best time to have you is when you’re not thinking about it first—how I can just strip your panties off and mount you, and see that look in your eyes that shows how much my need flatters you. You’re still a little dry when I put my cockhead in, so tight, but then I just give a push, and by the time I’ve sunk balls-deep, you’re all lubed up. I told ’em that if I didn’t like playing with you so much, I’d just come in half a dozen strokes.”

Samantha gazed up from under her lowered lashes, her own excitement feeding off of his.

“I said that what was really fun, though, was to work you over first,” he said mischievously. “I told them all how good it felt to just grab these big titties and tug at ’em until you couldn’t take any more.” For emphasis he gave those sensitive peaks a sudden double-handed yank that took her breath away. “And I told them that once you’d had your naughty boobs squeezed and pinched and sucked, your cunt would open up like a flower, all wet and shiny and pink, ready for anything.” Grinning, he bundled her nipples together and sucked at her, hard, then pulled his mouth off with a noisy, relishing smack. “’Cause it’s true, isn’t it, babe?” he teased her. “Isn’t it?”

“Mm hmm,” she replied softly, squirming as her fingers writhed within her panties.

“You should have seen their faces,” he said again. “They were so horny, baby! Some of ’em—why, with some…” He hesitated, then forced out, “I could see they had great big hard-ons in their pants just from thinking about you, Samantha—they couldn’t hide it—and I knew that they’d go home and play with themselves. Or maybe some would hurry home to their girlfriends or their wives, climb into bed without a word, and just fuck ’em like animals, while the girls woke slowly—sleepy, confused, and suddenly just full of cock—without any idea of why the guys needed it so bad.” He grinned fiercely. “That’s what you do to guys, sweetie.”

“Well,” she admitted softly, at last, “that’s the kind of talk that makes a girl want to frig off, too.” She bit her lip. “To feel pretty and desired, to know that men want to look at you and touch you.”

Gazing up at her adoringly, he handled her flesh more purposefully, plucking at her engorged nipples, lifting her big titties by those tender peaks. He really made her feel it, and she shivered wordlessly to his attentions for a long moment.

Finally, Samantha spoke again. “I really will pay your debt, sweetie,” she whispered. “If you want me to.”

Licking his lips uncertainly, Tom watched his wife masturbate. She was so beautiful, serene and yet so sensually agitated at the same time. What she proposed now, apparently in all seriousness—what he himself had merely joked about previously—made him feel very strange inside. It was perverse, it was wrong, it was unnatural…and yet it was somehow wildly arousing at the same time. No husband would want to share his own beloved wife with another man. And yet…

And yet he had to admit to himself, somewhere deep inside, that it would be a very, very kinky thrill to step back and watch Samantha perform. When he made love to his dear Samantha, after all, Tom adored the sweet intimacy of the act—filling his arms with her soft fluttering body, feeling her along every inch of his flesh, smelling her, tasting her, seeing nothing but his own dear wife beneath him, open and ready and available. In a way, though, while that meant possessing her utterly, it also meant seeing only part of the picture. What would it be like, he wondered, to draw back instead, to observe his wife’s arousal as if it were a laboratory experiment to study or some piece of art to examine and critique?

Heart hammering in his own uncertainty and anticipation, he would watch her lie back and open those solid white thighs, and as he held his breath, some great big fat purple cockhead would push bluntly through her stickily opening labia—those sweet portals which Tom so loved but which now would plump up thick and juicy for some stranger’s mindless intrusion—and a veiny shaft of turgid meat would slide shudderingly down, down, down, until the scrunched-up skin of the man’s expectant balls pressed home.

Swallowing, Tom imagined it. He would watch his wife’s soft hairy pussy split wide open with the repeated penetration of someone else’s swollen red organ, would smell the excitement of her body and hear the sounds of her forbidden pleasure as her body began to move with his, rhythmically. Oh, how she might lie there beneath Tom’s own best friend, shuddering comfortably to every animalistic thrust, gasping as the blunt digits of unfamiliar hands sank into her meaty hips and grabbed at her rippling breasts! While some hungry mouth sucked her big fat nipples to make her squeal, Tom would watch his beloved get pounded into the sweaty sheets and used like a whore.

“You do want me to, don’t you?” she asked at last, quietly and yet with a half-lidded gaze that smoldered somehow. “To pay your debt, I mean,” she husked.

How he loved this sweet, wild wife of his! He would do anything for her, anything! Within his pants his untouched organ, which had shrunken tiny in its fright and confusion, pounded absolutely engorged now, enormously swollen with the terrible lusts engendered by the sweet, forbidden thoughts swirling through his mind. The imagined scenes burned impossibly bright in his perverse fancy, and his blazing ears seemed to ring with the soft sounds of her possession.

“Don’t you…?” she prodded him softly, her eyes burning emeralds as she touched herself.

Tom licked his lips. It was wrong, but, ah, how stiff his poor purple cock was, thick and cramped and crooked! And he had seen things like this on the internet, had he not? Yes, he had jerked off to dirty amateur videos of the very same acts, thrilling himself with the reminder that the people he saw writhing upon the screen before him were not merely paid performers following the script which some hack had written, but real, ordinary people just like himself…and Samantha. He had never imagined sharing his own wife like that, of course. Not really, anyway…  But, oh, how the blood surged and throbbed within his guilty red organ!

At length he found his voice. “Yes, my dear,” he said solemnly, his face very red as he tried to keep his voice steady somehow. “Thank you.”

Samantha smiled naughtily, and for a moment she concentrated on the movement of her well-practiced fingertips within her soaked cotton panties. Then, very deliberately, she slowed, and began teasing herself once more. “How many guys did you say were playing in that card game?” she wondered.

“Well—” He shrugged in surprise, taken aback at the sudden question. “Mike and Steve and me, and Aaron, Joe…  I don’t know, about eight or ten of us altogether.” Suddenly his eyes went wide. “Why?” he breathed suspiciously.

“Because maybe Mike was the one to win that hand, but you were betting against everyone else as well.” She smiled tightly, her face suffused with the glow of her incipient orgasm. “Weren’t you?”

“W-well, y-yeah,” he admitted a little uneasily, “b-but—”

“You talked me up in front of all of them, Tom,” she reminded him pointedly. “You talked about me like a whore in front of all those guys, demeaning me.” Suddenly her eyes flashed dangerously. “But I’m not your whore, am I?”

Tom blinked. “N-no!” he gulped. “O-of course not!”

“That’s right, big man,” sneered Samantha quietly, masturbating herself with regal determination while he could only fondle her lolling breasts dutifully. “I’m not.”

“N-no, dear!” he assured her again, squirming beneath the power of those burning emerald orbs. “Of course not, dear!”

“Because I am not your whore,” she pointed out grimly. “Now you’re mine!”

Nervously the man licked his lips.

“You are my cuckold now,” she reminded him vengefully. “My cuckold.”

Poor Tom blanched at the sound of this strange, terrible word, and at the cool, fearsomely powerful look in his wife’s darkly gleaming eyes. Why, fun was fun, but surely talk like this was going too far, wasn’t it? “B-b-but—” he sputtered.

“You already asked me to give myself to Mike, didn’t you?” she reminded him purposefully, her eyes narrowed. “You weren’t man enough to handle the situation, apparently, and now I have to step up and take care of it. Lie down and take care of it, that is,” she murmured wickedly.

Feeling embarrassed, somehow trapped, he felt the blood drain from his face. “B-but…” he whispered uncertainly.

“But nothing, my cuckold,” Samantha derided him calmly. “You set yourself up for it. Why, apparently you wanted this as much as they did.”

Swallowing uncomfortably, he tried to shake his head, his eyes wide. But his penis was so strangely rigid.

“But clearly you did,” crooned Samantha hypnotically. “Perhaps subconsciously—but secretly, desperately, oh-so guiltily…yet undeniably nevertheless.” Her smile was slow and almost predatory as her fingers swirled languid and deliberate within a squelching nest of hairy pink velvet. “Why else would you even have suggested such a thing, Tom? Clearly you are a bad, bad boy who gets off on the thought of watching his wifey get fucked by someone else.”

Tom’s lips were dry, his mouth cottony.

“I can see your hard-on,” she pressed him remorselessly. “You are a dirty, perverted cuckold who wants to see someone else’s dick inside of me.” Her nostrils flared. “Oh, what a bad, bad boy.”

Fiercely ashamed, he could make no reply. He wanted to deny it, but what could be say? The only thing more humiliating than being teased and taunted like this was the secret knowledge, somewhere way deep down inside, that maybe, just maybe she had a point. Even as his sensibilities recoiled, after all, his poor betraying cock still throbbed its mindless acquiescence. Abashed and pitiful, as if she was doing him a favor merely by allowing this intimacy, he began to fondle her stiff-tipped white bosoms once more.

“So how many others were there at this poker game…?” she wondered again, icily soft,

Tom licked his dry lips. “B-besides me,” he replied unwillingly, “th-there were—” He thought quickly. “There were eight,” he admitted at last, feeling somehow that he should not.

“Well, then,” explained Samantha in grand mock-patience, “that’s how many will get to fuck me.”

The poor man’s jaw dropped. “B-b-but—” he sputtered helplessly, his palms suddenly motionless upon silken rippling mounds whose pink-brown centers stood deliciously sensitive and crinkled.

“Because what it’s gonna take for me to feel like you’ve paid me off for paying off your debt to Mike,” Samantha told her shocked husband purposefully, “is to lie back and get ogled and groped and fucked by every single one of those guys.”

“B-but, honey…” he whined. Unconsciously he had let his grasping hands stop, but she just kept on rubbing herself, unnoticing.

“Every single one,” she repeated dreamily, “cock after cock after cock…” Her eyelids fluttered. “If I took that, then we could almost call it even.”

Kneeling before her, Tom could only stare at his wife, helplessly entranced. Without even realizing it, his hands commenced working over her upstanding nipples once again.

“That’d be okay, wouldn’t it?” she wondered, saccharine-sweet. “Wouldn’t it? Just to make us even? I mean, as long as you’ve already essentially begged me—” Eyes flashing, she pursed her wicked lips. “But not quite, come to think of it,” she corrected herself. “You’ve only asked me to pay your debt.” Her sultry green orbs bored into his. “You need to beg me.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” he whispered in a small voice.

“Beg me,” she instructed him solemnly, her eyelids flushed and heavy. “Beg me to pay your debt.”

For a moment Tom could only fidget uncomfortably. At last, though, he began to touch her nipples once more. “Please, Samantha,” he murmured dutifully, performing beneath her self-satisfied gaze, “w-w-would you please pay my debt? I-I-I—” He swallowed. “I beg of you,” he whispered formally.

“You want me to make love to Mike?” she wondered matter-of-factly. “You weren’t man enough to take care of things, and now you need me to lie back naked and soft and open, to spread my legs and let him do aaaaanything he wants, aaaaanything he needs, inside of me?”

The blood pounded at Tom’s temples, and his engorged purple cockhead. “Yes,” he whispered finally. “I—I beg of you.”

“Reallllllly?” she teased him, smirking.

“Yes,” he murmured meekly, utterly defeated, and yet somehow, very secretly, wallowing joyously in it as well. “Please. P-please?”

“Well,” she shrugged in a magnanimous tone, “since it’s that important to you…oh, I guess so.” Her voice was light, and yet her eyes were triumphant. “And now, since you have begged so humbly for me to let some other man’s throbbing red cock inside of my once-sacrosanct body, why, what difference does another seven make, eh?” Breathing heavily, she rubbed herself at the top of her naughty cunt.

Blinking, he thought about it. If this was her level of arousal now at merely proposing this abomination, how excited would she be when she finally went through with her plan and offered herself up to his friends as payment? Oh, she would tease them like a whore, he realized slowly, anything just to make them truly wild with desire, to guarantee that they would really work her over as she craved. Would she strip for them, perhaps, teasing and slow? And then, with all eyes upon her desirable flesh, would she preen and pose and touch herself before them? Yes, she might even push those big jugs of hers up to her face and suck the thick nipples herself, sly and smacking before the wide-eyed crowd. And then, surely, she would smirk and lower her flushed eyelids, and commence masturbating in earnest.

Most likely, though, she would not quite bring herself to orgasm—not from any squeamishness, of course, but merely so she could cherish every stroke of those strangers’ plumped-up cocks! As Tom watched silently, then, trembling with pent-up emotion, all of his friends would gather around and take turns pleasuring themselves within his dear wife’s nakedness. Bright-eyed and erect, those men would ogle her like a piece of meat, groping her exposed flesh all together—squeezing her supple tits, tugging at the swollen crinkles of her responsive pink-brown nipples, putting their fingers in her pussy to see what she felt like inside. Soon, naughtily excited by their attentions, she would open herself up and lie back beneath their lusts, smooth and soft and white, taking them balls-deep into her sweaty hole one by one. Oh, how she would shudder and squeal!

And as she shook to the welcome ravishment, smirking and sly-eyed, she might encourage them softy. Perhaps she would coo against a flushed and stubbly cheek, grasp possessively at some muscular male buttock, even reach up her red-nailed fingertips to scratch and pinch at hairy male nipples…  Yes, although she liked to pretend to be shy and demure in bed, once she got started, she could indeed be a real slut when she got all worked up. Sometimes Tom liked to make her come first, and then as he sawed his rigid organ back and forth within her satisfied pink pit, he loved to arch his back between her raised knees, silently offering up the sensitive little points of the nipples crowning his flat chest for her to tease and tantalize. How his wicked wife had taught him to crave it! She really knew how to treat the often-neglected things, and once she started twisting and pulling at them, the naughty electric buzz that ran straight to the base of his clenching balls was sure to make the long-suffering husband ejaculate in bare seconds.

And what would it be like, he wondered slowly, to watch her treat another—no, not just one but a whole group of them!—like that? Though it was she who lay impaled, pinned to the bed with one intrusive red cock after another, it would be she who was truly in control. If she wanted to touch and taste her own body before them, she would. If she wanted to be stroked and fondled by eight pairs of eager, strange male hands, she would be. If she wanted simply to lie back and yank some gasping man’s helpless nipples so that he was forced immediately to squirt all over the inside of her, she would do it, smirking. Though a pang of instinctive jealousy still gave a painful little twinge at the pit of Tom’s belly, counterbalancing that reaction was a perverse sense of arousal at the thought of watching his wife abandon herself to her dirty pleasures and comport herself like a total slut. The notion was just so primal, so powerful, that he could not deny it.

“You do agree, then?” prodded Samantha, smirking at his own reciprocal excitation, secret and deeply shameful though it was. She rubbed herself between her warm thighs. “It’s only fair, isn’t it—to pay me back? You’d give it all to me, and watch me perform.”

Tom pursed his lips as if still trying to make up his mind. He watched his wife touch herself. He opened his mouth—then closed it. Despite the dirty thoughts that danced within him, it was still so hard to say, to admit aloud that he would want to see her simply fucked, over and over and over.

“Come on, naughty boy,” she teased him prettily. “You do want me to do it, don’t you? You begged me, after all. Don’t you? Don’t you?”

His face felt as red as his poor blazing cock. Oh, how desperately he wanted her! How he wished he could do it all himself—simply mount her and work his raging body to orgasm a dozen times in a row, feeling her slippery and sucking all along the stretched skin of his raging hard-on, feeling her damp and hairy and open against the sweaty belly that he pressed into again and again, compulsively. How he wanted to wallow in his desires, as she would be allowed to do!

“Wouldn’t you like to watch me, sweetie?” she wondered slyly. “Wouldn’t you like to see what I can do?”

“I guess so…” he found himself whispering finally.

Her sultry eyes blazed in triumph, and her lashes fluttered as she polished herself with renewed fervor.

“But—” Biting his lip, he stopped.

“What, honey?” she cooed.

Tom flushed more deeply. Eyes downcast, he murmured, “I just don’t want you kissing any of those guys.”

Samantha’s eyes came wide open, and she stared wonderingly at him for a moment. “Why, Tom, you’re serious!” she exclaimed with a little laugh.

“I just don’t want that,” he repeated stubbornly.

“Really?” she persisted. “But you’ve just begged me to cuckold you with eight other men! Why, you’d let all of your buddies…” She pursed her lips, then continued, “You begged me to let them all climb up on top of me and stick their great big fat yummy erections right in my pussy and do whatever they want with me, but you don’t want a—a kiss?”

Jaw set, he just shook his head. “Uh-uh,” he grunted, frowning.

“Oh, okay, you big sweetie,” she chuckled, “I won’t do aaaaanything naughty.” His eyes snapped up to hers, and he found her smirking faintly. “Those boys can feel me up all they like, and jiggle my big ol’ titties, even suck ’em and smack ’em and stretch ’em. Mm, they can push my cunt wide with their bloated purple cockheads, slide every thick inch of their penises inside of me, and just hump me balls-deep until they come, but just for my sweet hubby I won’t do anything naughty like kiss those boys.”

Tom squirmed, helpless beneath her challengingly self-composed gaze. “All right,” he replied somewhat truculently, feeling mocked and yet knowing that he no longer had any way to save face or even try to redeem himself. “I just didn’t want that, that’s all…”

“No, that’s fine, baby,” Samantha said airily, “but—” She thought about it for a moment, her cheeks warm. “Well, since I am so magnanimous to agree to your silly condition, it goes without saying, doesn’t it, that I should have one of my own?”

“Such as…?” came his wary reply.

“There’s no need to get testy about it,” she said mildly. “It’s me who’s doing you a favor, after all, not the other way around.”

“Mm hmm,” he conceded, smiling crookedly despite himself. What fun it was to plan her debauchery, to see her pose playfully and cajole him for ever more naughtiness! Oh, she excited him so! It was terrible, wicked even to admit to himself that he had agreed to such a perversion of all that was right and holy…but, what desperate fun it was, too! And really, he told himself, because he had given her free rein, in a way he had given up responsibility and hence guilt as well, had he not? It was not his idea, after all, not his choice. In bowing to her resurgent feminine superiority, it was almost as if he had absolved himself of all blame for this shameful and unnatural thing. Almost…

“All right, my most forgiving and magnanimous wife,” nodded Tom, “what is it? Because of me, no kissing. And for you?”

“No condoms!” she whispered, her eyes bright upon his.


Chapter Three

“Samantha!” gulped Tom, aghast. Why, the poor man had already agreed to let all his poker buddies gangbang his suddenly inventive wife…and now she didn’t even want to use condoms? Suddenly this just seemed too much. He stared at her, shocked.

“I mean it,” she said urgently, “no rubbers—just every one of those thick cocks sliding straight into me, flesh to flesh.” Her eyelids fluttered as she pleasured herself more rapidly. “Ooh, I am gonna feel ’em, baby, gonna feel those bad boys just splooge me full, all wet and gooey.”

Tom’s pulse pounded heavily within his body. What she wanted was so dirty, so wicked…and yet he had to admit to himself, very secretly, that he was restlessly excited by the frankness of her demands. Certainly there would be something of a logic to his agreement—that is, if should he choose to agree to this condition, he added to himself hastily. He had, after all, already promised, essentially, to pimp her out to all of his poker buddies, and then to watch as they gangbanged her without remorse. Once she had had so many dicks stuck into her, he wondered, was there any real reason not to let them just squirt their cum right there against the slippery pink bottom of her smooth, grasping womb? They were all his friends—they were clean, and discreet, and understanding, and she, of course, was on the Pill.

Besides he was rather turned on by her freshly fucked cunt. There was no getting around the fact, and the naughty Samantha knew it all too well.

He absolutely loved the smell and the taste of that hairy pussy of hers, and over the years he had become a rabid cunnilinguist. One of his favorite things was to lick that lovely pink slit, then self-indulgently tease his fat purpled knob by fucking her very, very slowly for awhile without letting himself come. It was more for his own pleasure than hers, of course, almost some exhibitionistic form of masturbation for him as she lay there calm and collected beneath him and studied his progress indulgently. He liked to take his time, feeling her eyes upon him as his pleasures mounted higher. Then, when he started to feel drizzly and twitchy, shudderingly close to orgasm, he would stop, and tantalize himself all the more by slithering back down and commencing to suck once again at her delicious little clit. Back and forth he would alternate the delicious self-torture, back and forth, until finally he simply had to climb atop her in earnest, and as the smirking girl began scratching and pinching at his nipples, he would just squirt his poor balls dry.

Yet if there was one thing that could send an even keener thrill through his flesh, it was the sight of her freshly fucked cunt after he had used it and made it all his. Still plump-lipped and parted from his repeated penetrations, warm and smelly and glistening, welling up with the stringy curdles of his sperm—oh, how beautiful it was! Now and then during lovemaking, when he had finished first, he liked to crawl down between her sweaty thighs, put his burning cheek on her soft hip, and push his trembling fingertips right into her hairy mess and masturbate her to her orgasm.

She always protested that she didn’t want him to do that when she was so messy and drippy, but, panting and growling in his passion, he would simply master the throbbing little bud of her clitoris until she could resist him no more. Smiling tightly in his wild-eyed eagerness, he might reach a pair of fingers right into that bubbling hole and scoop up a big thick dollop of his semen to smear across the sensitive juncture at the top of her vagina. Though at first she squirmed, soon enough he would prod her urgently into acquiescence, and she could not help settling back and beginning to sigh in delight. Breathing deep, listening excitedly to every bubbly squelch, his eyes gleamed bright upon her sploogey paradise. That sweetly perverse intimacy always gave him such a naughty thrill.

And if she looked so good—and sounded, and felt, and smelled so good!—with only one load of cum in her, then how much more beautiful would she be, he wondered, flushing, when absolutely filled with all his friends’ jism?

“You do want me to have it like that, don’t you?” she whispered now, darkly. “Don’t you? Come on, you groveling cuckold, no condoms! It’s gonna feel so good.”

Breathing deep, he unzipped his pants, and as his desperate erection sprang free, he began to handle himself. For a moment she watched the rhythmic motion of his fist, smiling as if the act he performed was less a thing of self-determination now than a sign of surrender, of subservience. Which perhaps, he realized uneasily even as he kept pulling at himself, it was…  Always before, after all, to masturbate before his wife had been an act of trust, of love, and, a little secretly, of swaggering masculinity. Yes, for he was big and bold and bloated, and she would have to marvel at his hard-on! Now, however, she heaped upon her cuckold-to-be humiliation after humiliation, and still he could only rub the thin, stretchable skin from behind his circumcision scar again and again over the rim of the engorged purple glans that simply would not soften.

It was a strange, strange thing to think, and yet, queasily excited, he could not stop his jerking fist. “You r-really want that?” he asked in a tiny voice, unsure himself of whether, way deep down inside, he was protesting the terrible notion or begging for it.

“Uh huh!” she whispered. “I want it all—every slippery stroke, every gooey spurt. I want to make ’em come, and I want to really feel it.”

Tom thought about it for a long time, his eyes blazing. Excitedly he jerked at himself, ashamed and yet morbidly entranced as he imagined everything, everything…  “O-okay,” he forced out finally, red-faced.

“Really…?” she wondered slyly. “So you do want to watch your wifey get really juiced up, and then all splooged up? You want to see what a bad-girl she can be?”

“Mm hmm,” he murmured, still self-conscious and yet somehow dirtily thrilled to be able finally to confess before her. God, the sight of that awful betrayal, the sound of it, the smell of it. Restlessly he shivered. “I think—” He swallowed. “I think you could be quite the bad-girl if you wanted.”

She smiled impishly. “Ya think?”

“And I—” He bit his lip. “Well, I think it would be kinda kinky to—to—to watch you lie back all flushed and excited, begging for their cocks, and for their cum.”

“Yeah,” she breathed. Narrowing her eyes playfully, she peered at him as she worked herself over. “’Cause you do like me like that, don’t you, sweetie? All opened up and cummy.”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“You like to play in me then, don’t you, baby?” she wondered. “You’d probably wanna see it and smell it, and put your—” She stopped as if surprised by a long-forgotten memory, then pursed her lips and amended pointedly, “Put your fingers right in and get me off.”

Tom’s face flushed scarlet, painfully hot. Suddenly embarrassed, his sweating hand slowed distractedly, and despite his wild excitation of bare moments before, his rigid flesh began to shrivel uncomfortably. He loved her pussy so much—and, yes, it was even better when it was freshly fucked! Oh, those plump, sperm-strung labia gleamed so sexy and unabashedly womanly in his wondering eyes, and they felt so slippery and intimate beneath his loving fingers. And they smelled so wildly arousing that one time he—he—he—

Once after he had made love to her and gone down there to rub her off, he had gotten so worked up that he simply could  not restrain himself—he just dropped his reddened face right into that slippery cunt and slurped her all up! Suddenly his watering mouth was full of used cunt-flesh, bubbling and salty and warm beneath his slobbering tongue. Oh, it had felt so right!

