Irene And Alan - Husband & Wife
by Writer6324

Exhibitionist wife Irene shared by voyeur husband Adam.

Alan Ludkeke was twenty-eight and a recent graduate from Hill City Culinary School. At the moment he was employed at Hi Thyme a trendy upscale restaurant located in the revitalized business district down town. He currently worked as the Sous-Chef but had hopes of one day owning his own restaurant. In the meantime he intended to do all that he could to learn the business.

His wife Irene had received a two year degree in Office Management and worked in the billing department of Wilson, Jones and Spencer which was a moderately successful law practice. She had worked there for several years and had been instrumental in helping Alan complete culinary school.

They had met while attending Standish High School when Irene's parents moved to Hill City in her senior year. She and Alan had become inseparable almost immediately. They had actually been the King and Queen of the Senior Prom when they graduated in 2011.

Irene was a cheer leader and Adam played tight end on the school football team. No one had been surprised when they became engaged right after graduation and a few months later announced their upcoming wedding.

Now, ten years later, tipping the scale at one hundred seventeen pounds Irene still retained much of her trim figure and good looks. She was never drop dead gorgeous but she embodied the girl next door attributes so many men found irresistible.

She was vivacious and men found her impossible to ignore. In addition, she was built on a 5' 4" frame which was well proportioned.

Even though her bust size was only 34" her breasts easily filled a "C" cup. She had a small waist that hovered around 23" and 35" hips. Her complexion was milk white and blemish free with the exception of a sprinkling of freckles that dusted across her cheeks and nose. The freckles were a gift from her Irish heritage as was her wavy and luxuriant chestnut red hair.

Fending off advances from a variety of men was a constant problem despite the wedding ring that adorned the ring finger of her left hand. The fact that she adored clothing that highlighted her body was probably also part of the problem. Although the clothing she chose to wear was often suggestive and even occasionally revealing everything she wore was tasteful.

She and Alan had a long standing discussion over the subject. During numerous discussions in the past several years Alan had made it clear that he adored her and was obsessed with her body. He loved the risqué clothing that she chose to wear. He claimed not to have a jealous bone in his body and on more than one occasion he had encouraged her to wear clothing that was quite revealing.

Tonight was one of the few occasions that Alan was off and they had plans to take in a movie. Irene had chosen to wear a leaf green blouse that buttoned up the front and a dark green tight skirt. Alan liked it when she dressed to accentuate her attributes and, to tell the truth, she got a buzz from it also.

Alan watched as she walked down the stairs. When she reached the bottom she struck a pose to get his response. The frown on his face gave away his dissatisfaction.

"What is it?" Irene asked. "What don't you like? We still have plenty of time so I can change."

"No I like what you're wearing but I wish that you would lose the bra."

"You want me to go out in public, to the movies, without a bra? Maybe I should just take off my panties too."

"That's a great idea Irene. Lose the bra and panties and then don't bother to button the top three buttons of your blouse. That way I can catch an occasional glimpse of your nipples."

"You and everyone else." I replied.

"So what's wrong with that? I love it when you show off your body to strangers and you know damn well that it turns you on too. Where's the problem?"

Sighing Irene replied "I'm just thinking that this may be a little farther than we have ever gone before. It will certainly be a new experience. What the hell, I'm already getting turned on so give me a minute."

Rushing back upstairs Irene took off her blouse and removed her bra. Then she put the blouse back on and tucked it into her skirt remembering to leave the top three buttons undone. The hell with it she thought and left the fourth button undone also.

Raising her skirt she slipped her panties over her rounded ass and down along her full thighs and trim calves. The coolness felt funny on her pussy. The curly red hair of her bush did nothing to deter the air moving over the lips of her pussy.

This time when she came down the stairs she was rewarded with a lustful look of anticipation and approval from her husband.

They had decided to attend one of the earlier shows so it was not too crowded. When they approached the concession counter Alan ordered her to turn so that the young man behind the counter would get a good look into her blouse. The startled look on his face was evidence enough that he had gotten an eyeful. Alan looked at her and smiled.

After getting popcorn and drinks they located suitable seats and waited for the movie to begin. The lights were low and Alan turned towards Irene as if to say something and slipped his hand inside her blouse. Even though it was light enough to see what he was doing he did not stop as another couple came down the row in front of them. When the wife saw Alan's hand inside Irene's blouse she quickly looked away but the man continued to stare until his wife said something sharply to him.

Alan just chuckled and removed his hand.

During the movie, with Irene's help, he managed to get his hand under her skirt and spent some time with his middle finger buried in her pussy. He kept flipping his finger over her clit and it was all that Irene could do to sit still. She could hardly wait for the movie to end. The diner that she had been promised after the movie no longer interested her. She wanted to go home and satisfy herself with a prolonged fuck session.

Irene couldn't even remember what the movie was about but it finally ended and they gathered up their trash. As they walked up the aisle she felt Alan's hand on her ass.

She was pretty sure what was coming next and felt her husband's hand slide down to the hem of her skirt and start to raise it higher. Irene glanced back over her shoulder to see who was behind her and saw two college boys watching her intently.

Slowly Alan raised the hem of her skirt until the cheeks of her ass peeked out. Assuming that he would stop there, she was surprised when he continued to raise the skirt hem until half of her milky white ass was revealed.

As I began to squirm Alan finally relented and dropped my skirt as I dumped the trash. I was able to sneak a look at the two students who were smiling broadly and talking animatedly about their great luck. I dug an elbow into Alan's ribs as I felt his hand on my ass again but when I looked it was one of the young men who had grabbed my ass as they passed. I glanced at Alan and he just smiled back at me.

The lights had been turned up in the lobby as those leaving mingled with the new people arriving for the next viewing. As we headed toward the door I heard someone calling out my name. OMG it was one of the attorneys from my office. I couldn't let him see me like this. As I turned toward my husband to hurry him along it was clear that I was already too late.

Hearing my name, Alan turned toward Stewart and waved as he grabbed my hand and drug me in that direction. I tried to resist without making it obvious but to no avail. A moment later we were standing facing Stewart Jones one of the principles in Wilson, Jones and Spencer where I worked. To make matters worse my husband maneuvered me into a position where Stewart had an unrestricted view of my breast through the gaping open top of my blouse.

Color rose on my face as I helplessly watched Stewart staring at my exposed breasts. At that moment my husband nudged me forcing me to bend forward allowing my nipple to come into view. I stood there helplessly as one of one of my bosses enjoyed an unfettered look at my breast and nipple.

When we finally got to our car I unloaded on my husband. "What the hell were you thinking back there?"

Alan glanced over at me and smiled. "Irene you know that you want to expose yourself. You love it."

"You idiot, that was one of my bosses."

"I know. That was the most erotic thing that you've ever done. The look on his face as he stared at your bare nipple was priceless. Now don't lie to me. You got off on it too didn't you?"

"I... well yes I guess so but I was so embarrassed and so damn turned on. My boss was staring at my exposed nipple. When I see him at work Monday it's really going to be interesting."

We decided to skip diner and head home. I was really revved up and I needed to get laid. Fortunately Alan was in the mood also. I wonder why.

Alan had always dreamed of watching as his wife was fucked by another man. Although some might question his motives he did not. What he knew was that it excited him tremendously to simply think of it. If he were completely honest he had to admit that he really didn't care who fucked Irene. He wasn't a jealous person he just wanted to be able to watch. With that thought in mind he began to seriously work on the problem.

Fate sometimes has a funny way of stepping in when it's least expected and most welcome.

Monday at work Irene was called into the boss's office. He told her that he was having a party for a select few of the employees at his home the following weekend. Irene and Alan were invited.

When Irene returned home Monday evening she found Alan sitting in his favorite chair in the living room with a drink and a book.

Walking over to the bar to fix her own drink Irene casually asked "How would you like to go to a party this weekend?"

"Who's giving a party?"

"My boss is having a small get together at his home Saturday and we've been invited. Are you interested?"

His mind immediately started to consider the possibilities as he casually told his wife "Sure. It sounds like fun."

Sensing that this might be a good opportunity to get his wife fucked as he watched Alan moved immediately into planning mode.

The first thing that he would need to do was decide how to convince his wife to go along. She had never been receptive to the idea before. It seemed that showing her body to other men was okay but actually having sex with them was taboo. He'd have to figure a way around that.

Would one of those date rape drugs work? Was there something that he could put into one of her drinks that would loosen her inhibitions and make her more receptive to the advances of other men? He'd read somewhere that these drugs even kept the victim from remembering what they had done. He really wanted her to remember so that she might be more willing in the future but you can't have everything.

By the end of the week Alan's preparations were almost complete. During the week one of his coworkers had supplied him with a small envelope of powder that was just what he was looking for. It would dissolve quickly and was tasteless. If it worked correctly, within a few minutes Irene would become very malleable and receptive to almost any sexual suggestion. She would become drowsy but still somewhat in control of her faculties.

"Irene, what are you planning to wear tonight?"

"Oh that's right! I didn't show you the new dress that I bought did I? It's an off the shoulder sheath that flares from the waist."

"What?"

"Well so much for trying to explain clothing to a man. Come upstairs and I'll show you."

As I trudged up the stairs to look at my wife's latest acquisition my mind was busily working on my last problem. How was I going to get her to wear something revealing.

When I walked into the room I quickly realized my problem was solved.

Irene held up a dark green dress that would contrast beautifully with her rich red hair and milky white complexion. What amazed me was how little of it there was. All I could say was "Wow!"

"I guess that means that you approve."

"Approve? You'll be stunning in that dress."

"Here's what I meant by off the shoulder. It's held up by these two little straps."

Ever the helpful husband I replied "It shows a lot of cleavage doesn't it?"

"I thought that you liked to show me off."

"You know that I do. It seems awfully short too. Will it even cover your ass?"

"Yes Alan, it will cover my ass but just barely! Do you have any other illuminating comments?"

I smiled. "I just have one other comment dear."

"And what might that be?"

"I don't want you to wear any underwear. No bra and no panties."

Suddenly the smug look on her face turned to one of alarm.

"Whoa now wait a minute. I bought this because I know that it's a turn on for you to show me off but.... but... that's just a little too much."

"Sweetheart you bought that dress because you like to show yourself off. I'm just making sure that you do an excellent job of it."

"Damn it Alan. If I don't wear any underwear anyone will be able to look down the front and see my tits and nipples if I bend over. For heaven's sake any man taller than I am will be able to see down the front of the dress. And that's only part of my problems. If I bend over at all they'll be able to see my ass cheeks. Sitting down without showing my crotch will be a nightmare. What the hell are you thinking?"

"I'm thinking about having a great time tonight. What are you thinking?"

"I'm thinking about wearing underwear."

"Well if you do you need to be thinking about staying home."

"We can't do that. I already accepted the invitation. How would it look if we didn't show up?"

"That would be your problem sweetheart."

"You know I can't back out now."

"Well then I guess you don't have a choice. No underwear and we go. Underwear and we stay home. What'll it be?"

"All right we go but I'm not happy about this."

We arrived at the party about 8:30 and were met at the door by Irene's boss and his wife. They seemed like nice people and welcomed us into their home.

It became clear that even Irene did not know all of these people. We aren't a clingy couple so we decided to split up and circulate. This was fine by me because I noticed that my wife had already drawn the attention of several of the men.

Since no one knew me it was easy for me to listen in to the conversations happening around the room. As I passed one group of four men I paused and heard one of them say "Did you get a look at Irene tonight? That damn dress is to die for."

Another commented "What there is of it. It barely covers her ass and I'm pretty sure that she isn't wearing a bra. I wonder if she has on any panties under there. I'd love to find out."

As I paused by another group I heard "Damn I don't know what's come over Irene but she is really hot tonight. I was at the buffet table when she came over. When she bent over the table to reach the shrimp cocktail I got a good look down the front of her dress. She's not wearing a bra and those tits of hers are magnificent."

Moments later I caught a look at my wife as she danced with one of the other guests. The back of her dress was nonexistent and he had his hand on her back slowly rubbing it up and down her soft smooth skin. Each time he slid his hand down it went lower. I waited patiently to see how low he would go and was rewarded as I watched his hand dip down and briefly cover the top of her ass. By the time the dance was over his hand was under my wife's dress resting on her bare ass which really surprised me. It seems Irene was really getting into the party.

While I was eavesdropping near yet another group I heard the music pick up the beat as a new song began. One of the men commented "I think that I'm going to ask Irene to dance. With this kind of a beat I can twirl her and maybe the rest of you will be able to tell me if she is wearing any panties. What do you think?"

One of the men urged him on saying "Go for it!" and the others all made similar comments.

Fortified by alcohol and the encouragement of his friends he crossed the room to Irene. I could see them talking for a few moments and then they took the floor. He was an excellent dancer and I knew that Irene was also. It soon became obvious that they were in the groove and the other dancers slowly opened room for them. Several dancers actually sat down to watch.

As if on cue he twirled my wife and the skirt rose up. Whoever designed the dress knew what they were doing because the skirt billowed out filling with air but refusing to flare out high enough to satisfy anyone's curiosity. A few moments later he tried again but this time he twirled her quickly in one direction and then back in the other.

The dressmaker's design was momentarily defeated as the skirt rose revealing about half of my wife's lovely ass. Then, to everyone's surprise, when she was twirled back in the opposite direction there was just a moment when we had a tantalizing glimpse of her pussy. Shortly after that the song ended and the man returned Irene to where she had been standing and then rejoined the group.

Breathlessly he said "Well? How about it? Is she wearing panties? I did my best."

One of his friends replied "You did quite well. No panties. We got a great view of her ass and I believe there was even a moment when you could see her pussy but I'm not sure."

"I am!" said another. "I saw enough of her pussy to know that I would certainly love to get a more up close and personal look. I wonder if we can. She is certainly not acting the way she does at work. We need to figure out a way to sample those goodies."

The third man commented "Is her husband here? He might have something to say about it even though he hasn't said anything so far and let her come here dressed like that."

As I moved on I checked my watch and noticed that it was almost eleven. It was time to put my plan into action.

I saw Irene on the other side of the room conversing with two men. She was turned toward the one that was making some point and the other guy was blatantly looking down the front of her dress. I'm not entirely sure but it looked to me like my wife was doing all she could to give him a good look.

As I approached from the side and rear I noticed that the second man was running his hand up and down her bare back as he spoke. Every now and then his hand would dip into the waist of Irene's dress and slide down onto her bare ass. I was actually sorry to break up their little party but I had bigger plans.

Walking up I said "Sweetheart I've been looking for you. We have hardly seen each other since we got here. Let's go get some food and a fresh drink and sit for a while."

"That sounds like a lovely idea Alan. Please excuse me gentlemen."

We each picked up a plate and began to fill them with mini sandwiches, shrimp, smoked fish and a variety of crackers and cheese. When we found a suitable place Irene sat with the plates while I went to the bar for drinks.

As we sampled the food I surveyed the crowd and noticed that more than one man was looking in our direction. "It must be the skirt" I thought. Sure enough when I looked her skirt had ridden up her thighs quite a ways. Irene had placed her plate in her lap as she ate. Being the exhibitionist that she was, she couldn't resist the opportunity and had spread her legs apart stretching the skirt to hold the plate.

When I looked up again I found myself looking at one of the men who had been considering how to get a better look at her goodies. He was getting his wish. It was almost as if he felt me looking at him because he tore his eyes away for a moment and looked directly at me. Something seemed to pass between us as I nodded my head and smiled. His gaze returned to the dark space between my wife's legs.

Moments later Irene excused herself to go to the restroom. Taking advantage of the opportunity I discretely emptied the contents of my little envelope into her drink. I thought I had been very careful but maybe I wasn't as smart as I thought.


When Irene returned I realized that I had better relieve myself also since I did not want to have a problem once the festivities began so I excused myself. I was only gone a few moments and when I came back I was pleased to see that Irene was enjoying her food and her drink.

About twenty minutes later Irene declared that she was ready to resume circulating. As she rose she seemed to stumble just a little. I quickly stood to steady her.

"Are you okay sweetheart?" I asked.

"I don't know. All of a sudden I felt very woozy. I didn't think that I had had that much to drink. I wonder if there is some place where I could lay down for a little while. This should pass."

Oh boy, I thought. It simply could not come together better than this.

"I was wandering down a hall a little while ago admiring the home and I discovered a couple of bedrooms. Do you want me to show you?"

"Yes please. It would be nice if I could lie down for a little while."

Taking my wife's hand I led her toward the hallway that I had found. As we crossed the room I glanced up to see the same man watching us intently.

What I had found was two adjoining bedrooms. I led my wife to the second one.

She immediately sat down on the edge of the bed and slipped her heels off. Then she slid into the center of the bed and reclined placing her head on the pillow. She smiled up at me and closed her eyes.

"I'll make you a little more comfortable." I said as I lifted her head and spread out her mane of glorious red hair. Then I adjusted her already short skirt by sliding it up her thighs until I had almost exposed her pussy.

I was surprised when she sighed and bent one leg parting her thighs just enough that I could catch a glimpse of the Promised Land. I waited a few moments and left the room leaving the door ajar just a little.

When I returned to the living room I immediately noticed that all of the men in the group I had overheard discussing Irene were looking my way. All but one looked away when my gaze fell on them. I remained by the entrance to the hallway and watched as two of the men broke away from the group moving in my direction.

Neither one looked directly at me as they passed heading down the hall.

It was clear that they knew that there was a bathroom down at the end of the hall. I watched as they pretended to be looking for it as they paused by each door opening them and gazing inside. When they came to the entrance to the room Irene was in they looked back and saw me watching. One of them reached for the door knob and opened the door.

I watched as they both took in the view and then pulled the door nearly closed again. They continued on down the hall and when they found the bathroom they both went in.

As soon as they were in the bathroom I quickly moved down the hall and stepped into the adjoining bedroom. I went to the door between the two rooms and opened it slightly. This afforded me a perfect view of my wife so that I would be able to enjoy all the action. I took out my cell phone and set it on record. I wanted a video of this for myself. I wasn't sure that I would ever show it to Irene but I knew that I would want to watch it over and over.

In a matter of moments I heard the door open again and watched as the two men entered the room closing the door behind them. I heard the lock click. They both simply stood there for a moment gazing at her. I imagined that they were somewhat stunned by her beauty and their good luck.

I continued watching as they both took out their cell phones and began to take pictures or video. I held my breath as one of them reached toward my wife's prone body and pulled her skirt higher finally revealing her crotch. With the one leg canted off to the side they could clearly see her pussy lips nestled between her legs covered with a sparse red bush.

They recorded her exposed pussy from several different positions. When they were satisfied they whispered together for a few moments and then each of them reached for the bows securing the thin straps that held the dress up. Slowly, so as not to wake her, they pulled down the top to her dress exposing her lovely tits.

Once again they stood back to thoroughly record the lovely female displayed before them. By this time they were pretty sure what was going on and they were more than willing to take full advantage of the opportunity.

One of the men reached down and lightly stroked Irene's nipple. He almost jumped out of his skin when she said "That's nice."

But when she didn't do or say anything else he returned his attention to her breast, cupping it while pinching and pulling on the nipple taking satisfaction as Irene's nipple hardened under his ministrations.

Not to be outdone the second man reached forward and touched Irene's pussy eliciting a soft moan. Encouraged he rubbed his middle finger between her pussy lips and discovered that she was already wet. Without hesitation he slid his middle finger deeply into her warm sheath. Almost immediately Irene spread her legs farther apart giving him better access and a second finger joined the first.

The first man couldn't stand it any longer. He put down his phone and grabbed her other tit. That was when things seemed to go all wrong.

"Honey, when did you grow an extra set of hands?" she blurted out. At the same time her eyes popped open and she saw the face of a strange man. She said "You're not my husband!"

Thinking that my wife might scream he did the first thing that came to mind and kissed her. Suddenly she was engulfed in a passionate tongue probing kiss.

I knew that something was wrong when she said "Oh that's nice." and began to return the kiss. She wasn't supposed to be this coherent. I decided that the drug must not have worked so I had to decide what to do. Should I put a stop to what was happening or not?

Since Irene didn't seem to mind too much I decided to let things go. To the best of my knowledge my wife had never been with two men at once.

When the two men were satisfied that there wasn't going to be any trouble they got to work in earnest. Not willing to go slow and risk getting caught the man she had been kissing stood up unzipping his pants and removing his cock.

My hand holding the cell phone must have trembled as I held my breath. My heart was pounding and I felt my own cock about to burst. This was the deciding moment. Would she do it?

I watched in fascination as he knelt back on the bed aiming his weapon directly at my wife's face. He slowly advanced and when the tip of his dick hit her lips I was awestruck to watch her soft ruby red lips part and accept his cock.

By this time the second man had dropped his pants to the floor and was moving forward intent on burying his dick in Irene's tight little pussy. He bent forward and rubbed the tip of his member lightly between the lips of her pussy coating the head with her juice.

All of us knew what was going to happen when she parted her legs even farther apart. Sensing the invitation, he shoved forward pushing about half his cock into her pussy, a pussy that had never known the feel of another man's cock.

He pushed forward yet again and more of his dick entered her vagina. Pulling out one more time he tried for a third time with success as his whole seven inch cock disappeared into my wife.

With my free hand I rubbed my crotch as I watched my wife take the cocks of two strangers. With the other hand I held my cell phone recording the action.

They both exploded within seconds of each other. My wife held her mouth open to catch what cum she could as the stranger fucking her face pulled out of her mouth and shot streaks of white cum into her mouth and onto her face.

Meanwhile the stranger between her legs buried his dick to the hilt in her love nest and shuddered as his cock spasmed again and again pumping hot cum into her body.

When they were done they quickly cleaned up and left the room. I opened the door and entered the room. I wanted to get pictures of my wife laying there with cum splattered all over her face and oozing from between the lips of her pussy.

Just as I took the first picture her eyes opened and she smiled at me through the cum on her face and said "Are you having a good time?"

After I recovered from my heart attack I simply started to laugh. "I'm having a wonderful time. How did you know?"

"I guess I was a little faster in the restroom than you expected because I saw you dumping something into my drink. Then, when you conveniently got up to relieve yourself, I got a new drink. I figured that I would go along and see what would happen. I can't say that I'm disappointed. I just had a really good fucking."

"And I got it all on video."

"Can I get up now?"

"No I think that there are probably at least two more of your co workers on the way back here just as soon as they hear about the escapades of the first two."

As I turned to get up the door opened and the second two men walked in. My wife's eyes widened just a little when she noticed that one of them was black.

"Oh shit! Excuse me." the black guy said as he turned to leave.

"Wait a moment. Come on in and close the door. I just watched your two friends. I'm okay with this. In fact I set my wife up for this. You can fuck her if you want but you have to agree to allow me to take video of everything."

The black guy said "Are you sure man? I mean your lady is a choice piece and I've never fucked a white woman much less one as beautiful as your wife but I don't need no trouble."

"There won't be any trouble I promise you." Turning to my wife I said "Irene your good with this aren't you?"

She sputtered and stammered a little bit. She had never had any kind of sexual relationship with a black man and was more than a little discomfited by the prospect. It seemed like tonight would be a night of firsts for her so why not a black man too. "I guess." she replied a little tentatively.

"There you go gentlemen. She's all yours." I said as I stepped back to record the proceedings.

The first thing that the black guy did was to take Irene's hand and stand her up at the end of the bed. He stood on one side and began to kiss her as I zoomed in for some close-ups of my wife kissing a black guy. At first she seemed to hold back as the strangeness struck her but after a few moments they were thoroughly involved using their tongues to probe each other.

The other co worker had three fingers diving in and out or Irene's cunt as he sucked and nibbled on one of her tits. Occasionally my wife would turn and kiss him too.

A few moments later she was gently forced to her knees. She hungrily turned and began to unzip the fly of the black man. Once committed to taking on a black man she was almost in a frenzy to make the most of this situation.

She finally pried his cock out of his pants and took the large black shaft into her small pale hands. She stroked it for a few moments and then leaned forward and planted a kiss on the tip. Emboldened she took the complete head in between her lips trapping it within her warm mouth.

She popped the head out and slowly licked that black shaft using her pink tongue to place a shine of saliva along the whole shaft. Once she was satisfied she parted her lips and slid about six of the eight inch length into her mouth.

She began to bob her head back and forth sliding the dick in and out between her compressed lips. I could tell that she was frustrated and it seemed like she wanted to consume the whole thing.

She kept sliding that shaft to the back of her mouth and then reaching her limits. I had the video running the whole time and caught the moment when the black guy held her head and shoved forward finally forcing his cock all the way into and down her throat.

Irene gagged and I really thought that she was going to throw up but she swallowed and took that massive tool into her mouth yet again. Once again he held her head as he shoved forward. This time things went easier and he held his dick buried in her throat. When he pulled back he immediately shoved forward burying himself in my wife's mouth again and again. He was actually fucking her face, deep throating her, and I had the whole thing on video.

The second guy finally lost his patience and turned Irene towards his neglected cock. While not as big as the black one was it was clear that he meant business also. His cock was standing rigid and immediately went into Irene's mouth and down her throat in one massive thrust. He started to work fucking her face with as much vigor as the black had done.

At this point the black guy was on the bed on his back with his cock standing rigid at attention. He pulled Irene on top of him having her turn so that she was facing me. I recorded the action as my wife reached between her legs and guided this black snake between the lips of her pussy settling lower and lower until she was completely impaled. She immediately began to ride up and down on him as a continuous series of low moans escaped her.

I was getting a beautiful video of my wife as she straddled her black co worker. His cock was buried between the lips of her pussy. He was reaching around from behind and his coal black hands were fondling her milk white breasts and pinching her pink nipples. Irene looked directly at me and the camera and smiled.

A few moments later I clearly heard him say "Put it in your ass."

Irene hesitated and for a moment and I thought she would balk at the suggestion. Not only had she never had sex with a black man but she had never taken a cock back there.

Too overcome by the moment, she paused for only an instant before placing the black head against the pink rosebud of her ass. I watched as she slowly began to lower herself. She met with resistance at first but then suddenly the head popped into her poop hole. She paused for a moment and then resumed lowering herself down until she had the whole thing buried. I was fascinated by the sight of my wife sitting on him with his black dick buried to the hilt in her ass.

She rested just a moment before she lifted her body allowing most of the cock to slide out. Lowering herself she forced it into her bowels once again. Soon she was bouncing up and down alternately shoving that black dick all the way up her ass and then pulling it almost all of the way out.

Just as before that commanding voice rang out "Fuck her."

I looked at the other guy and he looked at me. "What?" I asked.

"Fuck her." he said again.

"You are." I said feeling somewhat dumb.

"No I want the other guy to fuck her. I want her to feel him fucking her while I'm buried deep in her ass. I want you to see your wife impaled on two strange cocks at the same time while she willingly acts like a slut. It's what you want to see isn't it?"

"Oh hell yes!" I said.

Completely on board with the plan now the white guy knelt between my wife's wide spread legs and took aim at her pussy. I watched and recorded as my wife took her first double penetration with a black cock in her ass and a white one in her pussy.

Irene moaned as the second dick buried itself deep into her body. "I'm going to cum." she moaned. It was more like a flood as her juices pumped out around the cock in her pussy and flowed down the crack of her ass and over the black cock buried in her ass.

Not to be outdone the man fucking her pussy shot his load at almost the same moment. His love juice flooded her cunt as he held his cock buried to the hilt.

When he pulled his dick from inside her sheath I recorded the creamy white cum that dripped between her pussy lips. It too ran down lubricating that black shaft still buried in her ass.

Finally the black guy moved Irene gently to the side removing his shaft from within her ass hole. As she lay there he moved up to her head and pushed his cock against her lips. Irene was almost on automatic now and I watched as my wife took that black cock between her lips and down her throat. I was stunned since I knew that black cock had just been removed from her ass. He allowed her to clean it off for a few moments and then moved between her legs.

My wife had no trouble at all as he buried himself to the hilt in one stroke and began to pound her pretty white pussy. I took both full body shots and close-ups as she was thoroughly used. It seemed like only a few moments before he shoved deeply into her groaning. He pulled back and rammed his dick deeply a few more times until his balls were empty.

When his limp dick slid from between her distended pussy lips a lump of thick white cum followed and dropped to the bed. He quickly retrieved his clothing and dressed.

When he was dressed he took out his wallet. At first I thought that he was going to offer me money for allowing him to use my wife but I was wrong. He handed me a card containing his name and phone number. "If this pretty lady ever decides that she needs a refill from a black cock call me. I've got plenty of friends."

I just stood there stunned by everything that had just happened. While I had plans for my wife this evening this had far exceeded my wildest dreams. But it wasn't done yet.

The door opened and a lovely older woman entered. "I see that you've been having a good time. My husband was one of the first two to enjoy your wife's charms. He told me what was going on. Now it's my turn.'

She grabbed Irene's ankles and pulled her to the edge of the bed. Fully dressed she knelt between Irene's legs and began lapping up the leaking cum.

"What the hell." I thought and resumed taking video.

She worked diligently at Irene's pussy cleaning it thoroughly and even sucking everything that she could from within her. Finally she took the last mouthful of cum and moved forward to kiss my wife. I watched in awe as Irene took the mouthful of cum and swallowed.

It would be almost impossible to top this night but I was already working on it.

