My First Marriage
by FishMan

Installment #14: -- The CLIMAX 

Bob's' pictures and Bob's graphic details filled in the rest.  I confronted her about the men fucking her serially and about her serially sucking off cock.  This much she admitted sullenly after I had found out about it.  How could she deny it anyway? I had seen photographs. 

But when Bob turned to the next pages and showed me the pictures of the rest of that Saturday night, and showed me and told me what happened after these dozen or so men had fucked her cunt, fucked her mouth, fucked her in the ass, I was incredulous.  I had never even seen photographs like this.  I had heard of this "gang-bang" sex, but I had thought it something that didn't really happened.  It must be a tall tale told by horny men.  But it was not. It really happened. It happened to my wife. And I would soon be shown even more obscene pictures of even more perverse things my wife had done for them.

So here are several that Bob showed (he's the one not wearing a shirt) and then gave to me. This one with Harry feeling her cunt as she paraded naked around the room.



Then this one in the series with Bob and and Harry, spanking her. He said she liked it.



 

Then this one sucking cock in tandem and getting felt up. Again, she looked like she was drunk with sex.



 

Obviously enjoying herself. If I had any doubt. Bob had told me. Grinning. I could see it for myself. From this it just got worse.

Now, in the 1970's, young women did not shave off their pubic hair.  To see a photograph of a woman with no pubic hair, a bald slit, was rare.  And it was this and not the money I found that forced Karen to admit to what happened. 

She had gone to the bathroom to take another bath, and I had burst in upon her and had found her standing dripping wet and naked in the tub, her hand over her pubes. I saw what they had done. I was speechless and she lied to me.

She tried to tell me that she had gone to the doctor and that the doctor had done it for an examination, but this was farfetched and an obvious lie.  It was of course what Bob had told her to tell me, if I noticed that her pubic hair was gone.  How was I not going to notice? 

Bob laughed about it when I told him how I had discovered it, and so he told how and why it had happened.

The last table, the table of five, took their "seconds" with her.   She was so sexually giddy and so drunk, she was wobbly on her feet; they had coaxed her to keep drinking all the while they fucked her and she was getting so unsteady on her feet, and so worn out from fucking, that she lay sprawled across the small round table tap, legs spread wide, and was hardly responsive the last ones fucking her.  Her hand balled up and next to her mouth, like a little girl thumb-sucking.  She whimpered a little when a new one started on her gaping cum-clogged anus, but she was all but passed out. 

They manfully pulled her to her feet after the last, discouraging some who still wanted to go again, and guided her to drunkenly collapse on the blanket; someone laid another blanket over her and she did in fact fall asleep.  It was after six and the night bar tender, an older guy like Bob, brought in more drinks.  They talked about her.  Some of the men left, though reluctantly.  A couple new ones came in, but because they had not the price of admission, Bob would not let them stay.  Nevertheless, they were shown to where Karen laid, and Bob lifted to blanket so they could see her naked, rolled her over on her back and splayed her legs to show them how they'd fucked her, then they let her curl up and covered her again.

They had pizza brought in and showed Karen naked to the pizza delivery boy as well.  They let her sleep until almost nine o'clock when Bob announced that it was soon time for the "show" and those who had been chosen—as it happened, Hank, Henry and Harry—stripped the blanket off Karen and woke her and groggy though she was, still managed to smile when they teased her.  Bob said she looked a real mess, hair needed combing, cum in it, cum all over her body, her face. 

The three men took her to the restroom, and I suppose it was because she knew them, or at least felt like knew them more than she did the others, she trusted them.  They had prepared for this.  One of them had already filled the basin of the sink with warm water.  They had towels spread on the floor for her stand on, and more towels to dry her off, a couple wash clothes, and a bar of soap.  Some of the other men wanted to come in to watch, but Hank barred them at the door and told them if they needed to pee to go to the men's room in the bar.

While they soaped her up and washed her off, taking much time and pleasure with lathering and massaging well her tits and her buttock and especially between her legs, as well as the rest of her (I am guessing), Bob let his special guests in through the back door.  This surprised everyone, except Miller.  Miller had known.  Actually it had been Miller's idea.  But Bob had made all the arrangements to find the right man for the job.  It made some of the men worried. Some even thought it might be against the law and complained that she might report it to the police.  Miller was certain she would not do that, after all she had done everything else without resistance.  Why not this? 

The washing and rinsing was sobering Karen up and Harry got her some pizza as well and the food helped sop up the alcohol she'd had before.  Their attention to washing her so tenderly amused her.  She giggled at how seriously they ministered to her naked body and they responded by teasing her about being fucked by so many men and asking her to guess how cocks she's sucked.  She shook her head to admit she had no idea.  They laughed.  They nicely and thoroughly rinsed her with wet warm washcloths.

Hank had found her hairbrush in her purse and he brushed her hair as Henry and Harry gently toweled her dry. It was very warm in the bathroom, steamed up with the washing and rinsing, the four of them so close together, and she felt better.  Obviously she was not thinking of me or how I would feel.  She felt safe in the room with them, she said.  An odd expression, but she knew she must return to the room, naked again, and she did not want to think what was in store for her, how it would end, or how she would look at me at the end of the night.

Hank put the toilet seat down, draped a towel over it and guided Karen to sit down on it.  Harry gave her another slice of pizza and handed her another brandy and water.  She did not want to drink it, but he said: "I got orders " She drank as she was told; it was a strong drink, and she was glad she had eaten some.  She would not get quite as drunk this way, she hoped.

Meanwhile Hank had refilled the basin of the sink with warm water, and said to Henry: "Go on "

Henry—the one who has the long skinny dick, that's the way I will always remember him; Karen too I suppose—got to do the honors after she had been toweled dry.  He squatted in front of her with his wife's sewing shears and began to clip off her pubic hair, holding tufts of it in his fingers as he snipped it closely. 

Karen looked down at this astonished, her hands raised: "What are you doing?"  Henry just said wryly: "Going to make you pretty."  Nothing else was said by any of them.  Karen was as fascinated as they were by the gradual denuding of this area of her body.  She had not seen it so nude for many years and of course it had changed with puberty in other ways too, not just getting hairy, but her labia seemed more pronounced, her clitoral hood where she had always assumed she peed was sometimes swollen, as it was now.

Hank had brought her Gillette Safety razor and a can of shaving cream.  Henry squirted some on his fingertips and applied it to her mons, and about her labia.  Then delicately drew it on the stubble of her pubic hair which remained.  He shook it in the warm water and reapplied the razor until he had removed all the shaving cream and all the stubble and smoothed the mons and exposed her plump nude labia and the florid slit showing her moist vaginal flesh.   He felt it, satisfied how smooth it was, and it was Harry's luck then to apply a bottle of Johnson's and Johnson's Baby Oil that he purchased just for the purpose, carefully massaging it the freshly shaved skin and slipping oily fingers into her vagina and feeling the labia for good measure.  She felt aroused by it but said nothing.  She sipped the drink and stared at herself just as they did.

Hank had her stand and now each them spilled Baby Oil over their hands and applied it all over her body.  Her breasts especially, her buttock of course, but also her back and shoulder and all over her legs and her belly.  It shone glassy on her body and heightened the rosy hue of her sexual flush and the warmth she felt.

Bob called in impatiently to ask if she were ready.  Hank said she was and asked him to bring a blanket for her.  Bob said: "What the fuck for?"  Hank replied just as rudely: "Just bring me a fucking blanket."  Hank would not let Bob in but took the army blanket from him and said to something he said: "Alright  alright  just hold your horses."

Hank draped the blanket over her shoulders, she drew it shut. He said, kissing her lips: "You look real pretty, honey."  She was glad he liked her.  She felt better knowing this.  She beamed at all the men.  Then she looked anxiously at the door and said: "Are there more men?"  Hank said it was the same crowd.  She looked relieved.  But he coaxed her to finish her drink, the third drink since they had been in there; she felt drunk in spite of having eaten, then thought to herself it was just a well maybe.  Hank said: "You  us guys " He looked at his two friends.  "We think you are the sexiest girl we've ever known."  She blushed.  She thanked him.  He said: "Just want you to know  how much we like you."  She nodded.

Hank did not tell her the entire truth.  When they opened the door and went out into the room, Karen saw there were some newcomers.  Some men had gone, it was a thinner crowd—maybe half the size—but there were two or three she had not seen before.  And there was still one of the men taking photographs and he took some of her standing clutching her blanket with Henry, Hank and Harry.  There was a man talking to Mr. Miller, petting a black dog's head.  The men turned to look at her when she came out.  Mr. Miller nodded to Bob.  Bob, grinning at Karen, gestured her toward the stage area, where the hot light still glared on the kitchen table and matching chair, where her clothes still lay on top of it. Hank turned her by the shoulders and guided her.  Now she saw a second dog in the room, like the first a black dog, approaching her, waging his tail.  The man with Mr. Miller whistled and he turned to obey him, while Hank continued to guide her to the stage. The men in the room collected, following her to the stage.  Some sat at tables.  Others simply stood with their drinks in their hands, eyes following her.

Hank cautioned her not trip when she stepped up on the low rise, the blanket getting underfoot.  She lifted it out of her way and held it so that her legs were not encumbered, and Hank helped her, two hands upon her waist to step up. Hank had never said what she should do.  But she understood what they wanted to see. She turned to face the crowd under the lurid light.

Hank smiled at her.  She smiled shyly at him. He repeated how pretty she looked and stepped off the stage.  As he turned away she looked out at the crowd of appreciative men.  Mr. Miller did not need to say it. 


On her own she let go and let fall open the blanket; it fell heavily behind her.  In this glaring light, with the cast of baby oil on her body, she gleamed.  They stared fixedly at her now nude genitals, the shiny pinkish smooth mons and its deep slit, her labia parting revealing florid dewy flesh in the extreme angle of their view.

She smiled girlishly, ashamed and aroused, and amused by their pleasure, and her own.  She idly and instinctively touched herself between her legs, then grazed a nipple with the same hand, feeling it with fingertips, then let then both hands to fall and lie on her thighs and looked above their gaze, beginning to feel uncomfortable.  The dogs were restless in the room, one of them panting loudly.  Their owner bade them lie down at his feet.

"Goddamn," exclaimed Bob, "She looks good enough to eat."

"That's the general idea," said Miller, slapping him on the back.

Bob stalked her.

She looked a little frightened, by reflexive feelings toward him, and she seemed to cower as he approached. 

The men laughed at her.  She asked: "What do you want?"

Bob laughed at this and said: "Just make you happy, honey."  The men laughed again.  She did not believe him.

Stepping up to the stage in front of her now, looking up her naked body, Bob swept all her clothing off the table with his forearm and told her firmly to her sit down on the table.  She did as he said, anxiously, timidly, and as she did, he put his hands on her knees and held them parted and told her to lay down.  He held her knees as she laid back.  She looked up over her naked body at him.  Bob swung the chair around, put its back to the table edge, and straddled it.  He pushed on her knees so that she splayed her legs obscenely, her knees up and dropped to the side, frog-like.  The photographer could not resist it.

Bob put his hands up under her buttock, lifted her, shifted her toward him and leaned his face into her spread vagina, licking it, sucking noisily at it, and wriggling his tongue into it as deeply as he could, teasing her with it.  She gasped and protested insincerely.  She turned her head.  She closed her eyes tightly.  One hand was raised. It trembled.

Again, this is something I had never done to her. I don't think anyone had. 

Now most of the men here did it to her.  Six, seven, maybe more. She did not count.  For her it was a swarm of orgasms.  It was so relentless she begged them to stop.  This only amused them.  But she became so breathless, so red-faced, that she began to resist, weakly, pathetically, but she tried to sit up and they forced her to accept them, holding her down until Mr. Miller finally interceded and stopped them, and she curled on the table while he sweetly kissed her and told her to catch her breath.  He told Bob to bring her another drink.  She was coaxed to sit up, her legs over the edge of the table, while Mr. Miller, his arm around her shoulder, held the glass for her and assisted her to drink from it.

When she had taken several gulps, he helped her to stand and took her by the hand to the middle of the room where the blankets still lay on the floor.

Her expectation was of course that they would fuck her.

She dropped her head in anticipation. 


The old men collected around her in a circle.  The photographer pushed through them in various places around the circle to take his pictures.

One man held her, grabbing her tits, and fucking her from behind. Shoving his prick up her already well-lubricated anus with an easy deep stroke that made her gasp.

Another man in front of her shoved his fingers up her cunt.

Two more gathered at her feet, crouched. Watching the fingers slither and rub and the cock of the man behind her poke her in the buttock, sliding in and out of her anus.

Others around her stood back and felt their erections waiting their turn.

She closed her eyes dreamily. She whimpered and let them do whatever they wished.

After the first had ejaculated into her anus, the man feeling her cunt stepped up behind her and others took turns frigging her and watching her gasp and wide-eyed stare down at their hands and their up-turned grinning leering faces.

After yet another ejaculation received in her anus, the man with the jangling dangling keys, who had brought his dogs. stepped into the circle in front of her, and those molesting her stood and backed away. All variously in states of dissatisfied erections.

Karen looked up at him and down at the cluster of keys at his belt.  The belt was studded with rivets. 

He had on a baseball cap.  He was younger than these other men.  He did not smile.

One of his dogs came beside her and put his head under her and licked between her buttocks and then her thighs.  She turned her face from him, and the man told the dog to sit.

He spoke to Karen: " You gotta get on your hands and knees, Mrs. H****s."

She was confused and uncertain. She hesitated. He repeated his command: "Do it."

She did as he said. The dog whimpered. The men around the room laughed.

She asked: "What do you want?"

The dog-handler did not smile or laugh. He was business. He said matter of factly--looking into my wife's eyes, who gradually showed understanding: "You got to stay still while they do it.  You can get hurt and they can get hurt.  Don't try to get up.  Just relax, Mrs. H****s.  Just stay on your hands and knees and they'll do the rest."

She had no idea what he meant.  But he asked her if she understood.  She nodded.  He said: "You got to say it."

"Yes," she said.

"Yes, what?" he asked her.

"I will " she did not really believe it or understand what was about to happen, but he was satisfied. 

The other dog whom she had not seen was behind her and before she knew it she felt him licking at her vagina.  It surprised her, shocked her, she lifted off the floor to turn and put her hand out to discourage him, but the man stepped toward her and slapped her face, and she cried out.

"I said, don't move," the man menaced her with his open hand.

She had put her hand to her cheek where she had been slapped and she nodded in a silent sob.  Then beginning to cry tears, she went down to her hands and knees obediently, and in her humiliation felt the dog licking her vagina. The old men in the room got up and got closer. All around her now. Speaking about the spectacle in low amazed turns.

The man with the keys gestured to the dog at his side and that one joined his brother and now both of them licked her vagina. 

She hung her head and endured this with shame.  The man called one dog to her side and then squatted in front of Karen, put his hands on her hands and said sternly: "Now don't fight me, honey."



The dog climbed onto her back, draping his forelegs about her hips.  She tried to turn to see him.  The man squeezed her hands and got her attention and repeated: "Don't fight."

She looked into the man's intense gaze.  She was frightened.  She felt the dog's erection poking at her from behind.  It poked between her legs missing its target much of the time, but as it stroked his erection lengthened. When it was a long as a pencil, unsheathed, candy-pink, it plunged her vagina, and she felt it rapidly poking on the mark, entering her with sharp quick motions.  The dogs head lay on her back, his forelegs embracing her hips, hunched and fucking furiously, she felt the penis now staying inside her as it stroked.  She felt herself sexually excited by it.  She felt herself hot and deeply ashamed, and profoundly sexually excited.  The dog's erection swelled in her.  It went deeper than any man's penis ever had. 

She had closed her eyes.  She had involuntary begun to gasp, and whimper.  The swelling of the dog's penis felt enormous, it bulged tightly within her and she opened her eyes, afraid.  The man holding her hands had been watching her face and he explained. "It's the knot," he told her. "The dog's cock will swell like a balloon inside of you and he won't be able to get it out and your cunt is too tight to let it out. Do you feel it?"  She looked at him very flushed, nodding, saying breathlessly: "Yes, yes."

"It's the normal thing. It's what dog's do so the bitch won't run away from his dick   You won't try to get away, will you?"

She shook her head.  She looked so pathetically worried.  The men laughed at her.

The photographer had moved around her during the entire encounter. 

The pictures Bob showed me were shocking and I had to admit provocatively erotic. 

My wife's face, her ecstatic sexual emotion, captive in this humiliation, astonished me.  I have never seen since such abandonment to sexual pleasure as I saw on her face.  

And the pictures of the dog mounted on her, her head down, receiving him so submissively, and the dog's shiny cock slipping in and out her—you could see it from the side, obviously fucking her, fucking her deeply—and finally as the dog's prick thickened, how the knot, big as a gourd, swelled up inside her and she moaned as finally the dog ejaculated copiously inside her.

She closed her eyes when she felt the dog's hot jetting semen; it was so generous, so hot, it was like he peed inside her.  She loudly mewled and exclaimed her own orgasms: "O God. O God. O God." And her legs trembled, she trembled all over, she shook like she was having fits.  The dog stayed tightly lodged in her, panting warmly at the nape of her neck. 

The dog-handler standing back admiring his dog said quietly: "That's good.  That's good. She likes you, Sam." The dog's name was Sam.

He stayed inside her for a couple minutes while she whimpered and then from humiliation and sexual exhaustion began to cry. But this merely encouraged the men who watched her. Eventually the dog's knot popped from her stretched-out cunt, and it withdrew, long and swollen and limply dangling and dripping semen; his semen flooding from her cunt made a stream down the inside of her leg and wet the floor. 

Bob flipped the pages and showed me how now they had instructed her to lie on her back and had guided the dog to straddle her head and at their prompting she had lifted her head and taken this dog's penis into her mouth and sucked on it.

Karen never admitted any of this.  Bob said the dog repeatedly came in her mouth. I did not need to ask.  He gave me every detail I might have wanted. 

The dog's cum was thin and syrupy, clear and slippery, and her chest, her neck, her lips and cheeks were wet with it as the dog sometimes pranced and his penis came out of her mouth and squirted semen on her in rapid spurts.  

But as she persisted in sucking him off, he became quieter and simply stood, panting, saliva dripping from his lolling tongue in his open mouth, grinning it seemed like the men were grinning, while she sucked and sucked and sucked on the semen squirting from this penis, like a straw, gulping and drinking him as urgently as ejaculated, and feeling his wet penis tremulously with her wet fingers, eyes closed, nursing all that he could give to her mouth.

Again, the details, though raw and extreme, seemed true to the photographs and the way she seemed to cling to sucking this dog's penis.  There were several photos of this different sides and angles.

Exhausting him, this dog finally lay down beside her and licked his own wet dick. They coaxed her back onto her hands and knees, posing with her knees tucked and her ass turned up high in the air for the next dog to mount her, pressing her cheek to the floor, her hands beside her face, and mouth open—so the picture showed her—taken from behind and from her side looking down, so that you could see her face, her expression, and also her gaping lurid cunt.



The man with the dangling keys at his belt brought the second dog behind to fuck her, gesturing to it and instructing. 

That one pleasured her too, and in the midst of it, when the second dogs cock knotted inside her, spouting his hot semen as the other dog had,  large repeated squirts of it that leaked out and trickled down the insides of thighs, she suddenly burst into tears and loud sobbing.

"Nerves," Bob said. "More than she could stand, I guess."

But they had no pity for her and even as she sobbed, once the dog had pulled his long prick out, they turned her on her back and once again coaxed her suck his dick too, to suck and drink his semen, while photographed and commented.  When this dog finally seemed bored with it, he laid down and licked his own penis and Karen curled up with her hands to her face.  That was the last photograph in the series.

Bob told me he had paid this man and his dogs four hundred dollars: "Worth every dollar of it, don't you think?"

He closed the photo album.  

In the days that followed this interview with Bob I visited also my friend who had been the bartender and he admitted what he had seen.  I confronted her a second time and she admitted whatever I asked but volunteered nothing.  She seemed resigned to our marriage having failed.  I felt no desire to keep her my wife.

When I kicked her out, she did not know what to do. I do know that several of my friends exploited her at that time; pretending to commiserate with her, they got her drunk in one of their apartments and got her naked one way or another and used her all night long.  It was a story they liked to tell, but I heard it from someone that didn't even know that I knew her. All this I know only vaguely, but I can tell you about it later.

She did not immediately stop working for Mr. Miller. He found an apartment for her.

He continued to use her.

He continued to have her give Sunday "shows" for men at the bar, so I was told by my friend the bartender.

That year I got a "Christmas Card" from Miller. See the next chapter for the picture..

Anyway, after about six months her affair with Mr. Miller and his friends ended--that was about February or so 1973. -- we were finally divoced.

I never saw her again. But I did hear stories and from time to time some of my "friends" and they would bring me or send me a picture in evidence.

She became a toy for my friends after Miller. And both them abused her for some time, so the stories went on.

I'll tell you what I heard and share the pictures.

I don't really know how all those sexual misadventures ended. I have been told that about a year or so later she moved away somewhere. Disappeared.

Many years later, I heard that she had got religion and remarried.  She has three kids, I understand.

 

INSTALLMENT 15: After She Left I Got a Letter from My Uncle Henry

January 1, 1973

Dear John,

Happy New Year.

I am writing to bring some peace between us and because your father would want me to speak plainly to you.  It's a good thing you are divorcing that woman.

I understand how difficult it may be to have lost your wife in this way.  I am profoundly sorry for your hurt but I do not regret the role I may have played.  Not in the least.

I had suspected her for what she proved to be from the moment that we met.  You introduced us at Thanksgiving two years ago and I saw then what sort of woman she was.  She seemed innocent enough and I will grant you she was naïve.  But she had a way of looking at me that gave me foreboding, that she was one of those women, having a certain insatiable craving which I had seen before in certain women I had seen during the war. It was in fact the candid look of sexual feeling which I suspected. Beneath an embarrassment that she could not help reveal, revealed in her eyes I saw something else that I had seen before—a kind of desperate loneliness, a kind of sadness, a longing to be loved, a craving to be taken, to be taken sexually, speaking of it frankly.  She wants men to love her and she will do anything for them. 

There is a series of photographs from the Warsaw ghetto when the Nazi’s rounded up the Jews.  They made the women strip in the street for no other reason than to humiliate them.  They picked attractive women especially.  Mostly the pictures are pathetic and heartbreaking.  But there is this one woman… She is smiling.  She is flirting with the guards who are ordering her forcibly to strip for them in the public street.  She is submitting with some willingness and an obvious sexuality, it can be seen.

I have wondered what happened to her.  Certainly, they used her.  She was pretty; she had an attractive body. I suppose she was murdered in the end.  Or perhaps her sexual proclivities saved her.

My point is that some women are like that.  Your wife is like that.  She wants to be humiliated, sexually speaking.  She wants submission.  She wants men to intimidate her sexually, even coerce her, sexually speaking.  Sexual shame is part of her deep-most sexual pleasure.  She cannot help it.

I do not know if it is nature or her upbringing.   Maybe that repressive religion built up a compulsive sexual craving that burst out when teased and poked at the way Miller did.  What he did was perfect. The way he “educated” her.  By the time I knew about it she was ripe and ready.

After bragging, Miller had only wanted to exhibit her.  He showed the pictures.    That was proof enough.  Naked for him.  For Bob too.  And the pictures of her mouth on his penis.  Al's and Bob's both.  I still wondered: was this it? Or had Miller coerced her.  Was she a victim?  Was she willing?

So we agreed.  We sent the two Arthurs.  And they came back telling they had seen her willingly show herself naked to them.   So, I knew she deserved more than that.  She needed to understand her place.

When Hank and Harry and I went to the jewelry store, I had my mind made up to test her.  When she saw us, she looked unhappy.  I suppose she thought we would tell on her.  She fidgeted in the backroom and pretended to work, putting things away.  Al made some small talk.  He was not sure what to do.  She looked sheepish and worried.  She asked us: “What do you want?”

So, I just told her: “I know you’re John’s wife and all that.  But I don’t care about that.  It doesn’t matter.  Al here’s told us what you done.  We’ve all seen the pictures Bob took. So, how can you wonder what we want?  But I’ll tell you plainly. What we’re here for:  to see you like they saw you… Without no clothes on … So, take your clothes off…”

She looked shocked or at any rate she blushed and stammered. I could see she would not fight it much.  But she protested at first and I got impatient and so I took her dress off her myself and took it away and left her standing there in her underpants and bra. 

I told her turn around and face the wall and take off the rest of her clothes, socks included.  She gave me a look of some longing and anxiety when she turned and hesitated for a moment then took off her socks, then her bra, and dropped it.  She paused a moment, reflecting, and then she pushed her underpants down and stepped out of them, leaving them to lie at her feet.  She stood stiffly a moment.  I told her: "Turn around when you want to show us." 

That’s when she asked us nervously, pathetically really, to promise not to tell you.  I said we didn’t intend to.  She hesitated a moment more, maybe considering whether she could trust us, maybe just embarrassed or nervous. But you know, Al says she thinks she’s not pretty and a bit chubby.  And I think she was ashamed of herself.  But she turned about and showed herself.

I tell you what: she looks pretty good naked.  I give you that.

She looked at the floor at first.  The guys made some comments.  They liked to look at her naked.  They told her so.  She looked up at them then.  She wanted to see them looking at her.

We took our time looking her over.  She stood there letting us.  All the lights on.  Al took some pictures.  You’ve seen them, I am told. 

But of what I expected of her?  I was absolutely damn right.  She was all shy and nervous; she was embarrassed and ashamed and acted reluctant, but she knew what we wanted and she did not refuse a thing.  And we could tell by feeling her cunt she was worked up and wanting it.

Harry, Hank and I all had a go at her feeling her up.  Then, I put my cock in her mouth.  She closed her eyes instantly: why does she do that? A baby does that nursing.  Is that instinct? Anyway she sucked my cock like she wanted it. I don’t know about you but I can't hold it long when a woman does that. I let it go in her in her mouth. She never flinched or complained but swallowed my cum like she wanted it.  I swear to you. 

Then Harry who had been standing next to me, stroking his dick, said: "Here" and she blinked and looked up at him and he touched her head to guide it and she put her mouth on his prick too.  And again closed her eyes and he had been her mouth just moment when he cum in her mouth too.  And she swallowed all that too.

Never looked sorry for herself or sick at the taste of it.  She looked red-faced and ashamed of herself, in fact, because she obviously wanted to do it and she knew she was a slut to want it.

I called her a slut to her face.  She looked hurt. But not discouraged.  So, then we fucked her too. Bent her over that chair. Spanked her and slapping my thighs against hers until I came and she came too, my son.  She came too. 

Henry did her right away.  Then Hank did her. Even Al did her. And I fucked her a second time.  She had shiny runny ooze trickling down her legs, and just dropped to her knees on the floor, leaning over the chair seat, covering her face in her hands.  Maybe she was crying, but only because she was well spent.  Maybe she was feeling sorry for herself too.  I don't know. . But obviously she was exhausted by all that fucking.  Still, I can tell you she could have and would have taken more. 

We left her like that. I told Al we’d be back the next day for some more. He didn't want it.  But I told him we intended to butt-fuck her. I heard that Bob has told you some story about this.  And it’s not that what he said was not true, but it was not the whole truth.  And he didn’t have the pictures.  I got them, and I’m sending them to you.

Now I know the story you've been told.  How your wife was all trussed up, with her dress pulled over her  head and inside out, so she couldn't see and did not know who it was that did it or what they were going to do.  In fact Al set it up that way.   There is picture like that. 

But everything else she said is a lie.  And Bob said was just what she had told him too.  Here's the truth.  If you want to know it.  And if you don't believe it, there's photos of that too. Like everything else she did. She liked to be seen.  She liked knowing it.  It added to the humiliation that she liked so much, slut that she is, sick slut that she is.

We walked in and your wife was already on her hands and knees of the floor with her blue dress unzipped and pulled up over her head, bagging her from the shoulders and the neck to the floor over her outstretched arms.  Completely naked below it to her bare feet.  Al said she'd taken off her bra and underpants after for him earlier in the day. Her shoes and socks on the workbench. 

Love to see her tits hanging like that.  We took to feeling her.  Spread her butt cheeks and commented on her cunt.  She was more than ready to fuck.  My guess is that Al already had fucked her.  She was well-rode and lathered, I should say.  Like the broken filly. 

She trembled and whimpered at our touching her.  She was that ready for more.

Hank was very serious about this.  I myself had never done it.  My missus never would do it. Hank's old lady on the other hand practically preferred it.  It was a way they had to avoid having babies, as he told it, but truthfully they both enjoyed it. Anyway he came prepared with some sort of Vaseline that he used.  He would go first since he knew what to do.  Oh, and by the way, Miller's old lady hated blow jobs, retched on the stuff--mine did too.  Whereas, your wife Karen, Jesus, she eats it.  Really.  She takes it on a spoon. From her own cunt. Eats it like a spoonful of pudding. Licks the spoon. Smiles about it.

But let me get back to business at hand. First among and most eager of all, Hank got down behind her and got your wife worked up.  He was giddy and laughing about it . But he knew what he was doing alright.  He used two fingers to poke her, first in her cunt and then to her anus; he pressed a bit, got in his middle finger, asked her how she liked it.  Then put two fingers together and found her tight.  Said so.  "Nice and tight," he said and smacked her bottom so the dumb slut whimpered a bit; more out of humiliation than pain, though maybe it did smart some 'cause her butt cheeks gradually got rosy with spanking we gave her over time. 

My guess is she knew he we were right off.  She knew our voices, didn't she?  And anyway we told her how you would never know but would be glad we took her in the ass 'cause he could do it then and she would want him to do it.

Hank talked to her: he told her what he was going to do.  And gently now using first his index finger and then two fingers he pushed gobs of Vaseline in her butt hold.  He scooped up a bit, and shoved it in.  Her butt hole got red and shiny with it; it melted from the heat of her rectum, you know. He rubbed her ass all over with the excess, making her butt all shiny too.  He smacked it again and this time she made not a sound.  Like I said: she likes us making her submit, being humiliated.

That's when I pulled he dress off her and had her stand up, so we she could see who was doing it and we could see her naked.  Hank undressed first and as he did. I explained what we were doing and why.  She started crying some silent running tears, but she nodded that she understood, and she got down on her hands and knees and presented her asshole for the sacrifice, grabbing her buttock like we told her and laying her head on the floor.

Now she told you that she did not know who did it to her.  So, you know that was lie. And she probably told you she hated it.  But that was a lie too.

Anyway, to make the story short: I'm including photographs of what she done and what we did to her and some from other times you probably don't know about. 

Truth is -- you are better off without her, son.

Your Uncle Henry

 
INSTALLMENT 16: Second Letter from My Uncle Henry

February 14, 1973

Dear John,

Happy Valentine's Day.

Thought you'd like to know that Karen finally left Miller.  Over the months since you broke up she'd done pretty much anything he asked.  Went to bars and stripped for men.  Went to bars got naked for them, danced about, let 'em fuck her, and typically she'd suck off five or six or even a dozen different men  Then Al would take her home , wash her up, put her to bed, and let her sleep and rest for a couple days, then trot her out again for another stip, suck and fuck. 

Funny thing is that each time she acted like she was surprised about what he wanted, each time she undressed for the men she looked like she did the first time for me and the others--like a deer in headlights, like she did not understand what was happening, and yet at the same time in her face there was this look of keen randy curiosity--mouth open and eyes wide.  Each time undressing and then finally naked she looked up ashamed-like, like it was first time she'd taken off her clothes in front of a group of men. Of course, you and I know that ain't true.  But she wasn't really pretending.  She was really ashamed of herself but she wanted to do it.  And once she was naked, she just let them do whatever they wanted, she'd do anything they'd  ask of her.

Bend over and grab her butt checks for them. Spread wide her cunt hole. Show her asshole. 

She'd dance for them naked if they asked, tits bouncy, hands in her crotch.  Not very good at that dancing but raunchy and got them all going, cheering, ready to fucks her. 

Al often got her to put a beer bottle up her pussy for them, as they teased her, taunting her to fuck herself and cum for them.  You seen that yourself in the photographs.  She did it for lots of them.  Yes, till she had a cum like they wanted.

Miller made her walk about all the room naked for them.  Let them feel her up.  Paw her body and pull on her tities and grope her belly and buttock. Slobber on her nipples. And finger fuck her till she was hot and wet and worked up.

And then grabbed up by several she'd get held and forced to bend over a table or a chair seat and several would fuck her.  Yes, sir.  Two, four, six at a time. And every time she got gang fucked she seemed as innocent in her astonishment and whimpering but shuddering sexually in what was being done to her, as if she were just a teen aged girl caught up in some seduction, and of course she wasn't far from that really.  Everyone saw that in her.  She was still ripe as a girl.  Skin clear and milky.  Supple handfuls of tits.  Pointy puffy nipples. Tender cunt. And the fact that she still wore her wedding ring got comments.  Miller would explain how she still loved her husband but could not help herself.

So we got some pictures of those places. All but one of the fuck and suck shots got bought up.  Except the one of her doing Bob in the bar one night. Anyway you can get the idea.

And finally here is Miller's Christmas Greeting that he sent out to his friends.  Miller's wife figured out what was going on and left him but that meant he kept Karen in his house and the same guys that saws her at Bob's bar and some others would come over for "parties" with her.

Got some shots of the that too.

Thought you'd like that.

Your Uncle Henry

PS:  Your friend Mike also had some fun with her, I understand.  You might want to ask him about it.
