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Silence followed and I was suddenly left with an overwhelming sense of dread. I took a deep breath to prevent myself from breaking into tears, knowing that if I start, I won't be able to stop. I wondered if I was willing to help him at all and if love was worth all the trouble he's brought me.

"I can work hard, if that's what you mean," I said finally. "But I'm already working two jobs so I don't know how I'm going to squeeze in another one." I looked around, taking in the awful mess of the place and how much everything stank to the high heavens, "you could do with some serious cleaning up around here, that's for sure," I said.

He laughed, a sound that echoed in the barn in a manner that sent shivers down my spine. "Not that kind of work, darling," he said finally between guffaws.

"Then I'm not sure what you mean," I told him finally.

"You'll know when we get there," he said.

My flimsy flip flops left small footprints in the soggy ground as we walked deeper into the barn. Horses stomped and neighed as we walked past them, though I paid them little heed. I had love horses when I was younger, but being the object of the majority of my husband's debts have made me outgrow that love fairly quickly.

I was surprised to find a cemented area at the end of our journey, the open room completely empty safe for a pillar in the middle of the place and a pair of handcuffs on the floor. I gulp, a feeling of dread making my blood hum with fear. I did not like what I was seeing at all.

We were not alone as footsteps quickly joined behind me and surrounded me. I noticed my husband standing amongst the man entering the room and was ashamed to find a sense of satisfaction at the sight of bruises and cuts on his face. I realized that all the men were staring at me, their expression unreadable.

"We have a feeling that your husband did not tell you everything you needed to know about offering you as collateral," the man said suddenly, breaking the silence the hung in the air.

"You see," he continued, pulling a slip of paper from under his leather jacket, "he offered a night for us to do whatever we wanted with you if he did not win the bet," he said...
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The bartender continued looking at us, but made no inclination that he was going to interfere.

"I'm just saying," the man continued, "you don't seem to be interested in fucking your lovely wife. Why don't you let me have a go?"

"The fuck is wrong with you?!" Bill shouted.

He shrugged, as if his proposition was completely reasonable. My felt my heartbeat quicken when he caught my eyes.

"My husband is merely proposing to fuck your wife for you," the woman said, her voice a melodious tone that did not match what she was saying at all. "We could do it right here so you can see what you've been doing wrong all these years," she suggested, smiling with her perfect red lips.

"Are you just going to let them at it?!" Bill demanded, glaring at the bartender.

The bartender shrugged, "They own the bar, they can do whatever they want in it."

Defeated and unable to find help from the bartender, Bill turned his glare at me, "She's too fucking vanilla to even kiss in public, much less fuck anyone."

Indignant, I huffed and shouted, "I'll fuck whomever I please, wherever I please, you cheating asshole!"

"Well then, it's settled," the man said. "We can fuck on the pool table," he continued.

The men playing pool there quickly backed away from the table, looking confused but excited for a show.

"No way!" my husband said petulantly, sounding like he's just been told that Santa isn't real.

I picked up my beer and drank every single drop of it in one breath. "Yes way," I said, looking him dead in the eyes. I walked over to the pool table, questioning my life choices and wondering if I was doing something horribly, horribly wrong.

Too late to back off now. I reached under my dress and pulled my panties down as I continued walking, dropping the lace panties on the floor uncaringly.

"Help me up, will ya?" I asked the men by the pool table. A bigger man came over and picked me up by the waist, easily seating me on top of the rectangular table.

Bill watched in stunned silence as the man started walking towards me. As he walked past the group of fraternity boys, he said, "if he tries to interrupt, stop him."

"Alright," they agreed, the shock wearing off and completely immersed in the show now. It seems nobody is on my husband's side today.

I gulped, watching the man approach me...

Start Reading While His Wife Watches

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Excerpt From Undercover Ménage With My Husband


[image: ]


"Lick it," he said.

I held onto the couch as I bent down to lick his thighs and cock clean, swallowing the salty cum greedily even as Ken continued to ejaculated inside me.

"Jesus fuck," Ken groaned, pulling his cock out of me. I felt his hot semen drip out of my pussy and down my thigh. He smacked my bottom playfully.

I finished cleaning Patrick of his cum and sat on the carpet, completely exhausted from the intense orgasm that washed through me earlier.

Patrick pulled me up and sat me on his legs. His erection brushed against my thigh lightly. As if I weighted nothing at all, he raised me up by the waist and lowered me into his cock, surprising me with his insatiable lust.

"Ahh!!" I gasped, feeling his cock fill me to the brim. Ken was ready to go again, his cock brushing against my back.

I struggled as he pulled my butt cheek open and pushed the head of his shaft against my virgin ass, only succeeding in making Ken angry. He smacked my bottom roughly, eliciting screams of pain from me. Using the cum from my pussy as lubricant, he pushed a finger into my asshole completely.

"Fucckk!!" I screamed, then arched my back as he slipped another finger inside my butt, the pleasure from Patrick's cock inside my pulsating pussy overriding the pain of being finger fucked in the ass for the first time.

"Your husband's never fucked you here before?!" he laughed, thrusting his finger in and out of my asshole to stretch me and prepare me for his large cock.

"No," I whimpered, unable to think as they penetrated both my holes.

Ken pulled his finger out from my ass and pushed his cock inside me gently, letting me get used to his cock slowly.

My scream echoed inside the caravan as he penetrated me completely, though the pain of his cock in my ass was overwhelmed by Patrick's cock in my pussy and his fingers twisting my nipples...
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"Hey honey, I'm home!" I shouted as I entered my cozy one-bedroom apartment.

"How was work?" my husband, Gary Holmes, asked, a delicious aroma emitting from the kitchen where he was preparing dinner.

I rubbed my hands together and brought them to my face, trying to pull my expression into a smile instead of one of complete exhaustion as I made my way towards my husband.

I thought I had life all figured out: A good education, a decent job, and a husband who loves me. What I had not accounted for was the huge gambling addiction that my loving husband had kept hidden from me until it was too late.

We had spent the last few years working ourselves out of the mountain of debt he had built. Gary was a compulsive gambler. He couldn't walk past a gambling table without throwing in our entire life's savings and then some at it!

Thankfully, he had gotten therapy and was on the road to recovery now. The only thing holding us together at this point was the love we still had for each other.

I pulled my sauce-stained shirt and bra off and undid my hair, letting them fall comfortably onto my naked back. The cool air on my exposed tits felt amazing, and my nipples were quickly hard. I checked myself out on the mirror by the shoe rack and thought I looked pretty damn hot semi-naked. At least I've got that going for me, I thought to myself
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