
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


My Wife's Face Defiled for Cash: Age Gap Older Men
(Bully Betrayal Ep. 31)

By Dex O’Donald


 


 


 


 


Copyright © All Rights Reserved

Stay in touch with Dex!

Twitter - @Dex_ODonald

Join my mailing list


 


 


 


Table Of Contents

1

2

3


 


 


1

​Brit was on her
knees in the middle of the hotel room. She was completely naked,
leaning forward and beckoning to the tall stranger with her
tongue.

“Good girl,” the stranger muttered under his
breath. “Keep your mouth open. Close your eyes.”

Brit did just that, shutting her eyes tight
and opening her mouth ever wider, sticking her dancing tongue out
in the direction of the stranger’s beefy white cock.

“How much longer?” I asked warily, sitting
nearby in an uncomfortable wooden chair.

“Shut the fuck up kid,” the stranger grunted,
stroking his elongated cock. “I paid you a thousand dollars
already. Don’t rush me.”

“Fine,” I said, my stomach turning at the
sight before me.

Brit leaned forward so she could plant her
hands on the carpet between her thighs. She rocked her shoulders
back and forth steadily so that her luscious, creamy tits jiggled
and swayed. Brit’s breasts were my favorite thing about her body…to
see her work them for another man was hard to take.

“That’s it honey,” the stranger said, “shake
those titties for me. They’re nice and big, aren’t they? Mmhmm.
Maybe I’ll shoot some cum on them, too.”

“That wasn’t part of the deal,” I
interjected.

“So you’d rather it all goes on her
face,” the stranger said incredulously, never taking his eyes from
the naked woman kneeling in front of him. “Fine by
me…idiot.”

“Would you just shut the fuck up already,
Trey?” Brit shot me angry eyes. “It’s only going to take longer if
you keep interrupting.”

“Listen to your wife, kid,” the stranger
growled. “Quit your yackin’ already!”

I felt ganged up on; hurt that my wife would
talk to me that way given the current circumstances. It seemed like
only an hour ago we were at the fundraiser downstairs, socializing
and networking with other young couples our age…and then this man,
this stranger without a name, he approached us at the
bar…started chatting Brit up.

“You have a really big cock,” Brit said
matter of factly. “Your balls are huge, too.” Her long auburn hair
flowed down the back of her shoulders as she tilted her head up to
the vast white cock in front of her.

“Bigger than soy boy over there?” The
stranger asked between strokes.

Brit giggled. “Yes, for sure…”

“Brit!” I gasped. “What the fuck!”

“You want me to lie?” she flashed her wild
green eyes at me, long lashes fluttering.

“Hahaha,” the stranger squawked. “You
are a bad girl, aren’t you?”

“You gonna cum on my face now?” Brit asked,
expectant.

“Oh we’re real close, baby…real fucking
close…”

The stranger hadn’t bothered to get fully
undressed. His pants were gone, but his dress shirt remained. So
did his tie, messy and half undone around his collar. He’d barely
been able to contain himself when we got to the room, having just
brokered ‘the deal’ with Brit and I in the elevator up.

“I’ll give you five hundred to let me drop a
load on that sexy face,” the stranger had said as the elevator
doors closed. I could smell the whiskey on his breath. “Hell I’ll
give you eight!”

“A grand or no deal,” I’d said.

“Sold,” the stranger had grinned drunkenly,
“one hot load of cum for your sexy wife’s face.”

It’s an odd thing to just stand by and watch
another man jerk off in your wife’s face. I mean, it was enough of
a shock to watch her get naked in front of him and to hear the
comments he made…but to see him stroking it to her like she was no
more than a porn video on the internet…it was difficult to
witness.

The thousand in cash he’d given me only
dulled the sting.

“Stick your tongue out,” the stranger
commanded. I could tell he was close, his short jerking motions up
near the head had turned into full-length strokes across the
entirety of his veiny prick.

He brought the tip of his throbbing member to
within inches of Britt’s face.

Brit kept her mouth open and tongue out,
waiting. Her plump ass stuck out behind, and her fat, jiggling tits
never seemed to still. She was being so enthusiastic that I started
to imagine this wasn’t just about the money for her…that she might
actually be enjoying it.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum,” the stranger announced,
“close your eyes.”

Brit closed her eyes.

“UGH! UGH! FUCK!”

The stranger leveled his cock at her, and
quite suddenly stopped jerking off. He gripped the front of
his meat tight, and then, with shocking force, splashed the first
eruption out across my sweet wife’s face.

“UUGGH!” he groaned.

The sheer amount of it was staggering. In one
shot it seemed to split stream, coating several parts of Brit’s
face at the same time. It spider-webbed across her forehead,
immediately running down into her eyes below. Part of that same
shot glazed her hair. The second shot came out more like piss does,
fast and constant and forceful. I’d never seen a man ejaculate like
that before - to have so much expelled from his body.

“ALL OVER YOUR WIFE’S FACE KID! FUCKING LOOK
AT IT! UUUGGGHH!”

Brit just smiled as he rained it down upon
her. Some of it shot straight to the back of her throat, causing
her to cough and gag. More of it coated her nose and lips, dripped
off her tongue and snaked its way from her rosy cheeks all the way
down to her rich tits.

And it just kept coming.

“UGH! UGH! UGH! UGH!” he screamed, unloading
rope after rope in time with each grunt.

“Holy fuck,” Brit laughed, in sheer awe of
the man’s volume. “This is fucking crazy.” Her eyes were glued
shut; her mouth stayed open, pooling the stranger’s load on her
tongue.

The last few shots were thin and drippy, but
they wound up on Brit’s face nonetheless. After that came the
final, thick droplets, and the stranger made sure those ended up on
the tip of her tongue. He panted, milking his cock for everything
he could…truly getting his money worth.

“Look at that,” the stranger sighed. “A work
of fucking art.”

Brit smiled from the floor, plastered head to
tit in another man’s semen. It was the first time she’d taken it on
the face. I’d never been allowed to do such a thing. She didn’t
seem to mind.

“I’m gonna leave my card,” the stranger said,
stuffing his spongey white cock back into a pair of underwear. “If
you two ever wanna make some quick cash…just give me
call…hahaha.”

The stranger dressed and left. I stared down
at my wife in complete disbelief.

“Are you gonna get me a towel or what?” she
asked.
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​“Hello?”

I recognized his voice immediately. How could
I not? His words had replayed a thousand times in my head since
that night two weeks prior when he’d covered my wife’s face in
cum.

“Huh-huh-hi,” I stuttered out. “This is, uh,
Trey…we met a few weeks back?”

For a moment, there was silence on the other
end of the line. Then laughter - amused and mocking.

“Oh I remember you,” he said, “and I remember
your wife, too. Her face mainly. Before and after I got done
with it. Funny, didn’t think I’d be hearing from you two again so
soon.”

My voice caught in my throat, and the hand
holding the phone shook like mad. I looked at my wife Brit as she
paced the living room just a few feet away. I’d only called him
because she’d pushed me to…I would have never agreed to this
on my own.

“So what is it, kid?” he mused. “Need some
cash? Need me to drop another fat load on that slutty wife of yours
again?”

I almost hung up right then and there, but
Brit saw the anger on my face, and she admonished me with a raise
of the eyebrows. She crossed her arms below her heavy breasts, and
waited.

“How much?” I said at last. “Same as last
time?”

“I overpaid last time,” he said sternly. “I
was drunk. You won’t make a fool of me again, kid. I’ll pay five
hundred for your wife to take her top off and wait for my nut.
That’s my final offer.”

“Five hundred!” I said, disgusted. “That’s
half as much as last time!”

Brit looked concerned when I said it, but it
didn’t appear to be a deal breaker for her.

“What can I tell yah kid,” the stranger
laughed. “Take it or leave it…unless…”

“Unless what?”

“Well I got this buddy, him and I sort of
combine forces once in a while, if you know what I mean…I’m
sure he’d be willing to throw in another five, and then boom, you
got your grand.”

“My wife isn’t just some whore who will let
anyone and everyone cum on her face,” I said. “One load is
plenty!”

“What difference does it make, kid? All she’s
gotta do is sit there and look pretty…me and my buddy can take care
of the rest…”

I muted the phone and reluctantly told my
wife the offer. After a moment of consideration, she shrugged and
agreed.

“Goddamnit,” I sighed.

An hour later we were driving to meet the
stranger and his friend at a motel on the southside of town.

“Ah, Brit and Tom. Won’t you come in?” the
stranger stepped aside and held the motel room door for us.

“My name is Trey,” I corrected him, following
Brit past.

“Whatever, kid” the stranger closed the door
behind us. “This is a good buddy of mine, but since we don’t use
our real names here…you two can refer to him as
Blaster.”

Blaster stood up from the bedside, chuckling
at the nickname given to him by his friend. I had to crane my neck
to see his face, and at no point did he acknowledge my presence -
his eyes were on Brit, roaming her luscious body.

“What’s your name little darlin’,” Blaster
had a thick southern accent, his voice rumbled like thunder in the
lowlands. He approached my wife and took a lock of her auburn hair
between his fingers.

“I’m Brit,” she said, obviously nervous. “Why
do they call you Blaster?”

Blaster and the stranger exchanged an amused
glance. “I’m sure you’ll find out soon enough, little darlin’. Now,
why don’t you take that shirt off so I can see what we’re working
with under there?”

Brit stood between them, both men crowding
her as she looked up and back and forth between them. She had this
short halter top on that showed off her flat stomach and held her
demanding breasts bundled together like two watermelons inside a
grocery bag. The shirt tied in a string around her thin neck,
leaving her shoulders bare and delicate.

“Right here?” Brit asked nervously. “You want
me to take my shirt off right here?”

“Where else?” the stranger whispered.

My stomach lurched suddenly, and I felt like
grabbing Brit and running the hell out of there. “Can we see the
money first?” I blurted out, delaying the inevitable.

Blaster reached into his pocket without ever
taking his gaze from my Brit’s tits, removed a wad of cash, and
tossed it at me where it came apart in a flurry of twenty-dollar
bills.

“That’s half,” the stranger chuckled, running
his hand along Brit’s shoulder. “You’ll have the other half when
we’re finished.”

Humiliated, I bent down to pick the money up
off the floor. By the time I collected it all, Brit’s shirt was
off, and they were shoving her to the floor.

“Look at those titties,” Blaster sighed,
situating Brit on her knees.

Both men removed their belts, and I took a
tentative seat on the edge of the bed. Brit was three feet away
from me, knees digging into the faded carpet. Her oversized breasts
swayed between thin arms, and though it was uncomfortably warm in
the room her wide, pale nipples were bumpy and taunt.

The sight of the stranger’s long white cock
brought back memories of the first time he defiled my wife’s face.
He had half a hard on and as he stroked it to life there was an
expectant, almost excited look in Brit’s eyes. “Ready for round
two, girly?” the stranger asked.

Brit nodded impatiently.

Blaster dropped his slacks to his ankles and
carefully removed them without taking his shoes off. His cock
flopped out bloated and thick, swinging between
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