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Kyle

I was woken up by a noise. A voice. I opened one eye and looked at the glowing red numbers on the digital clock on our bedside table. 1:02 am. Then I focused on the sound. That was Jane’s voice, muffled by the wall separating her room from Olivia’s.

“Oh yeah daddy, just like that. It’s so deep, oh, oh…”

Oh.

Wow.

I’d never heard Jane like that before, even though it wasn’t a rare thing for her to bring guys over for the night. My wife Olivia lay beside me, sleeping. Or so I thought. I realized that there was movement on the other side of the bed. A slight shifting under the sheets. Olivia’s breaths were coming fast and heavy. Was she…?

It couldn’t be. Then I heard a soft gasp escape her lips, and I knew that she had to be pleasuring herself. To the sound of Jane having sex with some guy! It was hard to believe.

I’d known Olivia for years now and we had been in a relationship for the larger part of those years. She was a petite, blue eyed blonde, raised in a conservative Christian household. When it came to her sexuality she was definitely not as liberated as her roommate Jane was. I was her first boyfriend, and her first sexual partner, and she was my first as well. Our sex life was as typical as you would expect. We didn’t experiment a lot, we weren’t too wild in bed. Which is why witnessing Olivia touching herself to Jane being fucked was a massive surprise.

Olivia’s breaths started coming faster, and she let out a slight moan, and the shifting and movement stopped beside me. She’d cum. I didn’t know if I should’ve turned around and said something. I decided to just let it be. I knew that she must’ve masturbated sometimes at the least. Whenever I made love to her I always tried to make her cum but more often than not I couldn’t, she was just way too difficult when it came to orgasming. It’s not like I never asked her what more I could do to contribute, but Olivia was always shy and super polite about it, and she’d never say anything to make me feel like I wasn’t doing enough. So I assumed that she’d secretly masturbate and relieve herself that way, but this still came as a shock. I went to sleep again, still listening to Jane’s sounds of pleasure. My cock was completely rigid, in part because of listening to Jane, and in part because of listening to Olivia’s soft gasps beside me.

Olivia and I both stepped out of her room at the same time in the morning for breakfast, and spotted Jane at the counter humming to herself as she readied a bowl of cereal for herself. I opened the door of the fridge and took some milk and juice out, as Olivia walked up to Jane and nudged her side.

“Heard you having a lot of fun last night,” Olivia cheekily said.

Jane giggled and blushed.

“Could you guys hear me? I’m so, so sorry! I didn’t realize at all,” Jane replied, chuckling.

I’d forgotten about Olivia masturbating last night while I was half asleep next to her, but it suddenly came back to me. I wanted to take her aside and talk to her about it, but that felt like a bad idea. How would that conversation even proceed? Did I have a problem with what she did? Well she did dislike it when she found out I watched porn, and requested me to stop. Wasn’t this the same thing? Getting off to two other people making love. I didn’t know. I was just trying to figure out what I was feeling.

“So, where is the lucky guy?” Olivia asked Jane as all of us sat at the dining table a minute later.

“Oh, he’s already left. He goes to the gym in the morning like some psychopath, and then to his work,” she said.

“Where did you meet him?” I asked.

“He’s a colleague,” she said, putting a spoonful of cereal into her mouth.

Jane worked at a publishing company in the city. Olivia was a clerk at a doctor’s office nearby and I worked at a research facility at the university.

“Can’t wait to meet him,” Olivia said.

“I’ll introduce you guys whenever he comes over the next time,” Jane cheerfully replied.

After breakfast when Olivia and I walked back to our room to get ready and start the day, I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

“Did you hear her last night? She was so loud,” I said, trying to sound as casual as I could.

“Mhm,” Olivia replied, pulling her shirt off to reveal her pale, round breasts and picking up a towel.

“Did you hear the stuff she was saying?” I asked.

“Not really,” Olivia said. “I’m going to take a shower babe.”

She walked into the bathroom without a second word.

‘Well that didn’t do anything,’ I thought.
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I came back from the uni in the evening, and went for a little nap. I was woken up an hour later by a shaft of sunlight from the setting sun aimed right at my eye from the window. I sat up and yawned, and my stomach gave a growl. I stood up and walked out to the kitchen, and heard Olivia and Jane talking in the living room. Now, I’m a naturally nosy person so I wanted to hear what they were talking about before I made my presence there known. I crept closer to the living room noiselessly. Jane’s voice was hard to make out at first but as I crept closer I understood her.

“I swear Olivia, it was the biggest thing I’ve had inside of me,” I heard Jane say. “It was so thick too, almost as big as your forearm.”

“No way,” Olivia said. “I don’t believe you, that’s insane! That could never even fit in a woman.”

They were both sitting on the living room couch.

“Hey, that’s what I thought at first,” Jane told her. “I could barely even fit him in my mouth. And when he started pushing it inside of me I felt like I was going to explode at first, but he took his time and to my own surprise my pussy started accommodating him, and I can’t even begin to tell you how good it felt, I’ve never felt anything like it!”

“Wow,” Olivia replied.

My cock was already well on its way to a full erection, listening to my wife being regaled with Jane’s tale of her new man’s massive cock.

“All those noises you heard...I swear I was trying to be as quiet as I could but it was just...impossible not to scream,” Jane said. “Never thought I could feel that way. You know how girls back at college used to always tell us to date black guys because they had huge cocks and fucked like nobody else? I never actually believed that until last night. I thought they were all just exaggerating.”

My hand crept down to adjust my uncomfortably hard cock.

“Would your parents be fine with you dating a black man?” Olivia cautiously asked Jane.

“Of course, why wouldn’t they be?” Jane asked.

“Mine would lose their minds if I were to date a black man, I have zero doubts about it,” said Olivia.

“You’ve never dated a black guy, right?”

“No,” said Olivia. “I’ll tell you a secret. Only because you’re my best friend. I would never tell this to anyone else in a million, million years.”

“Ooh, what is it?”

“Promise never to tell this to anyone else, no matter who it is,” Olivia said, her voice quieter than it was before.

“You know I never would. I promise,” Jane said.

I crept a bit closer, very interested in what this secret my wife had was.

“My parents were kind of racist, and expressly forbid me from dating anyone outside of my race, especially black guys. So...I’ve kind of...well, I’ve had a bit of a thing for black guys, if I’m completely honest,” Olivia replied.

“Olivia! Who would’ve thought! The innocent little Olivia is into big black guys, huh?” Jane chuckled.

“Stop it!” Olivia said, giggling.

“Does Kyle know?” Jane asked her.

“I would never tell this to Kyle, come on,” Olivia replied.

“You’re not so innocent after all,” Jane said. “Listen, do you want to watch something? How about a movie?”

Just like that their conversation was over, and I crept back into our bedroom, my stomach still grumbling with hunger and my cock fully hard.

It was two days later, after another post-uni nap, that I woke up to hear voices from the living room. Yawning and groggy, I walked out of the room to check who it was.

“It’s so nice to finally meet you, Jane’s told me so much about you,” I heard Olivia say.

“Jane told me you were pretty but you’re drop dead gorgeous, Olivia,” said a stranger’s deep voice that sounded oddly familiar.

I stood where I was for a couple of seconds, trying to recollect where I recognized that voice from, but nothing seemed to click. I shrugged and walked into the living room. Olivia and Jane turned to look at me. The stranger was a big, black man, sitting on the couch, his back to me.

“Oh hey Kyle, meet Jane’s boyfriend, Rowan,” Olivia said to me.

Rowan stood up from the couch and walked up to me, and that was when the spark of recognition lit his eyes up, and a shudder passed through me. Now it clicked. So that’s where I recognized his voice from. Rowan extended his hand to me, smiling down at me. Imposing, his six foot five form even bulkier and more intimidating than it had been back at school.

“Hey Kyle, remember me?” he cheerfully said, beaming down at me.

He was wearing a tight black shirt that stretched taut across his wide, muscular chest, just like he loved to wear all those years ago. What was different was the thick black beard, and the close cropped hair. His eyes felt even more intense than they did back then.

“Uh- yeah, of c-course, of course,” I stammered, shaking his hand. “W-what are the odds?”

“I know right?” he said.

“Wait, you two know each other?” Jane marvelled.

“Oh yeah, we go way back,” Rowan said. “We were friends back at school. Really close friends, too. Feels good seeing Kyle here again, doesn’t it?” He looked at me.

“Uh-yeah, absolutely,” I quietly said.

I noticed Olivia’s eyes darting occasionally to Rowan’s chest, and his thick, muscular arms. When she lightly bit her lips as she looked at him, my cock began to get hard. She was into black guys. I’d do anything to probe her thoughts right then. Was she attracted to Rowan?

“Rowan, I think it’s time for us to head out. Olivia, Kyle, we’ll bring dinner back for you guys and we’ll all eat together, is that alright? Or do you guys have plans already?” Jane asked Olivia.

“That sounds wonderful,” Olivia replied.

“Y-yeah, that’s good,” I said.

It wasn’t good at all.

“Nice to meet you again, man. See you at dinner,” Rowan said, stepping forward and engulfing me in a tight hug that made my bones ache.

“Awwh, look at the bromance,” Jane commented. “Alright, we’ll see you guys at dinner.”

And with that, both of them walked out of the flat, while I cursed at my stars. What kind of twisted sense of humor did the universe have to thrust my school bully back into my life? Into the home I shared with my wife itself? I wanted him never to step foot in here again but I was powerless, who was I to tell Jane that she should never see this man again? I could do nothing.

“Are you okay?” Olivia asked me.

“Um, yeah. I’m alright,” I lied. “C-Can we have sex?”

Olivia looked at me, taken aback just a bit.

“I’m a bit tired right now honey, how about tonight?” she said.

I nodded.

It was about ten when Jane and Rowan came back with large bags of Italian takeout, which we set at the dining table and delved into pretty quickly. I was probably the quietest person on the table as we ate. I was a bit surprised to see the rapport between the other three. Somehow even the usually shy and introverted Olivia had struck a chord with Rowan, and all three of them were merrily chatting along about everything from their careers to the news and the weather.

Several times I noticed the way Olivia was throwing furtive glances towards Rowan, and it made me seethe with jealousy as I ate my spaghetti and meatballs. I hated the fact that I felt aroused too. My wife, the love of my life was admiring my school bully and here I was, hard as a rock because of it. What was wrong with me? Luckily, Rowan didn’t really direct much attention towards me.

“So what was Kyle like, back at school?” Olivia asked him, making me feel like shrinking into a pebble sized version of myself and scurrying away.

This was a can of worms I would have preferred to have left untouched.

“He was the nerdy guy, you know? Got bullied a lot, but I made sure to stand between him and all the jocks trying to pick on the weaker guys. I just can’t stand that sort of stuff,” Rowan said with the most earnest look.

“Awh,” Olivia said. “That’s so sweet of you.”

All I could do was stop my jaw from hanging open at the sheer audacity. The brazenness of the lie caught me off guard completely.

“Hot -and- kind, seems like you’ve struck a gold mine here, Jane,” Olivia said.

Ouch.

After dinner, Olivia and I retired to our rooms first, and the moment Olivia shut the door behind her, I was on her, and my tongue was in her mouth.

“Mmm, what’s gotten into you?” she gasped.

“Nothing, don’t need a reason to worship my goddess,” I whispered to her before kissing her once more.

I took her clothes off and she took off mine, and we shut the lights off and climbed into bed. I was rubbing her clit and sucking on one of her pink nipples when the sounds of Jane getting pleasured reached us once more. Olivia had her fingers around my cock, stroking it slowly. I wondered if she felt the twitch in my cock when I heard Jane moaning. It was hard not to imagine Rowan in there fucking her, now that I knew who Jane’s mystery man was. Jane was a small woman, similar in height and shape to Olivia, and I couldn’t help but imagine what it looked like, Rowan’s hulking form on top of her. My body reacted to this image, and my cock became harder than ever.

As Jane’s moans and lewd noises intensified, I noticed how unusually wet Olivia was getting too. I wasn’t the only one being affected. I wondered if the same images that were in my mind were in hers too. I hoped not. I quickly pulled a condom out of the bedside drawer and put it on, and soon I was on top of Olivia, and her legs were wrapped around me, and we kissed as my five inch cock explored her soaking wet pussy. The difference, the spark between Olivia and I, brought on by what was going on in the other room, was palpable. I quickly began thrusting in and out of her, trying to delay the orgasm that I felt quickly rushing towards me . But within a couple of minutes I came into the condom, and fell on top of my wife, breathing heavily. I could tell that she wanted more, but she’d never tell me that, and I didn’t want to acknowledge the fact that I hadn’t done enough. In the other room, Jane was still moaning, louder now.

“God it’s so big, fuck me with that big black cock daddy!” she screamed, and Olivia and I blushed, and pretended not to listen.

I walked into the bathroom and cleaned up, and Olivia went after me. She took longer than usual, and I wondered…

I walked to the door of the bathroom and put my ear to it, waiting to hear something.

“Oh,” I heard a soft, muffled gasp from her. “Oh yes…”

She was pleasuring herself. I wondered what she was fantasizing of. Something in my brain told me that it probably wasn’t me and my five incher. I felt my cock get hard again, as my wife masturbated in the bathroom and Jane got the fucking of her life in the next room.
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Olivia

I was woken up early in the morning by my phone ringing. Blurry eyed and confused, I picked it up and looked at the ID, and saw that it was Dr Sheridan, my boss.

“Hello?” I squeaked sleepily.

“Olivia! I can tell I’ve woken you up, but I thought I’d tell you this early before you started getting ready. I won’t be coming in to the office today and tomorrow, and I’ve postponed all the appointments, so you can just relax at home today and tomorrow. That’s all,” she said.

“Are you alright?” I asked.

“I’m quite alright, just needed to quickly leave town for a couple of days to attend a family gathering, that’s all. You can go back to sleep now, sweet dreams!”

“Okay, goodbye Catherine,” I replied, and she hung up.

Kyle lay beside me, sleeping quietly, his chest rising and falling steadily under the sheets. The events of last night came back to me. The apartment was silent now, except for the soft hum of the air conditioner in our room. I felt guilty about what I’d done. I had never felt so horny in my entire life as I had last night, listening to Jane getting fucked by Rowan. Maybe it was what Jane had said to me the other day, about how hung and thick Rowan was. After meeting him it was hard not to imagine it.

My parents were typical midwestern catholic conservatives, who forbid me from even thinking about going out with ‘colored boys.’ And like every other girl who had received this instruction, I grew somewhat of a fascination with black guys, a tangible attraction that I was never going to admit to anyone else. One always wants what one is denied, after all. After what Jane had told me about how Rowan’s massive black cock had stretched her out, it had relit a spark inside of me that had dulled over the years since I was a teenage Catholic school girl.

It hadn’t helped that Rowan had turned out to be a particularly handsome, masculine man. He was the direct opposite of what a girl like me had been trained to admire and feel attracted to. I wonder if anyone noticed yesterday that I kept looking at him. His arms, his broad muscular chest, his thick biceps...his thick beard. I wanted to run my fingers through it. I’d been so obvious about it as well, and it felt so silly now. I was way too turned on yesterday. I just hoped Jane and Kyle hadn’t noticed.

I decided to sleep in for once, and by the time I woke up I knew that Kyle and Jane were both gone. I walked into the bathroom for a hot shower and walked out fifteen minutes later, relaxed and calm, and decided to make myself some breakfast. There was a certain calm joy in being all alone in the apartment for once, all by myself. As I walked to the closet to get dressed, a naughty thought struck my mind. Why get dressed at all? I was alone for once in the house, maybe a nude breakfast was in order. The warmth I felt between my thighs at this concept was all the affirmation I needed, and so I swung the door to my room open and walked to the fridge, my nipples hardening from the cool air. I pulled the fridge open, and began perusing through the contents carefully. I wanted to cook something today, something different, maybe bake something for breakfast. I was bent over, taking stock, when I heard the door to Jane’s room open. I whipped my head back to see who it was, startled out of my mind.

“Looks like we both had the same idea,” a completely nude Rowan said, staring at my exposed butt and pussy, and smiling wide. “Can’t blame you. I thought I was going to be alone too.”

I gave a little squeak of terror as I stood straight and hid my breasts and crotch with my hands, and hid behind the dining table.

“What are you doing here?!” I loudly asked.

“Called off work today, wasn’t feeling too good. Feeling a lot better now, I have to admit,” he said coolly, shutting the door to Jane’s room behind him.

It was then that my eyes roamed down to the massive, semi-hard weapon hanging between his thighs, slowly getting harder. I gasped, and looked away, an intense blush creeping up my cheeks. Jane wasn’t lying. Not at all.

“Never seen a black cock before, huh? Jane’s told me about you. Told me you’ve never had a black guy. The way you just looked at me confirms it,” he said, chuckling.

I froze where I was, unsure of what I wanted to do. Unsure if I should’ve told him off, or dashed straight back into my room. Rowan walked closer.

“I know what Kyle’s packing, and it will never be enough for a woman like you,” he said, stepping right in front of me.

I looked up at him. His cock was fully hard now, and his eyes were examining every inch of my bare body.

“Your hands aren’t hiding much, you know?” he said, reaching out and wrapping his fingers around one of my wrists, the hand I was covering my pussy with.

He brought it to his thick shaft.

“Here, see how a real cock feels,” he said, making me hold it.

Words would not escape my lips, and my heart was galloping inside my bare chest as he towered in front of me, like a concrete wall. His thick, black cock felt so hefty in my hand. I felt wetness emerge between my thighs. His shaft was so thick, it was impossible for my fingers to go all the way around it, and I could feel it pulsing, getting harder and harder in my hand. The noises this had elicited from Jane seemed logical now. I gulped.

He reached out with his large hands, and gave my butt cheeks a squeeze.

“Let me know when you wanna try this black cock out, baby. Any time you want,” Rowan said.

He held my wrist again and began moving my hand up and down, so that I was stroking his cock. I was still looking away, and I could hear the blood rushing in my head like a raging torrent. Rowan leaned in, closer, until our lips were an inch apart. I wondered if he was going to kiss me. Instead, he went to my ear.

“That’s enough for now I think,” he said, and I realized I’d been stroking his cock without him guiding me, and I quickly pulled my hand away.

Rowan casually stepped back, and went to the fridge, acting like nothing had happened. I dashed back to my room. I could feel my juices dripping down my thighs. I locked myself in my bathroom and rubbed my clit and shoved a shampoo bottle in my soaking wet pussy until I came. It was the strongest orgasm I had ever had in my entire life. What was wrong with me?
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Kyle

When I came home after uni, the first thing I saw was Rowan sitting on the couch, watching TV in his shorts.

“What are you doing here?” I asked coldly.

“Chilling,” he said, shrugging. “Spent the entire day here actually, got to know your pretty little wife a little better.”

He flashed me a smirk before refocusing on the television. What in the fuck was that supposed ot mean? I walked to Olivia’s room, and found her lying on the bed, using her phone.

“Hey babe, how’s your day been?” I asked.

“Um, fine,” she replied. “How was uni?”

“The usual, not too bad,” I said. “Was Rowan here the whole day?”

“I think so,” she said, still scrolling through her phone.

“Did he talk to you?” I asked.

“Um, n-not really,” Olivia said, her voice wavering just a little bit. “I ran into him while making breakfast, that’s all.”

“I hope he didn’t say anything inappropriate?”

Olivia turned around to look at me.

“Why do you say that? Weren’t you two friends at school?” she asked.

I looked away shyly.

“Well, yeah, but he was always a...a bit of a womanizer, you know? Always flirting with any girl in sight,” I said.

“Huh. I see,” Olivia replied, looking at her phone once more.

So Rowan had been lying about whatever he had been trying to imply. Nothing had happened, and Olivia was safe from his endeavors. That was a relief. I knew that Rowan was not to be trusted when it came to women. Back at school he had a reputation for stealing people’s girlfriends. No matter how devoted or loyal you thought your girlfriend was, Rowan had a way of getting girls to bend over to his will. Maybe it was his size, but I didn’t want to believe that.

At dinner that night I noticed that Olivia wasn’t really glancing at Rowan the way she had been last night. This time...she seemed to be avoiding him, for some reason. That made me feel pretty good. She was only replying to Jane and me, and Rowan didn’t seem to be chatting her up like yesterday either. Wonder what had changed.

When Olivia and I went back to our room I tried kissing her.

“Not tonight baby, I’ve got a bit of a headache, let’s just go to sleep,” she said.

“Oh, okay. That’s alright,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment.

We were in bed quietly for a couple minutes before Olivia got up again.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” she said.

Once again she was taking her time, and I quietly crept up to the door of the bathroom and put my ear against it. There they were again, the soft moans and gasps of my wife masturbating. They felt like a punch to my gut. She’d turned me down to get off on her own. My own cock was getting hard listening to her soft, occasional moans and gasps. I began stroking my cock listening to her, and came quickly, wiped myself off with tissue paper and went back to bed. From the other room, the sounds of Jane getting pleasured by Rowan’s thick cock resumed once more.

I lay in bed for a couple hours, unable to sleep, my cock hard as I listened to Jane getting fucked ceaselessly. I felt hungry, and I looked at the bedside clock. 1 am, it read. Olivia was fast asleep. I silently got off the bed and walked into the dining room, to find Rowan at the table eating a sandwich.

“Kyle! Couldn’t sleep?” he asked.

“Just wanted a snack,” I replied, opening the fridge and grabbing a chocolate bar.

I sat at the table on the opposite side, and we both ate in silence. Until I couldn’t help myself any longer.

“What did you mean earlier?” I asked him.

“About what?” Rowan asked.

“Getting to know my wife a little better,” I reminded him.

“Oh. That.”

Rowan smiled widely.

“What did Olivia tell you?” he asked me.

“She said that nothing happened. She ran into you at breakfast, and that was that. Why would you lie about that? We’re not kids anymore, you don’t have to act like this,” I said, shrugging.

“Your wife lied to you, Kyle,” Rowan said.

“She would never,” I replied.

“She stood right here where I’m sitting right now, and held my big black cock in her hand and gave it a good stroke while I got a feel of that delicious ass, that’s what happened,” he said.

“Bullshit,” I said, chuckling. “Passing off a fantasy as the truth is pretty pathetic, man.”

He shrugged.

“Believe it or don’t,” he said. “She’s got the cutest little pussy by the way. I’m surprised that she keeps it so clean shaven.”

He stood up from the table, and walked off.

“Goodnight Kyle, sweet dreams,” he said, shutting the door behind him.

Olivia did keep her pussy completely shaved, but that was just a 50-50 guess. He was trying to fuck with me, like he used to back at school.

When I went back to bed, the image endured in my mind. The more I tried not to think about it, the more persistent it grew. I imagined Olivia standing by the dining table, her small hand holding on to Rowan’s massive black cock, slowly stroking it as his large black hands squeezed and caressed her butt. My cock grew hard in record time. Why did the thought turn me on so much? Was it possible that Rowan was telling the truth? It couldn’t be. There was no way.

As I fell asleep I dreamed that I was in Jane’s room. Rowan lay on her bed, completely naked; his muscular, dark body glistening with sweat in the morning sunlight, and his black cock completely erect and angry. On one side of him was a naked Jane, and on the other a naked Olivia. They both stretched their tongues out and licked his thick, dark shaft from its base to the tip, and then kissed each other, while I stroked my cock and watched quietly. He was a demigod and they were two nymphs bathed in the warm sunlight, worshiping him with their angelic mouths. Olivia planted her soft, pink lips on the head of his cock and began sucking him while gazing directly into my eyes, and Jane began to lick and suck his heavy balls, one after the other. I felt no guilt, and no shame. Within this dream I was lost in a whirlwind of intoxicating lust.

I watched Olivia climb on top of Rowan, and position her pussy an inch above the head of his big, black cock, before slowly lowering herself. It was the most beautiful, erotic thing I had ever seen. She took the massive monster inside of her inch by inch, until all of it had disappeared inside of her, to my absolute amazement. And then she started riding it, slowly at first and then harder. And harder. Until her blonde hair and her round breasts bounced along with her movements. She began to moan and wail loudly in intense pleasure, and I couldn’t stop watching. Jane sat beside her, holding her hand as Olivia rode the massive cock.

“Isn’t it amazing?” she asked Olivia.

“It is...Oh God yes!” Olivia moaned.

My eyes fluttered open. I stared at the ceiling for a few seconds, trying to process where I was. I was in bed. Olivia was sleeping beside me. The bedside clock read 4:24 am.
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Olivia

Rowan was staying over at our place a lot, and I didn’t know how I felt about it. Almost every night Kyle and I would get to hear him fucking the living daylights out of Jane, and whenever he’d have the opportunity to be alone with me he’d make sure I knew he was interested in me. He’d scan my body like I was always naked. I didn’t know why I didn’t just tell Jane what he was doing. I felt guilty about the thrill I felt whenever he’d ogle me. Every night when I listened to him fucking Jane I’d get insanely wet and I’d have to relieve myself because it felt like Kyle could never last more than a couple of minutes at a time.

I began watching interracial porn on my phone in the bathroom while I touched myself. And every time I watched a petite blonde sucking on a massive black cock my brain tried to replace the woman with me. It felt like I was aroused the entire time Rowan was around. Kyle seemed to be more sexually energized than normal as well. I wondered if it was listening to Jane and Rowan making love that was the cause. It was hard for me to gauge how Kyle felt about all of this.

One thing that I found weird was the way Rowan and Kyle interacted. It didn’t feel like they had been school friends at all, it felt like they were strangers. There was this intangible coldness between them, and I didn’t know what the cause was. I wasn’t surprised, however. From the very start it was a bit hard for me to believe that Kyle, who had always been nerdy and skinny in his teens would be friends with someone like Rowan, who would’ve been the school jock, the star athlete type.

A week later I was at my desk at work when Catherine walked out of her chamber and stepped up to me.

“Olivia, I need to go pick up my son from school right now. I want you to postpone all of today’s remaining appointments and shut the clinic, is that alright?”

I nodded.

“Hope he’s alright?”

“He’s just been a naughty kid, been talking back to his teachers. Nothing major. I’ll see you tomorrow okay? Have a good day Olivia,” she said, walking out of the clinic.

I looked at the time on my computer screen. 12:24 pm. I was going to have the rest of the entire day to myself. I began calling up the patients scheduled for the day and began allotting them their new appointment slots. I was done in another half hour, and I began my walk home.

It was a dull cloudy day, but I always found those days quite beautiful. Fast moving clouds drifted across the sky, pierced by the skyscrapers in whose shadows I walked. It was a busy day, and the streets were crowded. It took me ten minutes to walk home, and I took the elevator up to my floor. In another couple minutes I was at my door, and I swung it open, wondering if Rowan was here, or if I was going to be alone.

I got my answer immediately.

The living room couch was at a perpendicular angle to the front door, and on it sprawled a completely naked Rowan, and a completely naked Jane right in front of him, crouching in between his muscular thighs with her lips stretched around the head of his cock. They both looked at me, and Jane’s eyes widened.

“Olivia! I thought you wouldn’t be here until the evening,” she said.

“I-I’m sorry!” I said, shutting the front door again. “I’ll come back in an hour!” I shouted through the door.

The door opened once more and Jane grabbed my hand and pulled me in. She had a beautiful body, smaller breasts than mine but a more plump butt.

“You don’t need to go away, how about you join us instead?” she asked.

“Wh-what? What are you saying?” I said, trying my best not to look at Rowan’s rock hard cock.

“You know exactly what I’m saying,” she said, pulling me to the front of the couch.

She pushed me down so I was crouching in between Rowan’s thighs and she kneeled beside me. His cock was only a few inches away from my face, standing proud and tall.

“Rowan told me what happened with you guys that day. I think you need this,” she said, leaning forward and planting her lips onto the smooth shaft, and giving it a kiss as she looked right at me.

Once more I had no idea how to act. I was mesmerized by what was happening right in front of me. Jane’s brown eyes were focused right at mine as she kissed her way up Rowan’s cock. He stroked her hair gently, and then reached out and held the back of my head, and pulled me to his cock. The intensely masculine scent of Rowan’s large manhood entered my nostrils and sent me into a vortex of intoxicating desire.

“Kiss it,” Jane said to me, and I kissed the smooth, warm shaft of Rowan’s cock.

Jane stood up and gave Rowan a deep, passionate kiss while I kissed my way down his shaft to his balls. I’d never felt so aroused before, and so naughty. But it felt like I was ticking something off my bucket list. Jane kneeled beside me once more and took the bulbous head of Rowan’s cock into her small mouth, and began licking it gently, and sucking on it like a lollipop.

“Have a taste,” she said, grasping his shaft with her tiny hand and offering his cock to me, pulling my head to the tip of his cock with her other hand.

I opened my mouth and took the head inside. It felt warm against my tongue, and so incredibly large. I had sucked Kyle off a few times before, but I had never really derived any pleasure from it, and it was always at his insistence. Right now it was a whole different ball game. I wanted to give Rowan my all. I wanted to act like a nasty slut for him. Just kissing his shaft had made my pussy soaking wet, and I was already imagining how his massive thing was going to feel inside of me.

My cheeks hollowed as I sucked on it, and tried moving my head back and forth and fucking his shaft with my mouth, but it was difficult because of how thick his girth was. As I sucked on his cock, Jane took one of his balls into her mouth and began sucking on it.

“Mmm,” Rowan groaned. “You babies like this big black cock?”

“Mhm,” Jane nodded, looking up into his eyes.

“Good girls,” Rowan softly said.

The words were like a magic spell, and sent me into an even hornier state. I pulled off his cock and began licking his shaft from top to bottom and back up like it was a large, meaty popsicle. Jane on the other side mirrored me, and we both licked and worshipped his black cock in unison for several minutes.

Then Rowan stood up, and pulled me up by the shoulders. His arms came around and held me by the butt and pulled me against him, his cock pressing up against my stomach and poking at the underside of my breasts. He leaned down and his lips closed the distance between mine, and then I felt his tongue in my mouth, and I shut my eyes in ecstasy as I kissed him back. There was an inferno in my wet panties. I’d never felt intensity like this before. I don’t think I had ever kissed Kyle back like this. It was a rush, a high that made me understand why so many women get addicted to this. Jane took my dress off, and my bra, and threw them onto the couch, and she hooked her fingers on my wet panties and pulled them down my legs. Once more I was standing completely naked in front of Rowan, and this time I wasn’t hiding anything. I put my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately once more. I felt so infinitesimally small in his big, strong arms; tiny against his towering form. I felt his hands squeeze and caress my ass and roam across my skin, exploring and claiming territory.

“God you’re hot honey,” Jane said to me. “You should wear less more often.”

Rowan’s lips left mine to kiss Jane, and then returned to kiss me again, and then back to Jane. I couldn’t have imagined something more erotic. He made me sit on the couch.

“Spread your legs, baby,” he said, and I obeyed, blushing as I revealed my glistening, soaking wet pussy to my best friend and her big black boyfriend. “She’s got a pretty pussy, doesn’t she?” Rowan said to Jane.

“Oh absolutely,” Jane flashed me a cheeky grin, before sitting beside me on the couch. “Lay back and relax, okay sweetie?”

Rowan kneeled between my thighs and leaned in, and began kissing my inner thighs. I barely ever let Kyle do this. But when Rowan’s lips touched the skin of my thighs, little tingles of electricity floated across my skin, and made me shiver. He got closer to my pussy with each kiss, until he finally licked me from the bottom of my pussy to my clit, to my mound.

“Ohhhh,” I moaned.

“Mmm, you’re delicious,” he softly said.

Meanwhile, Jane was stroking and caressing my breasts, and she leaned in and took one of my nipples in between her soft lips, and began sucking. I held her head with one hand and Rowan’s with the other. He began flicking my clit quickly with his tongue, and I began to twitch and shiver from the intense pleasure. I could never have expected that this was how my day was going to proceed when I woke up this morning. The two mouths worshiping my body made me feel like a goddess, I felt power within me like never before. Rowan’s tongue dove into my pussy and fucked my love hole, and he lapped up every drop of liquid that I produced. He was an expert at this.

I’d let Kyle eat me out a couple times before but it had never been anything like this. I could’ve never guessed that cunnilingus could be this intense and pleasurable. Rowan pushed two of his fingers inside me to the third knuckle, and already they felt so big inside of me. This was what Kyle’s dick felt like within me, and it was just two of his fingers. Rowan curled them inside of me, and began rubbing a spot inside of me with the pads of his fingers, and an overwhelming sexual energy washed all over me, as my legs twitched and my entire body convulsed with pleasure. Rowan licked my clit as he did this, and I loudly wailed, uncontrollably.

“Ohhhh my god, that’s so good...OH!”

I couldn’t help it, it was hard to suppress myself. It felt like I was going to explode from this blitz of sensation. Rowan began moving his fingers in and out, very rapidly, his fingers making loud, wet squishing sounds that made me feel very embarrassed, while Jane alternated between sucking each of my nipples. I could feel a tsunami of an orgasm rushing right at me. Rowan had one arm around my thigh, holding me down firmly as I twisted and trembled from the fierce pleasure. Rowan flicked my clit relentlessly with his tongue while rubbing my g spot, and suddenly waves of orgasmic pleasure were washing me, and I squirted for the first time in my life, as a hurricane of an orgasm destroyed me. For the first time in my life I screamed with pleasure. No wonder Jane was so noisy ever since she got together with Rowan. Jane gently licked and sucked on my breasts while Rowan cleaned my juices up with his tongue, and it took me a minute to regain my breath, and slowly descend from the heavens back into the couch in my apartment where I was sitting, my legs spread wide, my pussy overflowing with love juice.

“Felt good, didn’t it?” Jane whispered into my ear.

“Yes,” I whispered back. “So good…”

Rowan sat on the couch beside me, his cock standing at attention, glistening with Jane’s spit and mine.

“It’s time you graduated to your first big black cock, Liv,” Jane said to me. “Climb on.”

I straddled Rowan’s lap, facing him, as he held his cock aimed at my married pussy, and I slowly lowered myself. The large bulbous head of his cock parted my dripping wet pussy lips and started stretching my opening for its grand entry. Jane sat beside us, rubbing her clit slowly as she observed the display. I let out a gasp, which morphed into an extended moan as the head of Rowan’s cock popped inside of me. For a split second I wondered what my parents would think if they saw me like this, about to be impaled on a big black man’s cock. I wondered what Kyle would think. But those thoughts vanished in a fraction of an instant, replaced once more by the overwhelming lust I felt right then for Rowan’s massive cock. I put my arms around Rowan’s neck, and kissed him, our tongues sparring together in burning passion.

“Are you ready?” he whispered to me.

I nodded quietly. The fact that I was so incredibly wet and slick from arousal helped immensely with my pussy adjusting quickly to his incredible size and girth. It was uncomfortable at first, but the discomfort went away quickly as my body accommodated him, and as my pussy took inch after inch of his monster cock inside of me, it began to feel better than anything I had ever felt inside of me. I moaned loudly.

“It’s so fucking big…Oh yes…”

“She sounds so sweet, doesn’t she?” Jane remarked cheerfully.

“She’s so tight,” Rowan responded.

I shut my eyes, trying my best to contain the explosion of pleasure that was pulsing through my insides.

“God that looks so hot,” Jane said, wide eyed.

I could never have guessed that my small pussy was capable of taking a cock this big, and I was surprised when I settled fully and all of his massive shaft was buried deep inside of me. Rowan pulled me to him and kissed me once more, as he began slowly thrusting. Right then I knew that this was not going to be the only time that I wanted this to happen. I was going to want it again. And again.

‘Once you go black, you never go back.’

I guess I finally understood what that meant now. And it was true. I began to ride Rowan’s massive black rod, slowly increasing my pace. As I rode him faster my breasts and my hair began to bounce along. Jane watched the show, her legs spread wide, fingering her pussy and rubbing her clit.

“Ride that cock, sweetie. You deserve it. Take it all,” she said to me.

My moans came in rhythm with Rowan’s cock moving in and out of me, accompanied by the wet squishes from my pussy, and the slapping sound of my flesh hitting his as I rode him. Soon we reached a steady rhythm, and I was riding him just like the women in the interracial porn that I’d been watching.

“You’re doing it like a pro already babe,” Jane said, making me smile.

Droplets of sweat were beginning to appear on my skin and my thighs were beginning to burn from the exertion, but nothing could’ve deterred me. I don’t think I would’ve stopped even if that front door had opened and Kyle had walked in right then. Every time Rowan’s cock went deep inside of me, I was launched into another level of lustful bliss. I could feel another orgasm begin to build.

Rowan’s arms wrapped around my waist and held me tightly as he stood up, with me still impaled on his long, hard rod. I kissed him as he began moving me up and down, fucking his cock. It was an alien sensation, being fucked as he stood. His cock prodded my pussy in ways that I hadn’t felt yet, and I was already addicted. As he fucked me like that, my orgasm grew closer and closer, and I began screaming in pleasure as my orgasm hit, but Rowan was merciless, and didn’t relent, and kept fucking me even as I twitched and trembled in his arms. Finally, he laid me down on the couch and asked Jane and me to kneel in front of him, and both of us quickly obeyed, happily.

We both looked up at him, Jane’s brown eyes and my blue ones, staring right into his, side by side. He stood tall and imposing, and began stroking his powerful cock with firm strokes of his hand. Jane opened her little mouth and stretched her tongue out in anticipation, and I copied her, and we both kneeled in front of him with our tongues sticking out, waiting patiently for his seed. If you had asked me this morning if I would’ve ever done this for a man, I would’ve told you that I wouldn’t have, even in my dreams.

“Here it comes, baby girls,” Rowan announced, groaning.

I saw his shaft pulse as he began to cum, and a long, thick rope of milky cum shot out of his cock, and landed across my face, covering my face from my chin to my forehead in its warm gooeyness. It was already more than I had ever witnessed my husband cumming. This man was a god. Rowan aimed his cock at Jane and continued to squirt his cum, which landed mostly into her mouth and on her tongue, and she greedily swallowed. I still stayed with my tongue stretched out, and he redirected his cock at my tongue, and the next few spurts landed in my mouth. I don’t know if it was my heightened state of lust, or some hormonal change in my body, but his semen tasted...delicious to me. I knew it was impossible, and yet as I swallowed all of it I found myself wanting more. Both my face and Jane’s were covered in strings of oozing cum, dripping down. Rowan’s cock still stood proud and straight, and both of us began licking and sucking it clean as it slowly began to soften.

“How’d you like your first big black cock?” Rowan asked me.

“I think you saw,” I replied.

“Anytime you want it, I’m here,” he said.

“You better be,” I replied.

Rowan wasn’t done yet, and soon our mouths had him hard again. It was still just 2 pm, and we had several hours before Kyle came home, and Rowan fucked both of us in a multitude of positions until then. I think I must’ve gained ten times the sexual experience in this one afternoon than I’d had in my entire life until today. By the time Kyle came home I was asleep in my bed, tired from the activities of the day, and a smile of contentment on my face, and the taste of his cum on my lips.


Kyle
When I got home I found Olivia fast asleep on our bed, which was a surprise because she hadn’t told me she got off from work early.
“Babe?” I ventured. “Are you up?”
She looked adorable, with a faint smile on her lips as she slept. Like an angel. My phone got a notification ding. I pulled it out of my pocket and looked at it. It was a text from an unsaved number.
‘Watch alone,’ it said, with links to several video files, half an hour each.
My first instinct was to ignore it; I thought it could be someone spreading malware. But then I thought, how dangerous could a video file be? It would be best to check it out at least, and so I downloaded the first one. I muted the video, just in case it was someone trying to prank me with a loud jumpscare of a sexual noise. Instead, I was taken aback to spot our living room on the screen of my phone. The camera must’ve been at the mantle, aimed directly at the couch, where…
No. It couldn’t be.
I looked at Olivia asleep on the bed, and I looked back at my phone, where she was licking Rowan’s massive black cock along with her best friend Jane. I stood there for a few seconds, my eyes affixed to my screen, as my cock quickly got erect. And then I walked to the bathroom, locked the door, and took my jeans off. It had finally happened to me.
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I

“You’re actually going to do it, huh?” Imran asked.

“Yes,” I replied, half focused on the football match the three of us were playing on my playstation. “Tomorrow, after our classes.”

“What if she says no?” Hamza asked me, looking straight ahead at the television screen, mashing the buttons on his controller. “Fuck, how did that shot miss?!”

“If she says no, that’s that. But if I don’t do it, I think I’ll always regret it. I’ve already wasted two years.”

“That’s pretty brave of you,” Imran said. “I don’t think I’d have the balls to ask a princess out. Imagine hanging out at her place, I’d be self conscious about everything. The way I talk, my clothes, my shoes, everything.”

“And her family could make you disappear at any moment without anyone in the country knowing about it,” Hamza solemnly added.

I turned to look at him, dead faced.

“Thank you, Hamza. Very helpful,” I said.

“What?” Hamza said, shrugging and grinning. “I’m just saying.”

“As if I wasn’t nervous enough,” I rolled my eyes.

“What are you going to do about her bull?” Imran asked me.

Imran managed to get another goal in the last ten seconds of the match, and stood up, raising his hands in celebration.

“Champion once again!”

“Next time you two can be on the same team, I want to play alone for once,” Hamza complained.

“Wait, what do you mean ‘her bull?’” I asked him, placing my controller on the table.

“You don’t know?” Imran asked, looking at me with a measure of astonishment in his eyes.

“It’s just a rumor, you don’t need to think about it,” said Hamza, lying back on the couch.

“What’s the rumor?”

Imran took a deep breath and then looked at me with an overwhelming intensity that caught me off guard.

“They say that the women in the royal families have a harem of male lovers, beknownst to their male partners. The strongest, most handsome men from all over the world. Their sole purpose? To keep the women completely satisfied sexually, because the men in royalty are so busy all the time.”

I looked at him with a straight face for a few seconds in silence. 

“What. An. Absolute. Load of drivel,” I said. “That shit might be common in the west now but this is still a gulf country. The islamic muftis would eat the royals alive if that were true.”

“Hey it’s just a rumor, people make up this shit about rich people all the time” Hamza offered.

“I wouldn’t be too surprised if it was true,” Imran said, shrugging.

“It would be beyond scandalous. That would break a thousand islamic laws, the country would burn in outrage if something like that ever got out,” I said.

“Is it so surprising to have some rich people be secretly debaucherous? I’d say it’s the most believable thing in the world.”

“Princess Aiza wouldn’t be like that,” I chuckled. “You know her, she’s probably the most innocent girl in class. And I've known her for a long time now.”

“That’s what you think,” Imran said, winking at me. “Wait till you meet her nine inch dick lover.”

Hamza began laughing at this.

“Shut up,” I said.

I didn’t really give the idea any thought beyond that point. Everything about it felt so ridiculous.

I had known Princess Aiza for two years by now. We were in our third year of college, and the entire time I’d been falling deeper in love with her. I didn’t tell this to Hamza and Imran, but I think I’d have been completely and utterly heartbroken if Aiza said no to me the next day. Aiza was the sweetest person I had ever known. I was immediately enamored with her the moment I first saw her on the first day of college. She was one of those girls who just...stood out. Just by looking at her in a crowd you could tell that she wasn’t like anyone else. I had my own preconceived notions about how royals were, about what she was probably like. I thought she’d be arrogant, naive, up her own ass like most elites were in this country. They act like the rules don’t apply to them.

I started talking to her a few months later when we got paired up for an assignment. She was nothing like what I feared she was. She seemed interested in me, she was funny, and humble. Right up until that point the crush I had on her was fuelled by how pretty she was, but now I began to get infatuated with her as a person. We exchanged numbers and became friends. At that time I really didn’t think that I had a chance. I didn’t plan to do anything about the crush I had on her, I was just happy to be a friend to her and hang out with her sometimes. She was a princess after all. Her family’s net worth was an unimaginably large number, and they hung out with the most elite people on the planet. It wasn’t like I was raised in a slum, but being part of royalty is always a completely different ballgame.

After Hamza and Imran left my room, I texted Aiza and we talked for an hour about different things. About the sociology project she was stressed about, about her travel plans in the summer, about the book I’d been getting through, ten pages a day. I kept imagining what she was going to say when I'd ask her to be my girlfriend. I had butterflies in my stomach the entire time we were texting.

She sent me a selfie, asking my opinion on the eyeshadow she was trying out. She did this often, to my secret delight. I saved every single one on my phone. She looked like an angel moonlighting as a supermodel. That night, before going to sleep, I looked at that selfie and masturbated, fantasizing of the things I wished she’d do to me and the things I wished I could do to her.
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II

It took more strength and more will than I had ever needed in my entire life.

“What is it?” Princess Aiza asked me, smiling gently, looking at me with a brow raised.

Every single part of me begged me to just change the subject, and keep my secret crush to myself, and save myself from the potential embarrassment.

Now or never, I thought.

“I...I want you to be my girlfriend,” I said, looking her in the eyes.

Her deep, dark, gorgeous eyes.

She looked away, and bit her lip. The rest of the world came to a still for me, and I couldn’t help but desperately hope to Allah that she’d say yes. She smiled, and looked at me.

“Okay,” she said.

We were sitting in a coffee shop, and the only thing that stopped me from jumping up in joy and screaming out loud was the fact that I’d embarrass Aiza.

“But-” she continued, catching me off guard. “This might sound weird, but my elder sisters made these tests.”

“What?” I asked.

Aiza blushed.

“You know that our family’s not like everyone else. So my sisters Sara and Noor made these three tests to see how well someone can fit in with us. I wouldn’t indulge in something like that but they really insist.”

“What are these tests?”

In all the scenarios I had imagined in my head, I hadn’t seen this one taking place whatsoever.

“You know what, it sounds silly now that I say it out loud. You don’t have to take any tests, it’s fine. I don’t need anyone’s permission to agree to be your girlfriend,” she said.

“No, I want to impress your sisters. I’ll take any tests they’ll throw at me. What are they?”

“Well, I can’t tell you. You can only know once they’ve already happened.”

I took a few seconds to absorb all of this information.

“Very well then. I’m happy to do anything for you,” I said confidently.

“I’m surprised it took you this long to ask,” Aiza said. “I thought I’d have to ask you instead.”

“Trust me, it took every ounce of courage I had. I can hear my pulse in my ears right now,” I said, chuckling with her.

“The three tests are just for my family. You’re officially my boyfriend already,” Aiza said.

I reached out and held her hand and our fingers intertwined. For the first time in my life I realized what being completely content felt like.
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III

A week passed, Aiza and I talked all the time. We sat next to each other in class, we held hands, called each other when we got home, the whole package. And I was drunk with joy. I wasn’t really worried about the three tests anymore, nor did I care. Aiza liked me back, that’s all that mattered in the entire world.

“Are you doing anything on Saturday?” she asked me.

I was walking Aiza to her car after college, my hand in hers. The sun was intense, the summer just beginning. We walked underneath the shadows of the trees on either side of the walkway.

“No, not really. Do you want to go out?” I asked.

“You’ve been invited by my family to my mum and dad’s wedding anniversary party,” she casually said.

I almost broke out in a sweat.

“Cool,” I said. “Which anniversary is it?”

“Twenty fifth,” she said.

“A special one, then. C-can’t wait to meet your family.”

Her driver opened the door to the rear seat of her Mercedes.

“Are you alright?” she asked me with some concern in her voice.

“Yeah, yeah.”

“You don’t have to worry about meeting the family, it won’t be an issue. No worries. I’ll see you Saturday then, okay? Have a good day habibi,” she said, leaning forwards and kissing me on the cheek.

I looked around to see if anyone saw. Even a kiss on the cheek was an ‘indecent’ thing to do between a guy and a girl here. We were already pushing the boundaries holding hands publicly on campus. The perks of dating a princess, I guess. No one has the balls to question you when you’re with her.

I didn’t tell her this but I went out and bought a whole new thawb, a new pair of shoes, and got my beard and hair done. I was on tenterhooks for two days straight, until Saturday arrived. In the warm afternoon I got a text from Aiza.

‘Sisters and I are about to go to a mall near your house, we’ll pick you up at six and take you to the anniversary, a driver can drop you later,’ the text said.

‘Alright, six it is,’ I replied.

At least I wasn’t going to have to worry about driving home, I thought. Then it hit, the fact that I was going to face off with Aiza’s family before I even visit her house. They were about to pick me up right from my house! Suddenly I felt like washing my car and trimming the lawn, and repainting the walls. I had to remind myself that Aiza already approved of me, and that’s all that mattered in the end.

At five thirty I got the call from Aiza.

‘Hey, my sisters are shopping for some jewelry right now but we’re just about to leave, are you ready?’

I had never been more ready in my entire life.

‘Yeah I’m ready, let me know when you’re here,’ I replied.

A couple minutes after six she called me, and told me that they were waiting for me outside. This was it, I thought. The moment of truth.

I walked outside to see a white Audi parked in front of our gate. I saw Aiza on the front seat, and the driver stepped out. He opened the rear door for an elegant, attractive woman with gorgeous, golden skin. I could see a bit of resemblance.

“As-salāmu ʿalaykum,” she said to me.

“Wa ʿalaykum us-salām,” I replied. “I’m Nadir.”

“I’m Aiza’s elder sister, Sara. Afraid you’re going to have to adjust with us in the back seat today,” she calmly said, looking me up from top to bottom.

“I-..I can sit in the front, it’s no issue,” I said.

“Nah, get in the back,” she said, with a note of authoritativeness that gave me pause.

I glanced at Aiza who was looking back at me from the front seat empathically, unable to offer any help. I could only hope this wasn’t one of the tests the sisters had made up, because I had no idea if I was passing. I walked to the rear door that the driver was holding open for me, and stepped in, sitting next to who I could only assume was a cheerful looking Noor, Aiza’s other sister. Both the sisters were exceedingly gorgeous, just like Aiza.

“As-salāmu ʿalaykum,” I offered. “I’m Nadir.”

“Wa ʿalaykum us-salām,” she replied. “I’m Noor, Aiza’s sister.”

“Aiza’s told me a lot about you, it’s nice to finally meet you,” I said, trying to hammer some cheer into my wavering voice.

I couldn’t let them know that my heart was racing in my chest. Sara got in beside me and the driver shut the door. An arabic pop song softly played from the car stereo, and the pleasant scent of the sisters' perfumes filled the cool, air conditioned air inside the car.

“He’s a real looker, isn’t he Noor?” Sara said, giving me a subtle wink.

“Don’t mind Sara, she’s just trying to embarass you,” Noor offered, giggling.

I was very conscious of how close Sara was sitting to me, our thighs pressing against each others’.

“Well I don’t think I need anymore thought, you’ve passed the first test,” Sara said to me.

I looked at her curiously.

“If I may ask, what was it?” I ventured.

I saw Aiza roll her eyes in the front seat in the rear view mirror.

“To see if you look the part. Yeah, I know it’s incredibly shallow. Sara, Noor, I told you we aren’t doing the whole three tests thing. That’s not me,” Aiza said.

“We invented them for a reason. The country would laugh if they saw that your boyfriend was some five foot three, monkey looking boy,” Sara replied, shrugging.

The Audi sped down the highway towards the outskirts of the city, where Princess Aiza and her family lived in a large, exquisitely beautiful palace. The setting sun made the scattered clouds look fiery, and I couldn’t help but gaze at the way the sunlight lit up Aiza’s face, in the mirrors of the car.

“How much do you know about our family?” Sara asked me, pulling me out of my dazed reverie.

“As much as any other citizen, I suppose,” I replied.

“Ever hear any cheeky rumors about us? Bet you have,” Noor remarked, nudging me from the side.

Imran popped into my head again.

‘They say that the women in the royal families have a harem of male lovers, beknownst to their male partners. The strongest, most handsome men from all over the world, their sole purpose: to keep the women completely satisfied sexually, because the men in royalty are so busy all the time,’ his voice echoed in my head.

“Not really, no,” I said to Noor. “I tend not to believe unfounded rumors anyway.”

In half an hour we were at the palace, and I had to will myself to keep my jaw from hanging open. ‘Splendor’ is the word that came to my mind first. As I stepped out of the car I noticed that there weren’t a lot of guests about, or cars lining up to drop them, as you’d expect. Aiza stood beside me and held my hand.

“Are you alright?”

I nodded. Now that the first hurdle was over and I’d met her sisters, I began to feel like I could hold my own amongst the royals after all.

“Not a lot of guests right now?” I asked Aiza, puzzled.

“The invites are for eight pm. But if you’d come then, it wouldn’t have been the best time for me to show you around, or for you to meet my sisters. Let’s take a tour! Do you want to see my room?”

Aiza excitedly pulled me along with her into the palace, with its grand pillars and fountains and golden lights.

I marvelled at how pretty the interiors were. The walls were lined with paintings that looked like they cost a pretty penny, from all around the world. A lot of gold trim, and subdued lighting that made me feel like I was in another world. Aiza’s room was on the second floor in a corner of the palace that felt like it took ages to walk to. It was hard to imagine living in a place this big. Even the carpets felt special. It felt like a crime to walk on them with my shoes on.

“Those two doors are the rooms of my sisters. Our parents live on another floor,” Aiza said, swinging the door to her room open for me. “Welcome to my humble abode.”

It was a huge room with a king size bed on one side, and a giant TV with a couch in front of it on the other side. Giant windows across from the door, covered by heavy, lavish curtains.

“It’s amazing,” I said.

Aiza shut the door behind us.

“You’re sweet. Sit on the couch, I’ll tell someone to get some food for us, we can chill here until the celebration starts, I’ve got to get ready anyway.”

“I can leave the room if you need to change or something,” I said.

“It’s alright, I can change in the closet or the bathroom,” she said, gesturing to two doors on either side of the bed. “And I don’t mind if you see me changing anyway.”

It was hard to suppress the blush that crept up on my cheeks.

“I-...uh...” I stammered like an idiot.

“I’m just messing with you,” Aiza said, chuckling. “It’s fun to see you fumbling.”

I smiled at her.

“That’s pretty mean,” I said.

“That’s me. So, do you want to watch something?” Aiza asked.

Just then there was a knock at the door. Aiza turned around and opened the door once more. Standing at the door were Noor, and Sara, arm in arm with a giant, muscular african man between them.
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“Hey Jonathan,” Aiza said, and the man nodded at her. Aiza sighed deeply. “We don’t have to do this right now,” she said to her sisters.

“He needs to know,” Sara said. “Wouldn’t be fair to him otherwise."

I looked at all of them, quite puzzled. Jonathan was about a foot taller than me, and had arms like tree trunks. He was wearing a tight black shirt, and he had a thick beard and short cropped hair. Imran’s voice echoed in my head once more. The rational part of my brain still told me that Aiza’s sisters were going to say something that wasn’t what Imran had said. Maybe it was a prank? Or some other reason altogether?

“Nadir, so I’m going to ask you again, ever hear any rumors about the royal family?” Noor asked me.

I gulped. Time to lie. I shook my head. It was hard not to feel incredibly intimidated by the man standing in front of me, with his imposing figure.

“Well, it’s time for an education. But, sign here first,” Sara said, holding up the paper she held in her hand.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“A non-disclosure agreement,” she replied, shrugging and handing it to me. “You’re not allowed to discuss anything you see or witness at the palace with anyone else. Your parents, the media, your classmates, no one.”

“Okay,” I replied, reading through the sheet.

It was a standard NDA, just like she’d described it.

“And if you want to date Aiza, you need to sign it,” Sara continued.

“I...okay,” I said.

It didn’t seem like a big price to pay.

“Aiza, get him a pen,” Noor said, and Aiza walked over to a desk in the far corner and brought me a pen. I set the agreement down on a table and signed it.

“Good boy,” Sara said to me, winking. “Now, Nadir, I want you to meet Jonathan. Do you know who this is?”

“No,” I said.

“This is Aiza’s favorite bull,” Sara said. “Isn’t he handsome?”

Her favourite what?! Have you ever seen that meme of the blinking guy? That was me right at that instant. Imran’s voice echoed in my head once more. Was this really happening? Was he right? Surely not?

“He’s an American bodybuilder, we had him brought over from an expensive agency from the states. His sole job here is to pleasure the women of the family when they want him. And he’s incredibly good at it,” Sara said, looking up at him and slightly biting her lip.

“You’ve got to be joking,” I said.

“Oh you have a lot to learn, Nadir,” Sara said, reaching out to touch Jonathan’s chin and pulling him down, and kissing him.

I had never seen two people kiss like that in real life. They kissed passionately, their tongues coming together in the most obscene of ways. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. This was a princess. In a royal palace. She looked tiny when compared to Jonathan. I was yet to see more because Noor pulled him to her next and kissed him in a similarly passionate manner. I felt my cock stir in my underpants, as I watched the gorgeous beauty kiss the hulking black man, who was almost a foot and a half taller than she was.

“Come, Aiza,” Sara said. “He won’t believe it until he sees it.”

Aiza looked at the floor and bit her lip.

“She’s trying to resist it, but her body can’t resist this,” Sara said, reaching down and squeezing the thick outline of what appeared to be an enormous cock under Jonathan’s sweatpants. “Mashallah.”

Jonathan walked up to Aiza, who was still standing right beside me. I saw both of them look into each other’s eyes. I could see that there was a familiarity between them, an intensity that was all but obvious. When Jonathan leaned down to her, I kept hoping that Aiza was going to step back, and call the sisters out on their cruel joke. But she didn’t, and their lips met, and for a fraction of a second her beautiful, dark eyes darted at me with a look of guilt, and surrender. And then his tongue was in the mouth of the woman I had been falling in love with. For some reason my cock was now fully erect in my underwear.

“I promise you we’re not just being mean to you, Nadir,” Noor said. “This started happening a long time ago. Men of the family are always travelling, and busy, and they barely ever have time or the energy to tend to the needs of the women. And the daughters having their needs satisfied at their own home is much better than to have them going out into the world and creating all sorts of controversies.”

I tore my eyes away from Jonathan and Aiza who were now kissing with an intensifying ferocity.

“I have the time. I can tend to every n-need that Aiza has,” I protested.

“No you can’t, Nadir, I’m sorry,” Sara said with a slight pity in her voice that wasn’t lost on me.

“What do you mean?”

“Take your thawb off,” she said.

“W-what?” I asked.

Beside me, Jonathan’s hands were roaming over Aiza’s delightfully curvy body, taking their sweet time, squeezing her butt before I’d even had a chance to touch it.

“Are you going to take it off?” Sara asked again.

I wasn’t very self conscious about my body, I went to a gym and had a good physique, but I wasn’t going to undress in front of four other people, one of whom was a hulking man fondling my girlfriend and kissing her.

“I’d...I’d rather not,” I meekly said.

“Suit yourself,” Sara said, walking forward and kneeling beside Jonathan. “See this?”

She pointed at the thick outline of his erect cock going down the right leg of his sweatpants. She hooked her fingers on the waistband of the pants and dragged them down, ignored by Jonathan who kept his attention on Aiza. She then pulled down Jonathan’s underwear, freeing his cock which bounced out, black, veiny and enormous. Sara wrapped her fingers around it.

“This is what Aiza’s used to. This is what filled her last night, this is what’s satisfied her almost every day since she turned eighteen. Are you sure you can compare?” she said, chuckling, squeezing the thick, heavy shaft that she held in her hand. "Men in this part of the world don't have a lot to be...proud of." 

I couldn’t believe what was happening around me. Never in a thousand lifetimes could I have imagined that my day would lead to this. My girlfriend, a princess, was kissing a muscular black man beside me while her elder sister was on her knees stroking his massive black cock, and her other sister just stood there, watching.

“We should leave the two lovebirds to it,” Noor suggested.

‘To what?’ I wondered. My world had just suffered a cataclysm.

I saw Aiza’s hand reach down to hold Jonathan’s big black shaft and stroke it, as Sara stood up. It felt like Aiza had forgotten I was in the room with her, the way she was looking deeply into Jonathan’s eyes. Noor walked to me and held my hands.

“If you want to be Aiza’s boyfriend, and inshallah her husband a few years down the road, you need to deal with the fact that along with you she’s going to keep one or more lovers to satisfy her sexual needs. It’s up to you. Know that if she loves you, she’ll love you. Her relationship with her bull is just a matter of pure sexual need, and joy. Today you will watch them make love, and if you find it in yourself to be comfortable with this arrangement, you’re welcome into the family with open arms.”

She gave me a warm smile.

“It’s not that strange. And besides, I can already tell by the way you’re looking at Aiza and Jonathan that you find it hot. Most men do. My husband always makes sure to watch when my bull takes me. Sometimes it’s Jonathan. My father doesn’t like to watch, so he lets my mother have her fun while he’s not around. The arrangement works a little differently for every couple.”

“Let’s go, I need to go change for the party,” Sara said, winking at me once more. “See you in a while, lover boy. Enjoy the show.

Noor squeezed my hands and then let go, and walked out of the room along with Sara, shutting the door behind her.
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V

‘Wait till you meet her nine inch dick lover,’ Imran had said to me.

Well, I'd met him now. His name was Jonathan, and he was built like a god, and Aiza was now on her knees in front of him; his veiny, black cock dangling a few inches away from her beautiful, innocent face. She was wearing a white dress with a modest neckline that came down to her knees, with gold trim and a blue waistband.

‘This is what filled her last night, this is what’s satisfied her almost every day since she turned eighteen. Are you sure you can compare?’ I remembered Sara’s words, and I couldn’t stop myself from picturing Jonathan’s big black cock deep inside of her.

“You should sit down, take your clothes off, relax,” Jonathan said to me. "They told me that this is your first time. Just enjoy the show."

I was standing beside them like an idiot, watching as now Aiza was holding on to his cock with both of her small hands, stroking and squeezing it gently. I noticed how pretty the blush color of her nails looked on her hands, as they� moved up and down the thick black shaft.

It was too much to process all at once. Was Aiza the person I thought she was? Was this lifestyle one small part of her personality or did this define her for me? I stepped back and sat on the bed, my heart pumping in my chest. As I watched, Aiza brought her pink lips to the purple-pink head of that massive cock, and gave it a kiss. My head spun, and I breathed in deeply to calm myself.

I felt a ping of shame as a part of me said, ‘That does look incredibly fucking hot.’

My cock was now straining against my underwear. All of this was so surreal. I saw Aiza’s lips part as she stretched her tongue out and gave the head of Jonathan’s cock a little lick, and my fully erect cock twitched at the sight. Aiza took the head into her mouth and began sucking on it, and as she did, she looked at me to gauge my reaction. She took the cock out of her mouth.

“I’m sorry you had to find out like this, but I guess it would be more unfair to you to keep this hidden from you. Come here,” she said to me.

I wondered if I should've walked right out of the room in outrage. I was so confused, I had no idea what the right thing to do was here. Instead, I got off the bed and walked to her, as she resumed sucking on the meaty black cock, her lips stretched around the shaft and her eyes locked with Jonathan’s. It was too big to ever fit fully in her mouth. Aiza pulled me down to her, and I kneeled beside her, watching her cheeks distend from the cock in her mouth.

“That’s it baby,” Jonathan said to her.

She withdrew from it, her faces a few inches from mine, and looked deep into my eyes. Right then I felt something. As if I was connected to her soul in some intimate way.

Aiza closed the distance between her lips and mine and kissed me, while her hand still stroked the shaft of Jonathan’s cock, spreading the spit from her mouth along its length. She reached down with her other hand and squeezed my cock over my thawb. Her tongue entered my mouth and somehow all conscious thought faded from my mind, and I kissed her back with equal passion, feeling as if she and I had melted into one.

Aiza’s lips withdrew, and we looked into each other’s eyes as she went back to sucking the mammoth black cock, and right then, somehow, I just knew that I was in love with her completely, and I would do anything to keep her. Aiza pulled her dress down, and exposed her sizable, round breasts to me and her brown nipples. Without her mouth leaving the black cock, she pulled my head to her breasts and I didn’t need to be told twice. My lips closed around one of her nipples and I began to hungrily suck, and lick, while my hand squeezed and caressed and stroked every inch of her body. Her hand held the back of my head and stroked my hair as I shut my eyes and sucked on her nipple, listening to the sounds of her mouth pleasuring her bull’s big black cock. She was sucking him off like a white girl in the porn videos I watched every day, fucking his cock with her little mouth, her lips stretched. It still felt like I was in the middle of some wet dream. It was hard to believe that Princess Aiza was sucking on a black bodybuilder’s cock while I was sucking on her breasts.

Once more she withdrew from his cock and kissed me, plunging her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back passionately, squeezing her butt and her breasts.

‘What exactly was the difference between this and a threesome?’ I wondered.

It’s the same.

“I love you,” Aiza said as her lips left mine.

“I love you too,” I replied, and I meant it.

Jonathan asked her to stand up, and kissed her once again. It felt like a thing of beauty, watching Jonathan lock lips with her, his black skin against her light, dusky skin and his huge arms wrapped around her tiny frame. He leaned down and sucked on her nipples, one at a time, before he pulled her dress up and slid his hands under, squeezing her ass and rubbing her pussy.

Here I had been over two years, masturbating to fantasies of maybe making love to Aiza one day, while she’d been getting fucked every day by this huge man, this very picture of masculinity personified. The thought sent shivers through my body. How was I ever going to satisfy her when -this- is what she was used to? She probably needed a bull now just to keep herself pleased.

“This is so much hotter with you watching,” Aiza said, before Jonathan kissed her once more.

He picked her up and laid her on the bed, and pulled his own shirt and sweatpants off, revealing the sculpted, bulging muscles in his chest and his rock hard abs before getting on the bed with Aiza and pulling her dress up so it was bunched around her waist. He pulled her white panties down her beautiful, smooth legs and threw it away. She spread her legs for him, and my mouth went dry as I got my first glimpse of her goddess pussy. Just like every Muslim woman, Aiza was completely free of body hair. I wanted nothing more than to dive in and kiss her pussy, and taste her.

“Sometimes my sisters watch me make love to Jonathan and masturbate, sometimes we all get fucked by our bulls together,” Aiza told me. “But this is something else.”

My resistance to taking my cock out and masturbating was weakening very quickly. I felt like I was going to cum inside my underwear anyway. Jonathan lay between her legs and she rested them on his shoulders, his face a few inches from her pussy. I wondered how it smelled. He kissed her thighs, first one and then the other. Slowly, sensually making his way closer and closer to her sex. Aiza shut her eyes and focused on Jonathan’s lips on her skin. I saw Jonathan stick his tongue out and take a long, lick from her asshole, over her pussy, her clit, up to her mound. Aiza let out a soft moan of pleasure that almost made me cum then and there. That sound had to be the most erotic thing I had ever heard, and it single handedly broke my resolve. I stood up and pulled my thawb up and took my underpants off. I sat on the bed, looking at Aiza’s face, her eyes shut in pure ecstasy as she bit her lip gently. It was the hottest thing in the world. I started stroking the shaft of my brown, six inch cock, looking at her and admiring her outrageous, unmatched beauty. She was a goddess put on earth.

Jonathan’s tongue made squishing, wet sounds as he expertly maneuvered it on her soaking wet pussy. Occasionally he would push his tongue inside of her hole, and dart it in and out. And when his tongue rubbed her clit a spasm of pleasure ran through her entire body, making her clutch the bedsheet tighter. Princess Aiza spread her legs wider, her toes clenching in pleasure as Jonathan’s tongue worked its magic between her thighs. Her toenails were the same shade of blush as her fingernails. I wanted to suck on her toes while Jonathan ate her pussy.

“Come here Nadir,” Aiza softly said to me, reaching out and holding my hand.

I crept closer to her, and once more she held the back of my head and brought me to her breast, and once more I began sucking on one of her brown nipples, while this time she was eaten out by her bull. I sucked on the other one, listening to her gasps and soft moans of pleasure. Her hand found my erection and she held it firmly, and started stroking it. I hoped she’d stop soon because I was close to cumming already. I was no virgin, I’d had a couple of girlfriends before. But I’d never done anything like this. Nothing I had ever witnessed was this intensely erotic and arousing. I moved to her lips and gave her another deep, wet kiss. She moaned and gasped into my mouth, and it took every ounce of will in my body to not cum so quickly.

Aiza was starting to gently thrust back at Jonathan’s face, lifting her butt off the bed as her body spasmed with pleasure. Jonathan sucked on her pussy lips, licked her clit, and pushed two of his fingers deep inside of her, and began fingering her pussy. I wished I were him. There was nothing I wanted more desperately than to taste her juices and to clean her pussy up.

“Ya Allah...,” she moaned. “Fuck yes…”

Jonathan began fingering her faster, and he was probably rubbing her g spot from the way her body was spasming each time he pushed his fingers in and held them there for a while.

“Oh that’s..so good,” Aiza gasped.

To stop Aiza from making my cock cum I took her hand off my shaft and held it in mine as Jonathan brought her close to a powerful orgasm, thrusting his fingers in and out of her soaking wet pussy as he worked her clit with his tongue. His fingers were slick with her copious juices that he was lapping up to prevent the bedsheet from wetting. He was gaining pace, and Aiza’s moans and gasps were getting louder, and louder. I could never have imagined her making noises like this. I was an inch away from cumming without even touching my cock. I wondered if I could ever make her feel this way.

“I’m going to cum!” Aiza announced, spreading her legs wider lewdly and clenching her toes in sheer pleasure.

Jonathan didn’t relent, and continued to work her clitoris with his tongue while his fingers drilled her royal pussy.

“Ya Allah!” Aiza moaned, and her gorgeous, petite body tensed as a powerful orgasm coursed through her, and she squirted a stream of clear juice onto Jonathan, letting out a wild, loud moan of pure sexual ecstasy. “Ohhhh…..”

It took her a couple of minutes to regain her breath, as I devotedly sucked on her nipples, one after another. There was a slight smile of contentment on her lips. A goddess made happy.

Jonathan sat upright and rubbed the head of his cock against Aiza’s drenched pussy, spreading her juices all over his shaft and head. Every time he rubbed her clit with the head of his cock, Aiza spasmed and let out a slight, erotic squeal.

“Did you like that?” she asked me, still holding my hand.

“That was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” I admitted.

She smiled.

“I’m so happy that you’re here,” she said. “Ohhh…”

Her expression turned into one of sexual delight and she let out a gasp as Jonathan pushed the massive head of his cock inside of her tiny pussy, stretching her pussy lips wide open. I couldn’t believe how much she was stretching. Sara said that Aiza had been taking this dick since she turned eighteen, she must’ve had years of experience by now. I was curious to see what length of Jonathan’s cock she could take inside of her.

That was what did it, and I shot a lengthy, thick rope of cum into the air that landed on the sheets. Waves of orgasm coursed through me, and Aiza looked at me and giggled. I had never cum so much in my entire life. And the moment I had my breath back I felt such deep shame. I looked at Aiza. Jonathan now lay on top of her, holding her hands as they kissed, and he slowly slid his girthy black cock inside of her pussy, one inch at a time. And just like that I was getting hard once more, to my own surprise.

Aiza let out an extended wail of pleasure as Jonathan bottomed out inside of her, and to my amazement he had buried his entire length inside of my tiny girlfriend. Their tongues still danced together, and their fingers stayed intertwined as he began to fuck her. Slowly at first and picking up face rapidly. This was clearly a well drilled routine.

The room was quickly filled with the wet squishing sounds of Aiza’s pussy taking Jonathan’s huge cock, her squeals and moans, and the soft slapping sound of his balls slapping against her skin every time he thrust deep inside of her. She lay with her legs splayed out, her feet suspended in the air, waving in time with his thrusts. I could now smell the scent of her juices, and it made my cock fully erect once more. I had never witnessed myself containing such intense arousal.

Soon he was fucking her properly, his giant cock hammering into her, the slapping sounds of their flesh echoing around the room. Aiza reached out and held my hand as I witnessed her being taken so violently.

“Oh yes. Give me that black cock daddy. Fuck me,” she lewdly moaned as I stroked my cock, her words sending me into a tizzy.

Jonathan was like a well oiled machine, in his steady strength and resilience. He fucked her for what felt like the longest time, his big black cock emerging and diving back into Aiza’s pussy again and again. Soon her arms and legs were tightly wrapped around his body, as she held on for dear life. My own hand was a blur at my shaft as I masturbated to the hottest sight I had ever seen in my entire life.

“I’m close,” Jonathan announced, as he fucked Aiza with an increasing vigor and pace.

He slammed into her with a finality and let out a low grunt as he began to empty his ballsack inside of her pussy. He must’ve cum an insane amount because it began to leak from her pussy and onto the sheets. He kissed Aiza and Aiza kissed him back lovingly, and she held my hand once more as she did. They stayed that way for a few minutes, gently kissing and caressing each other as her pussy squeezed the last drops of cum from him. Thick, milky cum gushed out when Jonathan withdrew his cock finally from Aiza’s pussy with a wet ‘pop.’
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VI
Aiza and I went into her bathroom and cleaned up together, and she gave me a handjob and had me cum into her hand. I watched her change into a beautiful red and white dress for the party, and a woman did her hair and makeup for her. She looked stunning. I’d never felt so intimately connected with another person in my entire life, and I couldn’t get the sight of her sucking on Jonathan’s big black cock out of my head.
Sara and Noor walked into the room once more as Aiza and I were about to head down for the party.
“Ah I’m so happy for you Aiza!” Noor squealed in glee. “I knew Nadir was going to be a good match for you. And thank you Nadir for being so open minded. Wasn’t it hot watching Aiza get fucked by Jonathan? He’s her favorite bull for a reason!”
I nodded shyly.
“Don’t be so meek,” Sara said, giggling and nudging me on the shoulder. “We have a lot of fun ahead of us. Now come, let us introduce you to our parents.”
“Have I passed all the tests?” I asked Sara.
“You passed the first one, this was the second, that you’ve passed with flying colors. Only one remains,” she said. “You know what, since you’ve been such a good boy, I’ll tell you what the last test is. The last test is to see if our parents accept you. So be on your best mannerisms, kiddo.”
The party was magnificent, like nothing I had ever seen before. Expensive wines, foods from all around the world, celebrities I’d only seen on TV before wishing Aiza’s parents, it was surreal. And her parents were sweet, and they seemed to be receptive to Aiza and me being together, which was good. When it was time for me to leave, Aiza convinced me to stay the night in the palace. I couldn’t think of something I wanted more, so I called my dad and told him I was going to be staying the night at the royal palace. He was surprised, but he couldn’t really say no.
Aiza took me by the hand into her room and she had Jonathan summoned again, who was ready to go for round two. And I was ready to watch.
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Crystal

“I want you guys to note down these equations, alright? Tomorrow I’m going to tell you how to use these and hand you a few problems. Revise them when you’re home tonight,” I said to the class.

Most of them nodded, and started scribbling in their notebooks. Jayden Bryant sat right at the front as always, eyeing me up and down.

“Is there an issue, Jayden?” I asked him nonchalantly.

He gave me a wide grin as his eyes rested at my breasts. I knew wearing this dress was a mistake. The neck plunged just a little too much.

“Note down the equations, or you’ll be in for a hard time tomorrow,” I said to him.

“I’m having a...pretty hard time right now,” he said.

The innuendo wasn’t lost on me. A few of the boys chuckled, while the girls rolled their eyes. I’d taught this particular class of students for two years now, and it had been two years of this sort of constant behavior from Jayden. If it was anyone else, I probably would’ve taken them to the principal’s office fifteen thousand times by now.

The problem was that Jayden Bryant was the son of mayor Bryant. It was a small town and the mayor had massive pull in the administration of the school. My husband worked for the mayor’s office and one misstep in how I dealt with the mayor’s son could mean a step back in my husband’s career. And so it was in everybody’s best interests that Jayden was allowed to continue with his everyday boyish flirtations and innuendos.

Out of a random curious impulse I glanced at his crotch under the desk, and I almost gasped as I saw the big bulge. His member must’ve been straining against his jeans! He had to be completely hard, all because of just looking at me. A warm tingle went throughout my five foot three body, and I hoped no one was going to notice the blush that had suddenly crept up my cheeks.

“Alright, I-I’ll see you all tomorrow morning. Class dismissed,” I said, shutting the textbook on my desk and putting it in my bag.

The class all started to put their things in their bags and leave, and I sat in my chair and gathered up my own things as Jayden walked up to my desk. I was a thirty six year old, happily married, Christian woman, and I’d be racked with guilt if I was sexually attracted to a teenager half my age; but I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that Jayden was very good looking.

Jayden Bryant was a handsome guy. Extremely good looking, in fact. He was a tall, muscular, athletic eighteen year old, with thick arms and broad shoulders.

All of it probably played a massive part in the overconfidence and the ego he carried with him at all times. But it also made it easier to tolerate him. The girls in the class constantly threw glances in his direction, so did all the others in the school, and so did some of the other female teachers as well. I’d heard a few of my colleagues talk about how hot he was. The constant barrage of innuendo and flirtation was aimed solely at me though, from what I was told by the other teachers. Somehow I was special.

“Hey Crystal,-” he began before I cut him off.

“That’s Mrs Reed for you, Jayden,” I said, trying to sound stern, as I looked up at his gorgeous, dark face. “How can I help you?”

“I need your phone number,” he said.

My eyes narrowed.

“Why?”

“My father wants to talk to you,” he said, shrugging.

“Mayor Bryant? About what?” I asked, raising a brow in curiosity.

“You’ll find out,” he said, winking at me as he handed me his phone with the new contact screen open.

I sighed.

“You better not have any pranks in your mind, Jayden,” I warned him, as I entered my name and phone number and saved it into his phone.

“No guarantees,” Jayden said, flashing me a cheeky grin.

I handed him the phone.

“See you later, Crystal,” he said, walking away.

It was after an hour and a half later when I was in my office that I got the call. I picked my phone up and received it.

“Hello?” I ventured.

“Hello, Mrs Reed?” I heard Mayor Bryant’s voice.

“Yes, g-good afternoon, mayor,” I replied.

“Just call me Harold, it’s alright,” he replied. “I was wondering if I could drop by at your office in half an hour, I’ve got something I want to talk to you about, and I was just near the school anyway.”

“Um...yeah, sure!” I replied.

“Alright, good to know. I’ll be there soon, have a good day,” he said, and hung up.

I kept my phone on the desk and leaned back in my chair, wondering what the mayor wanted with me. I started asking myself questions. Had I said something to Jayden? Had he complained about me to his father?

I’d met the mayor only a couple of times before, on school events. He was a large, very dark, intimidating man. Handsome, but in a much more rugged way than his son was.

In fifteen minutes there was a knock at the door to my office.

“Come in,” I called out from my desk.

The door swung open and the mayor confidently walked in, and I stood up.

“Mayor Bryant, good afternoon,” I said to him, shaking his hand. “Take a seat.”

I noticed the way his eyes hungrily scanned my body, without much subtlety.

“Nice to meet you, Mrs Reed. Can I call you Crystal?” he asked.

“Uh, sure,” I replied. “How can I help you?”

“I’ll get straight to the point, my son’s taking his SATs in three months, and he’s up to speed more or less in most of the subjects. Not doing too well in physics, unfortunately.”

A column of sunlight from the window behind me illuminated my table and the muted dark shades of his suit.

“I want you to teach him privately, three times a week. Personal tuition of sorts,” he said gravely.

He had a very deep, intimidating voice. He was a hard man to say no to.

“Mayor, I’m sorry, I would absolutely love to help out but unfortunately it’s against school policy to-”

The mayor raised his hand up and gave me pause.

“I know what the school policy is, Crystal. Rest assured, no one’s going to mind if I pull the ropes aside just a little bit to help my son out. No one’s going to say a thing, and besides, I’m asking you as a personal favor.”

“I...I don’t know,” I said, looking down at my shoes.

“Your husband Tim’s been doing real good work down at the office, Crystal. And I know he’s been eyeing that promotion, waiting for old man Paul to retire. There’s a bunch of people lined up for that spot,” said mayor Bryant nonchalantly.

And there it was. Somehow I already knew that the mayor wasn’t going to take no for an answer. People like him, people in his line of work, they usually always had a card up their sleeves to get people to do what they want.

What he was asking me to do wasn’t the biggest favor in the world. All I had to do was get his son ready for his SATs and my husband would receive a big step up in his career.

The mayor was still eyeing me with the look that I’d become very familiar with, because it was the same look Jayden would eye me with.

“I can see why Jayden wants you to teach him,” he said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, pretending not to understand.

“You seem smart, that’s all,” he said, grinning widely. “So what about it? Will you do it?”

I nodded.

“Okay. Thrice a week. When do you want me to start?” I asked.

“Tomorrow. I’ll send him over to your house after school, is that alright?”

“It’ll be fine,” I replied.
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I was having dinner with Tim that night when I brought it up.

“I met with Mayor Bryant today,” I said.

Tim stopped chewing and looked right me.

“What? When?” he said, his voice muffled by the food in his mouth.

“This afternoon, he came to the school,” I said.

“Was there an event?”

“He wants me to tutor his son three times a week for his SATs in three months,” I replied.

“Isn’t that against school-”

“Yeah that’s what I told him,” I said, shrugging. “He said he’d give you old man Paul’s position if I did it as a favor for him.”

“It’s probably coming to me anyway, he’s trying to just get a little something more out of it for his son,” Tim said, rolling his eyes. “What did you say?”

“I said yes. I mean...there’s no harm in it, and it’s not too big of an inconvenience either way. Plus, if it ensures that promotion for you then it’s pretty much worth it.”

“I guess so. Will it happen at the school or?” Tim asked.

“Mayor Bryant said he’d send his son here to our place after school.”

“I see. Wait, it’s that kid Jayden right? The one you told me about? All the dirty jokes or whatever?”

“Yep, the very same,” I said.

Tim chuckled.

“He’s going to try his hardest to go after his teacher, you better resist,” he said to me.

I groaned in annoyance. I knew Tim was joking but it was still inappropriate to think about.

“Stop it,” I said to him.

“What? Just kidding,” Tim said, before going back to his plate.

That angle hadn’t really come to me until Tim mentioned it. He was right. Jayden had a massive crush on me already, and now he was going to get to be alone with me three times a week because Tim didn’t come back home every day until well after the sessions are supposed to start. Jayden wasn’t the type of guy who was going to let all those opportunities go.

But I was a married, Christian woman, and I was twice his age. Surely I could handle whatever he had to throw at me and keep things professional and focused at all times. No matter what he tried.
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I’d been home for an hour and a half after school in the evening when the doorbell rang. It had to be him. I walked downstairs to the door and opened it, and Jayden stood looming right over me.

“Evening, Crystal,” he said, flashing me a disarming smile.

“Mrs Reed, Jayden. Mrs Reed,” I reminded him. “Come in.”

His eyes peered down my loose, bareless crop top and stole a look at a lot of my bare breasts, and it was only then that I became conscious of the way I was dressed. No bra, loose crop top, and a pair of comfortable pajamas. I’d dressed how I always dressed for home. I’d been so busy planning lessons for our sessions that I hadn’t even thought about what was going to be appropriate to wear in front of Jayden.

“Great place you’ve got here. Decorated by you?” Jayden asked me, looking around as I shut the door behind us.

“Yes,” I said.

“Beautiful work,” he said.

“Thank you, Jayden. Here, sit down on the couch,” I said, pointing.

He was looking sharp as well, dressed for a typical midwest summer day, his shirt stretched taut across his broad, muscular chest. He sat down and lay his bag down beside him, while I sat down beside him, leaving a good half a foot worth of distance between us.

“Okay, I’ve laid down a lesson plan to get you up to speed in three months, but let me know if there’s any topics in particular that you want me to focus on.”

“Let’s do it your way,” he said to me.

“Alright, so the first topic we’ll start off with is friction coefficients and vectors,” I said. “Let’s get started then. Get your notebook and pen out.”

I started the lesson, and everything seemed to be moving along fairly smoothly. Jayden seemed to be keeping up, even though he kept throwing furtive glances down my top. I hadn’t noticed him scooting closer to me until our thighs touched. At one point I noticed him staring at me intently instead of on the diagram I was trying to explain.

“What is it, Jayden?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Nothing in particular. Just noticing how pretty you are, Crystal,” he said, grinning once more.

“Mrs Reed. And noticing my face won’t help you in your SATs, so you might want to focus your attention back at the book,” I replied.

I wasn’t too fazed by this sort of flirtation from boys his age. I was used to it by now, but I had to admit that it had never come so fiercely. There was an intensity in the way Jayden’s eyes fixated on me that I wasn’t accustomed to. It made a blush creep up my cheeks.

Right then the front door swung open and Tim walked in.

“Oh, hello. You must be Mr Bryant’s son,” Tim said.

Jayden stood up and walked over to him, shaking Tim’s hand. I noticed a look on Tim’s face that I’d never seen before. For a moment it felt to me like Tim was intimidated by the hulking eighteen year old.

“Jayden,” he said.

Tim wasn’t very tall, he was about five foot eight, and so Jayden towered over him. Tim and Jayden looked like physical opposites. Tim was a slim man back in his twenties but now he’d let himself go a bit, and gained a bit of weight.

“Well, nice to meet you, Jayden, I’m Tim Reed. I work for your father, actually,” Tim said. “Go sit back down, I don’t want to be an interruption in your academic pursuits. Pretend I’m not even here.”

Tim came over and kissed me on the cheek.

“I’ll be upstairs,” he whispered to me, before walking upstairs. “Love you.”

“Love you too,” I replied, as Jayden sat beside me once more.

The remaining hour went fairly smoothly. Jayden didn’t stop ogling my breasts at every opportunity, but for the most part I think I got through to him.

“Can’t wait to come back,” Jayden said to me at the front door as he was about to leave.

“Focus more on the course material the next time,” I said to him.

“That’s impossible when your teacher’s so…,” his eyes scanned me from top to bottom, making me feel like I was standing naked in front of him. “Alluring.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Goodnight, Jayden.”

“Goodnight, Crystal.”

I shut the door.
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Tim Reed

I’d been thrown off guard once I saw Jayden Bryant. The mayor’s son had the same air of unfettered self confidence about him. He was a tall, broad shouldered, muscular, handsome guy. Much more of a man than I had been at his age. This was the teenager who was going to be at my house thrice a week, alone with my wife for the most part. The thought of it made me gulp with the possibilities.

I had imagined before what it would be like to see my boss take Crystal. He was a hulking, intimidating black man. The fantasy always sent shivers down my spine, and turned me on like nothing else. A bit of guilt accompanied it, but the potency of the lust it aroused was overwhelming. I had always been aroused by the idea of another man making love to my wife. I had fantasized of it since I was in school myself. An intense porn addiction was probably a big factor at play in this situation. Other guys at school jacked off thinking of the prettiest girl sucking them off. I jacked off thinking of those girls sucking the big bad bullies’ cocks.

When Crystal and I started dating I told myself I’d stop watching that sort of porn, and stop fantasizing of being cuckolded, but the task had proven to be magnitudes more difficult than I had thought. And by now I’d accepted that it was part of who I was. I planned to repress it until the grave, and never let Crystal find out, but I had stopped trying to rid myself of it. Imagining Mayor Bryant giving my wife the best fuck of her life was my favorite fantasy, and every time Crystal and I made love now, I couldn’t help but imagine how her pink pussy would look, stretched around the thick black cock that I imagined the Mayor possessed. A few times I’d almost told Crystal to imagine it was him fucking her, while we were having sex, but I had stopped myself. What would she think of me? She was a conversative, Catholic raised woman, and she would’ve lost all respect she had for me if she ever found out. Or would she? I didn’t know for sure, but I couldn’t risk it.

I had fantasized about Jayden seducing Crystal a few times, after she’d complained to me about how he incessantly flirts with her and passes innuendos in class. She couldn’t do much about it because he was the mayor’s son. But I’d never seen the guy until now. That fantasy felt a lot closer to home now, now that Jayden was going to come over three times a week and spend time alone with her. The big, muscular teenager alone with my petite, innocent, blonde wife. I was sure nothing would happen. Crystal wasn’t the sort of woman to give in to temptation that easily, but the thought of it provoked some intense reactions from my cock, that was for sure.

Crystal said she was tired when I tried to make love to her the first night that she tutored Jayden had home, so I went into the bathroom and fantasized about them on the living room couch, her petite body under his muscular, young form. Within a couple minutes I’d cum hard as hell, and I immediately knew this fantasy was going to become very familiar in the near future.
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One Week Later


Crystal

I was at my desk grading a few papers when my phone rang, and I saw Tim’s face pop up on the screen.

“Hello, what’s up babe?” I said.

“Hey darling, just wanted to remind you that we have to go to dinner with the Grayson’s tonight, in case you’ve forgotten. It’s their son’s birthday, remember?”

“Oh drat, thanks, I’d completely forgotten about that!”

“No worries, that’s why I called,” Tim said. “See you later, have a nice day, bye! I love you,” Tim said.

“Love you too,” I replied, and he hung up.

I resumed grading papers and suddenly I remembered that Jayden was supposed to come over today. It was the mid week tutoring lesson we had. I looked at the time. His classes were over but he was probably at football practice. I called his number, and his phone kept ringing without being picked up. Must’ve been in his kit bag while he was on the field.

I decided to find him and tell him to come over tomorrow instead. I stood up and started making my way to the field. Once I got there, I gave the guys practicing a scan but Jayden didn’t seem to be among them.

“Hey Jerry!” I called out to one of my students there, “where’s Jayden?”

“Oh hey Mrs Reed! He just went to the locker room!” Jerry called out in reply.

“Alright, thanks!” I said, and began walking to the boys locker room.

“Jayden? You in there?” I called out, standing in front of the door to the boys’ locker room.

“Yeah, come in! It’s fine,” Jayden’s voice came in reply.

I swung the door open and stepped in, and looked around.

“Over here, Crystal,” came Jayden’s voice from the corner of the locker room, and I saw his head above a row of lockers, and he smiled at me while drying his hair with a towel.

“Hey Jayden, just wanted to tell you th-”

I walked over, and as I turned the corner and he came into full view, I froze.

“What?” Jayden asked, still drying his hair.

What I hadn’t realized is that he was standing there fully naked. He must’ve just stepped out of the showers because his body was drenched, and for a few seconds all thoughts escaped my head and I stood there processing what I was seeing; the droplets of water clinging to his bulging muscles, the well defined abs, the shapely legs, and the thick, veiny, black penis dangling between his thighs.

“My eyes are up here, Mrs Reed,” Jayden said smoothly.

I looked away immediately, shielding my eyes from his body with my hand.

“No use hiding your eyes now, you’ve seen everything. It’s fine, you can look,” Jayden said.

“Can you put something on?” I said irritably.

“I have to dry myself first. Can’t be getting my clothes wet,” he said. “And I take my time drying off.”

I could feel the heat in my ears as I blushed furiously. Some impulse within me told me to sneak another peek at the eighteen year old’s gorgeous young body once more, but I kept looking away at the lockers to the side.

“I-I just wanted to tell you not to come to my house today, I’ll be b-busy. So come tomorrow,” I said.

“Hmm. Alright,” Jayden said.

I immediately turned around and walked out of the locker room, red faced, the image of Jayden’s muscular young body imprinted in my mind, affixing itself into my brain the more I tried to get rid of it, like being stuck in quicksand. As I walked back to my office I became aware of the wetness and pulsating warmth I felt between my thighs.

I tried to go about my day normally and not think about what had happened in the locker room but it proved to be an impossible challenge. I went home, went out to dinner with Tim and the Graysons, and the entire time the heat between my thighs persisted patiently, and for the first time in a long, long time, I desperately needed to be fucked. Why was I feeling like this? Why was seeing Jayden naked having such an intense effect on me? His thick black cock refused to fade from my memory. A voice in my head asked me to picture what it would look like hard. I felt guilt at the things going on inside my brain, but a part of me found guilty pleasure in those thoughts.

When we came back home from dinner, I was kissing Tim before we’d even reached the bedroom. In a few minutes we were both naked in bed and he was inside me. And before my orgasm even began to build he was done, and I was left disappointed. Tim was a good man, and a nice man. He was funny and kind and I loved him with all my heart. But lovemaking had never been his strong forte, even back in his twenties. He lacked stamina and he could never...endure...for too long. As he thrust inside of me that night the image of Jayden’s black cock kept drifting into my mind. It was only semi-erect and it had been larger than Tim’s. And so much thicker. I wondered what it would feel like in me. The mere thought sent a warm rush reverberating through my nerves.

It was incredibly difficult to look Jayden in the eyes in class the next day. The urgent arousal from last night hadn’t completely disappeared, but it had dulled, and the guilt I’d been feeling had swelled considerably. I wondered if he had bragged to his classmates that his teacher had ogled his naked body in the boys’ locker room. I didn’t notice any weird stares from the other boys in class, or any hushed gossiping that seemed to be covertly directed at me. Jayden stayed silent. No innuendos and no flirtations, but his smile felt different today. It felt more pointed, the smile of someone who knows a naughty secret about you.

I knew I was going to have to discuss what had happened with him, but I decided to put it off until later in the evening, when he’d come over. And hopefully things wouldn’t be incredibly awkward between us. As soon as the class ended I made a beeline straight to my office, and didn’t see Jayden for the rest of the day until he showed up to my door for the tuition.

“Hey Crystal,” he said, smiling down at me as I opened the door.

He was wearing a tight black T-shirt, his bag slung over a shoulder.

“Come in,” I said, and he walked in and sat down on the couch.

I shut the door and walked back, and sat beside him.

“Look...Jayden…” I began, unsure of how to get the words out.

“Yes?”

“I apologize for what happened yesterday, I shouldn’t have walked into the locker room, it was very unprofessional,” I said.

“That’s alright. Did you like it?” Jayden asked me.

I looked at him, confused.

“Like what?”

“You’ve never seen a black cock before, have you?”

Blood rushed to my face.

“That’s really inappropriate, you can’t say stuff like that, Jayden. I’ll have to tell your father if you do this again,” I said to him, looking away.

His smile grew wider.

“You’re welcome to look at it any time you want, you know. Woman like you deserves it.”

“Today we’ll be studying electromagnetism. Take your notebook out,” I said, choosing to ignore what he had just said.

Throughout the lesson I almost couldn’t help but glance at the bulge in his jeans, recalling flashes of the thick thing that lay there, dormant. The warmth between my thighs returned. In turn, Jayden’s eyes kept darting to my cleavage. Once more I’d forgotten to put something proper on, and I was just wearing a loose crop top with a plunging neck and pajamas. I could feel that things weren’t the same between Jayden and I. For the first time I felt very self conscious, and aware of how close we were sitting on the couch. I could almost feel his warmth. My eyes roved across his sculpted biceps and his sharp jawline. I could feel my heartbeat rise.

Tim came home an hour later, said hi to both of us, kissed me on the cheek and went upstairs. The lesson went by, Jayden didn’t say much and chose to focus on the lesson, surprisingly.

“See you tomorrow, Crystal,” he said, walking off to his car as I shut the door behind him.

My nipples were hard, and there was wetness in my panties. Being unsatisfied from last night didn’t help either.

A few hours later I was in the kitchen cooking when my phone buzzed from a text message. I unlocked the screen to see a text from Jayden.

‘You kept trying to sneak a peek, so here,’ it said.

A picture was below it. A fully naked Jayden standing in front of his bathroom mirror, posing proudly, his black cock fully erect, jutting out proudly above the counter, veiny and thick. I gasped and my eyes widened as I stared at it. I felt my pussy twitch, and a flame light between my thighs. I felt weak in the knees. How was this teenager having such a strong effect on me? I couldn’t stop staring at the picture. Part of me wanted to do the right thing and delete it and block Jayden’s contact, but I didn’t.

‘I’ll be professional, act like an adult, and confront him about it,’ I said to myself, keeping my phone back down on the counter.

The warm hunger between my legs felt like it grew more fierce the more I tried ignoring it. I couldn’t force the images of his beautiful, muscular body and that thick black thing of his out of my head. Tim tried to initiate lovemaking that night but I just couldn’t bring myself to, with the turmoil taking place in my head, and I just went to sleep.

I dreamed that I was in class, standing in front of my desk. Jayden stood in front of me, walking closer, unbuttoning and unzipping, and his clothes slowly turning into fine mist and drifting off his body, revealing those taut muscles and that black cock which pressed up against my tummy as he closed the distance between us. I looked down to see that I was naked too, and I felt incredibly embarrassed, and worried that I was at school naked, and that the students would see me. From somewhere I felt a cool breeze whirl around my body, making my nipples rigid.

Jayden’s eyes scanned my body leisurely, a slight arrogant smile on his lips, as he took me in, and I blushed wildly, wondering what he thought of me. His strong arms went around me and grasped my butt, and he pulled me against him. Without a word, he leaned down and sealed my lips with his, and his tongue was in my mouth as my eyes closed and my hand grasped his thick shaft.

‘I want to feel it within me,’ I thought, kissing him back with intense passion.

He lifted me by my butt easily, and I wrapped my legs around him, reaching down and positioning that black monster with my married pussy, ready to feel it within me. He lowered me onto it, and I dreamed of a burst of sexual pleasure that woke me up from my sleep in its intensity. I was sweating, breathing heavily. The red, glowing digital clock beside the bed read 3:45 am.

The dream had been vivid, and its memory felt as real as dinner last night. Why was my head so fixated on the mayor’s son? Was my dream just showing me what I wanted on the inside? My gut twisted with guilt at the thought. I remembered holding Jayden’s cock in my hand and guiding it into myself. I’d never dreamed of something so exhilarating.
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I avoided even looking in Jayden’s general direction the next day in class. It felt like he could see right through me. It felt like everyone could. Married Christian teacher Crystal Reed was undeniably attracted to her eighteen year old student. It felt like everyone could read my mind and see what I’d dreamed the night before.

As the class ended, Jaden waited for everyone to leave before walking up to my desk, eyeing me like a hawk focused on its prey.

“Crystal, did I do something wrong?” he asked, tilting his head just a little.

The little brat.

“You know exactly what you’re guilty of, Mr Bryant.”

“‘Mr Bryant’? Oof, that’s cold.”

“I will not discuss it here in the classroom,” I said through gritted teeth.

Jayden walked round the desk to my side, and leaned down to me, the proximity between us making me gulp from anticipation.

“I see you want to discuss it when you’re alone with me, then? I respect that, Crystal. Can’t wait,” he said, standing straight and winking at me before walking towards the door, leaving me gripping my chair and squeezing my thighs together, my heart hammering in my chest. The effect he was having on me was incredible. I was in half a mind to tell the mayor that I would no longer be able to teach his son.

This time at home when I got changed I was very conscious of what I was going to wear when he was going to come over. I’d been teased by him so much, and now it was time for some revenge. It was time to turn the tables. When I took my bra off, I decided to leave it in the laundry and not put one on. I wore a tight tank top that highlighted the curves of my breasts perfectly, and a skirt that came down to the middle of my thighs. I don’t think I had ever dressed provocatively for someone in my entire life, never prepared to excite someone on purpose.

My phone went off with a text notification.

‘I’ll be late tonight, dinner with colleagues, love you babe,’ it read, from Tim.

When I opened the door to let Jayden in, I could see him be taken aback for a fraction of a moment, as his eyes took my outfit in, but he quickly regained his cool exterior. He was wearing a sleeveless white gym shirt and a pair of black cargo shorts.

“You should always dress like this if you ask me, Crystal,” he said, walking in as I held the door open for him.

“Glad I don’t take my fashion advice from eighteen year olds then, Jayden,” I said, shutting the door behind him.

My heartbeat had already elevated, watching the bulging biceps on those strong, dark arms. I’d only recently realized how much I adored those on a man. Who could’ve known? He walked over to the couch and sat down, and began taking out his notebook and pen while I sat beside him.

“You wanted to discuss something with me? Allegedly I’m guilty of something?” he said, turning to look at me.

“You sent me a nude last night. That’s unacceptable, and you know it. I should go ahead and tell your father right now.”

“And?” the cocky teenager said.

“And I’m asking you for the last time to reel it in. I won’t tolerate anything inappropriate again, Jayden. I’m serious.”

“That’s a bit hypocritical coming from you, isn’t it?”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I asked him sharply.

“You clearly like looking at me. I’ve seen you sneaking peeks at me in class. And the way your nipples are poking through that tight shirt of yours tells me you’re loving looking at me even now. And you liked that picture I sent you last night. And you know what? I’m willing to bet-”

Jayden stood up and stepped right in front of me, and quickly unbuttoned his shorts and dropped them, and a few inches in front of my face hung the veiny black cock that had invaded my dreams lately.

“-that if I give you a show right now, you’d like it even more.”

My eyes widened as I tried to process what had just happened. This could not be real. My eighteen year old student was not standing in front of me with his big black cock dangling in front of my face. It was slowly coming to life right in front of me, getting harder and harder. It was so much more bigger than my husband’s, it was incredible.

“Knew it,” Jayden said, smirking down at me. “It’s okay Crystal, you’re not the first one, you won’t be the last.”

Jayden reached down and took my hand, and placed it on the warm shaft. All will seemed to have faded from me, and I let him do what he wanted. It felt like it was all happening to someone else. The hungering flame between my thighs had never been this intense. I needed him. I knew it was wrong but I needed him. My fingers squeezed the thick dark meat.

“I-...I shouldn’t. This is wrong…,” I whispered, gulping.

“Which part?” he said, reaching down and grasping my breast and giving it a squeeze. “Stand up, Crystal.”

A small rational voice in my head remained.

‘Resist. You’re married. It’s wrong,’ it tried to whisper but it was fighting a lost battle.

‘Obey,’ said a much stronger voice that was rooted deep within me.

And so I obeyed, and stood up, my fingers still wrapped around the warm black cock. I looked up, right into the deep, dark eyes of the tall eighteen year old. He didn’t say a word, just leaned down and planted his lips on mine, and I closed my eyes as every conscious thought dimmed in my mind. His tongue met mine with no resistance, and within seconds we were kissing like passionate lovers. I’d needed this for so long. My tongue wrestling with his itself was a minor catharsis. I needed so much more. The tension that had built between him and I felt like a volcano that had finally erupted after centuries of dormancy.

My other hand reached behind him and squeezed his ass. God he felt so amazing. We stood there, kissing each other for what felt like the longest time. He pulled up my skirt and began squeezing and groping my butt in return, and then he firmly grasped me and lifted me up, just like he had in my dream, and I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his shoulders, kissing him furiously. His cock prodded my mound over my wet panties, and the sensation of his meat rubbing against my pussy felt orgasmic.

“Where’s your bedroom?” he asked me, both of our breaths coming heavy.

“Upstairs,” I replied, before plunging my tongue into his mouth once more.

He was holding me like I weighed nothing, and I couldn’t help but feel like I had to submit to this strong, young man. He began walking towards the stairs.

He laid me down onto the bed.

“We only have an hour so let’s make it quick,” he said to me, taking off his shirt to unveil the beautiful muscles under it.

“Tim won’t be home until late,” I said, dragging my skirt down my legs and throwing it onto the floor. “We have time.”

Jayden took his shorts off and pulled my top off, revealing my round breasts and erect nipples to his eyes.

“I always thought you were the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen,” he said, climbing onto the bed, over me, and placing his lips over a nipple.

“Wonder how many women you’ve said that to,” I said.

“One, counting you,” he said, kissing me once more.

I reached down and stroked his cock, as he rubbed my hairy pussy and spread around my copious juices. I’d never been so intensely aroused.

“You’re so wet, Mrs Reed,” he said.

“I need you inside me,” I whispered back, kissing him.

“Patience,” he replied.

He kissed my neck, my shoulders, and sucked on my nipples for a minute as I caressed his hair, before making his way lower and lower, planting kisses all over my body, until he made me spread my legs and kissed my thighs.

“You’ve got such a pretty pussy, Crystal,” he said to me.

I was too embarrassed to reply. I was too turned on to reply. I heard him take a deep breath.

“And I love the way you smell.”

When his lips made contact with my pussy my hands clutched the bedsheet as a tremble coursed through my body, and my legs twitched.

“Easy there,” Jayden said, sticking his tongue out and licking me from my asshole to my mound.

He knew what he was doing, and in a very short time I found his tongue expertly pleasuring my pussy like I had never felt before. It felt magical. I’d never known receiving oral sex could feel so good. I’d let Tim go down on me a few times before but it had never been something like this. Every time Jayden’s tongue slid over my clit a burst of sensation washed all over me. He took my pussy lips between his lips one at a time and sucked, and he thrust his tongue inside of my opening. For ten full minutes he worshipped my pussy, and I was ready to explode from pleasure when he stopped.

As he licked my clit he gently pushed two of his fingers inside of me, and slowly began thrusting them in and out. I could hear the squishing noises it made in my pussy, making me feel embarrassed at how soaking wet I was. This eighteen year old boy had me aroused like I’d never been aroused before.

Jayden’s tongue was continuously lapping up my juices from my pussy, and I felt like I could lie there with my legs spread for him for an eternity and let him have his sweet fill. But I desperately needed his big black cock inside of me, deep inside of my married pussy.

His fingering had gotten faster now, and I was coming close to orgasming. I’m usually very quiet when it comes to lovemaking, aside from gasps and little moans here and there. But I couldn’t help now but let out a loud wail of lust as Jayden fingered me harder, relentlessly. One arm around my thigh, he held me in place as he fingered me with his other hand. I squeezed him with my legs as my orgasm hit me, my entire body trembling and twitching from the waves of pleasure washing over me.

“Oh GOD…..oh fuck,” I moaned loudly, my pussy squeezing Jayden’s fingers wildly, gushing juices that he began lapping up hungrily.

For a few minutes we both lay there on the bed. I slowly gained my breath again, and Jayden gently licked my still sensitive pussy. He was a magician.

“That was incredible,” I said to him.

“I know,” he replied, coming up and kissing me.

“Let me taste you,” I whispered.

Jayden straddled my chest, offering his long, thick cock to me and letting it rest on my face, letting me feel the smooth, warm skin of his shaft on my lips and my nose. The smell of it was intoxicating, a heady manly musk designed to call out to some womanly instinct deep down inside of me. I stuck my tongue out, and got my first taste of it, and I began kissing and licking the thick shaft.

“Open your mouth, Crystal,” Jayden said.

I obeyed, and stuck my tongue out, and Jayden placed the bulbous head of his cock in my mouth. I began greedily sucking on it. I’d never enjoyed the acting of sucking dick right up until this point. I felt like I could’ve carried on forever. My hands held onto Jayden’s tight butt and squeezed his cheeks. I tried taking as much of his cock into my mouth as I could, but I couldn’t go beyond half his massive length, so I sucked him like a lollipop instead.

“You like it baby?” Jayden asked.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, his cock muffling my voice.

“Ever seen a cock this big?” he asked.

I looked up at him and shook my head, my lips sealed around his dark shaft. I pulled off and went down to suck on his big balls, before licking my way back up. I would’ve expected most eighteen year old boys to have cummed by now. But it was clear by now that Jayden seemed to be built for this.

“Fuck me baby,” I said to him. “Put this big cock inside me.”

Jayden smiled and moved down, spreading my legs and kneeling between my thighs, positioning his thick cock against my slick opening. The touch of his tip against my clit made me gasp, and I spread my legs wider from him, ready to receive. Jayden lay down on me and our tongues came together once more, as I reached down to guide his manhood, my legs wrapping around him. He pushed, and slowly the head of his cock spread my lips apart and began its penetration, making my eyes widen. It was huge, and nothing even close to its girth had ever been inside me. I doubt I could’ve taken him if I wasn’t so incredibly aroused and wet. He took his time, letting my vagina stretch to accommodate his size.

“You’re so huge,” I moaned, as he began to push his cock inside.

Inch by inch his black monster started sliding inside of me, while I clung to him tightly, holding on. And then his cock hit my cervix and bottomed out inside of me. I couldn’t believe I’d taken all of his size within me. I’d never been filled up like this before. The feeling was exhilarating.

We kissed once more as he began thrusting, very slowly at first, letting my juices coat his cock. I moaned once more, the thrill of feeling his massive cock move in me was overwhelming. I was making noises I would never have expected from myself.

“It’s so deep,” I whispered to him.

Jayden began to properly fuck me now, thrusting in and out like a piston, his balls slapping against my perineum, the bed creaking with the momentum of his thrusts. Each time his cock dove deep into me my toes curled in heavenly sexual pleasure, my arms clutching him tightly. Who could’ve thought an eighteen year old would be capable of vigor and passion like this. Now I was acutely aware of the source of his arrogance and cockiness.

Jayden told me to get on all fours next, and I quickly obeyed. I stuck my ass up high in the air for him and he quickly pushed his cock into me once more. This time his cock touched me so differently, and it felt delightful in its own unique way. Jayden began pumping hard once again, destroying my married white pussy with his strong black cock, his balls slapping against my clit with each thrust. My wedding ring glittered on my finger as I clutched the bedsheet.

“I’m gonna cum,” Jayden said, breathing heavily.

“Cum inside me baby,” I moaned.

I was on prescribed birth control, and it just felt right. He was pounding me harder than ever now, slamming his cock deep inside me with every thrust. With a final slam he grunted and clutched my hips hard, and began cumming inside me. I felt his thick, warm cum squirt inside of me and fill me up, and slowly begin to drip down my thighs while his shaft pulsated within me. The sensation sent me reeling into another orgasm of my own, and I let out a loud moan of pleasure, collapsing onto the bed, permeated with heavenly pleasure.

That was when I saw in the mirror the reflection of the slightly ajar door to the room.

My husband Tim stood there in the dim light quietly, stroking his cock hard. Jayden turned my head around and kissed me passionately once more
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Tim Reed
As I was packing my things, ready to leave work for dinner, Mayor Bryant stepped out of his office.
“Sorry everyone, dinner’s been postponed to tomorrow, you can all go home,” he announced in his booming voice.
I took my phone out to call Crystal but then put it back into my pocket. I decided to give her a surprise instead, and then we could go to dinner.
When I drove up to the house I noticed Jayden’s car out front, and parked mine a bit up the road so she wouldn’t hear it in the living room. I walked down to the house and to the door, and swung it open, expecting to see her and Jayden on the living room couch where she’d been tutoring him. It was me who was caught off guard instead, because the living room was empty. I grew more confused because Jayden’s notebook and textbook were on the table, along with a pen. I walked to the couch, and a pit opened up in my stomach when I saw Jayden’s shorts lying on the carpet in front of the couch. What was going on?! My cock began to harden as my brain filled up with the possibilities. I had to find my wife and Jayden. I took a peek in the kitchen and out in the yard once more just to check, and I was at the foot of the stairs leading up when I heard it. Took me a couple of seconds to recognize Crystal’s voice, because I don’t think I had ever heard her make a noise like that before. The prolonged moan of lust made my cock strain against my pants. I felt light headed, and a bit nauseous. Cautiously I made my way upstairs, trying to be as quiet as possible. I didn’t know what I expected to see, and what I wanted to see at this point.
The door to our bedroom was open just a couple of inches, and I could hear panting and gasps and Crystal’s moans of pleasure. I stepped in front of the door and peeked in, and my life changed forever. My wife’s pale petite body lay under her hulking, muscular student. Her arms and legs were tightly wrapped around him, she was clinging on as his big, black cock hammered her pussy. Their lips were together, their tongues dancing together. I stood there, my eyes wide and my heart pounding in my chest, wondering what I was supposed to do and how I was supposed to feel at that moment. I needed time. My fantasy had come to life right in front of me on my own bed. My heart felt like it was being torn apart but at the same time I was more aroused than I’d ever been.
I did it on an impulse, and I didn’t even have time to feel ashamed about it. I unzipped and pulled my manhood out, and began masturbating at the show I was being gifted. I decided I was going to process everything at a later time.
It was the most intensely erotic thing I’d ever seen. The bed creaked as the eighteen year old boy thrust in and out of my wife, stretching her married pussy wide. He was probably reaching deeper inside of her than I ever could. I’d never made her moan the way she was moaning now. We had never kissed in the way they were kissing now. Watching the woman I love get fucked like this was the hottest thing I could’ve ever dreamed of.
Jayden told her to get on all fours and she obeyed without question. This didn’t even feel like the woman I’d known for all these years. He began pounding her, and I got a perfect view of her breasts heaving as the youngster slammed into her. I came when I heard her tell him to cum inside of her.
When they finished I quietly snuck away, and back out of the house. I sat in my car for an hour, jacking off three more times to what I had just witnessed. I parked at my driveway after Jayden drove off, and found Crystal in bed asleep, looking as innocent and angelic as ever. I climbed into bed and spread her legs, and buried my face in her pussy, worshipping it with my tongue.
“Mmm, welcome home baby,” she said, waking up and smiling at me.
I knew right then that things were never going to be the same.
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Honeymoon Cuckold: My Conservative Blonde Wife and My Alpha Black Bully’s BBC
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Nick

I was a lucky man, I thought as I looked at Brooklyn, who was walking in front of me, her blonde hair almost glowing in the light of the tropical Sun. She was wearing a small, blue swimsuit that clung closely to her shapely body. I couldn’t help but admire the way her round butt looked. Brooklyn turned around to look at me, still walking towards the resort.

“What is it?” she asked, smiling at me.

“Just counting my lucky stars,” I said. “I’ve got a beautiful wife, and I’m spending my honeymoon in this place. I don’t think I’ve ever been happier.”

Brooklyn stopped to let me catch up, and kissed me on the lips.

“We’re both lucky,” she said, putting her hand in mine. “Do you want to go back to the room and rest, or do you want to get something to eat first?”

“I think I want to hit the bed and just nap for a while. That was a lot more tiring than I had assumed,” I said, referring to the three hours of parasailing we’d both just done.

We were both walking on the beach, speaking up over the constant sound of the waves gently crashing a few feet away. The Sun was probably an hour and a half away from touching the horizon.

“It wasn’t that tiring,” Brooklyn said.

Brooklyn was much more physically fit than I was. Back home she made sure to hit the gym almost every single day, and her body was stunning as a result. That’s how she looked so goddamn amazing in the bikini she was wearing right now. I noticed the way her breasts jiggled every time she took a step.

I, on the other hand, wasn’t feeling a lot of self confidence in my swimming trunks. I was somewhat on the pudgy side of things, and I liked food much more than I liked exercise. My office job didn’t entail a lot of physical activity either, and so it was painfully obvious who the less attractive one was in this relationship for mine.

“You should go get something to eat while I take a nap,” I suggested to my wife.

“Hmm, you know what? That’s not too bad of an idea, I think I’ll do that.”

We had landed in Seychelles just one day ago for our week long honeymoon trip. It was a beautiful place, and getting to watch Brooklyn in bikinis was a joy to see. Back at home she always dressed fairly conservatively. I was quite surprised to see her rocking revealing swimwear like she had on right now, to be fully honest. I’d expected her to buy something like a one piece but I guess she had decided to pull all the stops for our honeymoon. Brooklyn had always been one of the modest women, even all the way back when I knew her in school.

Brooklyn and I were school friends, although we weren’t too close for most of our school life. I formed somewhat of a massive crush on her towards the end of school as we began to talk more, and it was after school ended that we made things official and became a couple. It helped that we both were trying to get into the same college, and so our relationship blossomed. I’d always known Brooklyn as a shy, conservative girl, and for the most part that’s what she was actually like privately as well. And she was drop dead gorgeous. I felt just as lucky now to be married to her as I did back then when we first fell in love. I knew she was way out of my league. If she was like the other girls at school or college, the ones who loved to fuck around and party and stuff, I doubt she’d ever have settled down with me.

When we got back to the room, Brooklyn changed into a blue sundress and headed out, while I fell into bed and quickly fell asleep.

It was close to eight when I woke up, and I quickly felt aware of the hunger in my stomach. I could hear the waves from the beach in our room. I called Brooklyn on the phone.

“Babe, where are you?” I asked.

I could hear dance music and a crowd in the background, and Brooklyn spoke in a raised voice over the din.

“Um, I’m at the beach, there’s like a party or something, I’m not sure what direction it is from the room. Ask them at the reception,” she said.

“Is there any food there?” I asked.

“Yeah, and drinks too! And you’ll never guess who I met here!” Brooklyn said cheerfully.

She sounded a little drunk.

“O-okay,” I said.

I got dressed in a loose shirt and shorts, and made my way to the reception to ask them about this beach party that was apparently going on somewhere nearby. I found it pretty quickly. There were a bunch of tiki torches all around a section of the beach. A DJ played house beats in a corner to a decent sized crowd of dancers; tourists and locals alike, and there were food stalls and drinks being served on one end. On one side were a bunch of tables and chairs, and I spotted Brooklyn sitting at one, accompanied by a large black man whose face I couldn’t make out because I was facing their backs.

I made my way through the crowd of dancers to the other side, and Brooklyn spotted me moving towards her table.

“There he is!” she pointed me out to the other man.

The large black man turned towards me as I neared the table, and I had to force myself to suppress the shock that had just hit me, from registering on my face.

“Big dick Nick! God damn it’s good to see you, man!” Daniel loudly proclaimed as he got up from the table and gave me a bro hug.

Daniel was almost half a foot taller than me, and much more muscular. When he let go of me it felt like I’d been squeezed by a hydraulic press. I looked up at his handsome, smirking face.

“Uh, Daniel! W-what are you doing here?”

“Sit down first, let’s get something to eat. We’ll catch up,” he said, reclaiming his seat beside Brooklyn.

I sat down on the opposing chair. Daniel smiled widely at me.

“God damn, I haven’t seen you since…”

“-after high school,” I answered.

“Damn, that’s right. Brooklyn here tells me that you two are on your honeymoon?” he said, raising his eyebrows at me. “Congratulations, man. Good on you for bagging this one.” He nudged Brooklyn and chuckled.

“Oh stop it,” Brooklyn said, laughing and nudging him in the shoulder in return.

“It’s rare to see a high school relationship last this long,” Daniel said. “Nick, why don’t you go get something to eat and drink?”

“Yeah sure,” I said, quickly getting up and walking away, feeling relieved to have a moment to gather myself once more.

Have you ever seen a drop of ink fall into water and spread, dark tendrils reaching out in all directions? Like wisps of smoke spreading through an empty room? That’s how I felt. It felt like meeting Daniel and watching him talk to my wife had ruined my whole honeymoon right there and then.
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‘Big Dick Nick.’

That was the nickname Daniel had developed for me back at school. I was four inches when erect but visibly, unusually small when flaccid. And Daniel made sure to let everyone know. It wasn’t like I was some sole target of his casual bullying, I was one amongst many casualties. He was the strongest of all of us, and the most good looking and confident, so none of us really stood up to him.

Once upon a time, things had been complicated between Brooklyn, Daniel and I. Daniel was one of the most popular guys at our school. He was the star football player, and he was handsome, and charming, and everything all the other guys wanted to be. Brooklyn was the shy, pretty girl in class. She wasn’t the most popular, in fact she was kind of nerdy at that time. It was after we’d both partnered together for a school event that we began talking, and I quickly developed a massive crush on her. We’d all turned eighteen as the senior year had drawn to a close, and I still hadn’t gathered the courage to ask her out, but we’d both started hanging out together, going to movies and stuff like that. Strictly as friends, still.

It was a few days before prom one day that I decided to pop by at her house when her parents were out, and decided to arrive early to give her a bit of a surprise. It had taken a lot of willpower, but I’d decided that it was going to be the day that I asked her to be my girlfriend. It was now or never, I thought. I dressed in what I thought at the same was my best, went out and bought some flowers, and headed to her house.

I opened the door quietly and snuck in, and walked around hoping to find her lounging on a couch watching Netflix or something. She was nowhere to be found downstairs so I walked up to her room, and I froze on the stairs when I heard it. That was her voice, I knew it. Even though I’d never heard it like this before. I could hear soft moans, and I quickly found myself getting erect, debating internally if I should turn around and leave, or do the wrong thing and see what she was doing. Was she masturbating? I pictured her riding a dildo, and I stealthed forwards. The door to her room was open a few inches, light from her room spilling out into the hallway outside.

“Oh, oh, oh, yes…” came her soft moans.

I gulped as I neared the door. This was so wrong, but I found myself almost unable to stop. I was already picturing Brooklyn naked in my mind. I crossed the irrevocable line, and peered into the room. What I saw changed me in some way, forever.
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“I’m doing principal photography and videography for this advertisement campaign down here,” Daniel said, taking a sip of his blue hued cocktail, lit by the dancing flames of the tiki torch near our table.

“That’s fascinating,” Brooklyn said, looking at him wide eyed while her lips sucked from the straw in her glass. “How long will you be here?”

“Just this week,” he replied. “I’m free tomorrow. If you guys are up for it we can go snorkelling in the afternoon, I know this guy down in the town who can take us to a pretty scenic coral reef on the other side of the island.”

“That sounds great, but we had this trip planned to the art museum,” I said, trying to sound as apologetic as I could.

“Yeah but snorkelling sounds so fun!” Brooklyn said. “We can go to the art museum later, right babe?”

I looked at her for a couple of seconds quietly, feeling exasperated on the inside. Why was she letting him ruin our honeymoon like this!?

“I guess,” I quietly said, and ate a bit of the shrimp on the plate in front of me.    

Daniel looked at me, his smile unfazed, and his eyes almost taunted me about the fact that my wife had just chosen him over me.

“Do you want to dance while Nick eats?” Daniel asked Brooklyn.

“Oh yeah, absolutely,” she piped up.

Daniel took her hand, and they both got off the table and walked into the crowd, before I could even react. I just stared stupidly, my mouth full of shrimp. This was just going from bad to worse.
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When I peered inside Brooklyn’s room I saw her on the bed. I saw her pale legs raised high up in the air, her feet swaying every time Daniel’s girthy cock thrust deep inside of her. For a long time I just stared, almost as if I was in a trance, without truly processing what my eyes were seeing. I watched Brooklyn’s pink pussy stretched wide, creaming on the thick black cock that was sliding in and out of it, eliciting soft moans of pleasure from her lips. I didn’t even know that Daniel and Brooklyn talked!

They were opposites in every way. Daniel’s dark skin against Brooklyn’s fair body looked so intensely erotic. Daniel was a big guy, easily over six foot three, and Brooklyn was a petite girl. I was surprised that his huge cock was able to fit inside Brooklyn’s tiny body. Every time their lips locked in passionate kisses, my heart rate shot through the roof as blood rushed to my cock, which was already fully erect. I stood and watched, my breathing heavy, my heart pounding in my chest. My cock was begging for attention and it took every bit of will power I had to resist whipping it out and stroking it to the real life porn show I was getting to witness.

Daniel began to thrust faster in and out of her, the slapping sound of his cock slamming inside of her filling up the room.

“Cum in me,” I heard Brooklyn moan.

They kissed once more, and I could see their tongues swirl together.

“You like that big black cock inside you, huh?” Daniel asked her.

“Yes daddy, I love it,” moaned my shy crush.

Daniel fucked her faster, before finally slamming his entire length inside of her. He groaned and I saw his thick shaft pulsate as he unloaded inside of Brooklyn. His cock stayed embedded inside of her and in a few seconds I saw his thick, milky cum start to drip out of her. My cock aching in my pants, I quickly backed away, making sure to make no noise, and I walked right out of her house.

As I rode my motorcycle back home, and the arousal started to die down, I finally had the sense to think about what I’d seen. It was the first time I’d seen anything like that, even in any sort of porn that I’d watched. And then the hurt hit, an intense sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. I threw the flowers I had on the side of the road. My crush was secretly fucking my bully.

A strong wave of betrayal washed over me. And I asked myself why I felt that way. I hadn’t asked her out yet, and she was free to fuck whoever she wanted. Why did I feel like this? Maybe it was the fact that I’d just been caught wildly off guard. Maybe somewhere in my head I’d assumed that the quiet, nerdy girl that Brooklyn was wouldn’t be into alpha jocks like Daniel. Maybe I was just angry because of how wrong I’d been proved. By the time I reached home, I also felt guilt at what I’d just done. I had no right to spy on Brooklyn like that in the privacy of her own home.

That night, when I masturbated thinking of Daniel’s massive cock stretching her pussy open, and the way they had wildly kissed, the guilt lessened. That was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.
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Watching my wife dance with Daniel brought back memories from all those years ago, and I found myself getting hard under the table, and I hated myself for it. They were both lit by the flickering torch light, and the way they were looking into each others’ eyes reminded me of them on that bed. I saw him put his arms around her, neither of them even looking at me, dancing on. Over the years, Daniel had grown even more big and muscular and intimidating, and Brooklyn looked tiny in front of him. I watched his big hands slide down to her round butt, and I could’ve sworn I saw him gently squeeze it. I couldn’t believe my honeymoon had turned south so quickly. He pulled her against him, and they danced like that, almost grinding against each other, for a minute before they walked back, and Brooklyn sat beside me this time. I noticed she was breathing heavily. I was mad at her, and at the same time my cock was still hard.

“Do you want to go back to the room?” I coldly asked her.

“Yeah sure babe,” she cheerfully replied.

For most of the day I’d been waiting until we got to bed at night. I couldn’t wait to make love to my new wife, but now I felt like all of that had been ruined. All I wanted to do was go to sleep, and try to rid my brain of all the memories that had come flooding back to me. But as soon as I’d shut the door behind me, Brooklyn was on me, and she’d pinned me against the door and kissed me wildly like we hadn’t kissed in years. I stood there still for a few seconds before I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her tightly to me, my anger at her and at Daniel blending with my passionate and lust for my gorgeous Brooklyn. She had no way to know how I felt.

In no time we were both in bed, and I slid her dress off her shoulders and unhooked her bra to reveal her perfect breasts, and I began sucking on one of her nipples, as she caressed my hair. She reached down inside my shorts and began stroking my four inch cock.

“You’re excited tonight,” she whispered to me.

I kissed her in return.

“It’s my honeymoon after all,” I said.

I wondered if she was comparing my cock to Daniel’s in her head. His had to be more than double my size. I’d give anything to read her thoughts right then. Within a minute I was on top of her, and I slid my cock inside of her after putting a condom on. I slowly began to pump in and out. The way Brooklyn had moaned with Daniel and asked him to cum inside of her was imprinted in my memory forever, and she’d never been like that with me. I wasn’t even allowed to enter her pussy without a condom on.

I tried my best to last as long as I could, remembering all that advice I’d absorbed from all those articles and youtube videos. I probably lasted a grand total of three minutes, before I was unloading into the condom. I knew I hadn’t satisfied Brooklyn, even though she’d never say it. I wondered once more if she resented me right then, if she’d rather have Daniel here in my stead.
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I still hadn’t asked Brooklyn to go out with me, a few weeks after the incident with Daniel. But we’d started hanging out together consistently enough that word spread around that we were probably together. That stung. I knew that she was seeing Daniel still. I wondered how many people knew about that.

I knew Daniel disapproved of Brooklyn being with me when he sent me that first batch of pics.

‘Think you can satisfy her with your little thing?’ read the text, and along with it were four pictures.

In the first one she was on all fours, and Daniel’s girthy shaft was embedded deep inside of her. The picture was taken in her room from his point of view, and it was a heavenly view. In the second and third she was on her knees, looking up at the camera with her pretty, blue eyes, her tongue out, licking the big black cock in front of her. If you knew Brooklyn you would’ve never expected the nerdy, sweet, shy blonde to be like this. The fourth was a selfie of them kissing, their tongues entwined passionately. Over the years it was probably that one to which I’ve masturbated the most.

I didn’t have the balls to ask Brooklyn out for another couple of months or so, and in the time we spent hanging out together and basically being as close to a couple as we could be without physical intimacy or things being official, she kept fucking Daniel, who made sure to taunt me about it relentlessly. I knew every time she fucked him because he’d send me pictures within a couple of hours.

Sometimes I’d be hanging out with her and she’d give me an excuse to go home, like telling me she wasn’t feeling well. And a couple hours later I’d get pictures of her sucking on his cock in her room. Each one would be accompanied by a text telling me I could never satisfy her, or that she wasn’t even going to feel my cock inside of her. It would sting every time, but it would also turn me on intensely. My first instinct when I saw the pictures was to delete them immediately, but something stopped me. And after I started getting off to them I started saving each one I got sent.
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“Are you sure we can’t just go to the art museum instead?” I asked Brooklyn one last time, watching her put a thin sundress on over her blue bikini.

In a while Daniel would be seeing my wife in it. For some reason that made me uncomfortable, even though he’d seen her fully naked before. But she wasn’t married to me then, I reasoned. It felt like another man seeing your wife semi nude was a whole different ball game.

“It’s going to be fun, babe, don’t worry,” Brooklyn replied, looking at the mirror as she fixed her hair.

It was a sunny day, and the wind felt cool as it swirled past us in the speeding Sedan Bridge Boat we were in. It was being piloted by a driver up in the small bridge area above, employed by Daniel’s friend who owned the boat. The three of us sat in the rear of the middle deck. Brooklyn looked like a goddess, the way the sunlight bounced off her blonde hair, whipping about in the cool wind. The water around us was a deep blue.

“There’s a place about 2 miles to the west of here, I swam there just last week, it’s absolutely beautiful!” Daniel said to Brooklyn, shouting over the noise of the engine.

He was already shirtless, in a pair of swimming shorts, flaunting the sizeable bulge of his flaccid cock. I could see Brooklyn’s eyes occasionally darting down to it. She was trying to be stealthy but she had no idea that I was looking out for it. I was also shirtless, but I didn’t look as attractive as either of them did.

“Have you ever driven a boat?” Daniel asked my wife.

“No,” Brooklyn replied.

Daniel gave her a wide smile.

“Garry!” Daniel called out to the pilot. “Stop the boat!”

The engines slowed and died down, and the boat slowed.

“Come on, let’s get up there,” he said to Brooklyn. “After you.”

“If we sink and get stranded in the middle of the ocean, it’s on you,” she replied, before grabbing onto the handrail and walking up the white stairs.

Daniel followed her, his eyes trained right at her ass. A gust of wind blew her sundress just enough to afford both of us a clear view of her ass and her bikini bottoms.

“You’re a lucky guy,” Daniel said, turning to me before following her up to the bridge.

I decided to also make my way up.

“Garry, go downstairs. Take a break for a while, I’ll handle things up here,” Daniel said to the pilot, who nodded and walked down. Daniel walked behind the wheel, and reached out to Brooklyn.

“Come on.”

Brooklyn held his hand and Daniel pulled her to him, and made her stand in front of the wheel.

“I’ll guide you, come on,” Daniel said, stepping closer to her and guiding her hand to the wheel. “The other one goes right onto the throttle.”

He held her other hand and led it to the throttle and she grasped it.

“That stick right there is for the side thrusters. And this one cuts the engine off,” he said.
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Brooklyn

“Now, slowly turn the throttle up,” Daniel said, almost directly into my ear.

He was so close to me that it was sending shivers up my spine. His hand over mine, I slowly raised the lever, and I heard the engines spring back to life below, and the boat started moving once more. His touch brought back memories. I felt my nipples get hard inside my bikini top. I tried my best to not visibly react to him.

“This screen right here shows our position on the GPS,” Daniel said, pointing at a screen to the right.

As he did, he moved closer against me and I felt his bulge press up in between the cheeks of my butt. My eyes went wide and I gasped, before quickly regaining composure. I wondered if Nick had noticed, he was sitting behind us at 4 o’ clock. I dared not turn back and check. The feeling of Daniel’s massive thing against my butt brought back vivid memories from when him and I were eighteen. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been thinking about it since last night when I ran into him.

Back then I was almost like a slave to him. Being the way I was with him was the most out of character thing I’d ever done in my entire life. To the entire world I was the nerdy, good, Christian girl. In fact I’d never have thought that a guy like him would ever have any sort of interest in a girl like me. I’d been raised very conservative, and I think my parents would’ve exploded at the idea of me being with a black guy. But when Daniel had first started texting me I’d felt so excited. Like every other girl I’d always found him exceedingly handsome.

The first time when he fucked me it hurt. I’d never had sex before, but then it quickly became so addictive, and I found myself always wanting more. Soon I was always at his beck and call. When I started talking to Nick and hanging out with him I felt a bit guilty. I had an inkling that he wanted to be my boyfriend, and I liked him too, and that meant that I should’ve probably stopped seeing Daniel, but every time he’d text me I’d rush to wherever he wanted me. Every time my parents were out I’d call him over, and I’d lose myself in the pleasure of his massive black cock for hours on end.

In a way he had ruined me. If I’d never been with him I’d never have realized what sex could feel like, and the ways in which Nick couldn’t live up to someone like Daniel. After Nick finally asked me out I forced myself to stop, and I finally had a nice boyfriend I could bring home to my conservative parents.

My heart beat shot straight up into the sky, and my mouth went dry as I felt a growing warmth between my thighs. Even after all these years my body was reacting to Daniel’s cock just like it had when I was eighteen.

“Okay, we need to turn starboard just a little,” he softly said to me, gently nudging his bulge into my butt.

Another gasp almost escaped from my lips.

“Which way’s that?” I asked.

“That one,” he said, chuckling, putting his hand on my right hand.

“Okay,” I nodded.

I could feel that familiar, massive cock getting harder against my butt, and my thoughts were becoming cloudy. I could feel wetness in my bikini bottoms. After a couple of minutes Daniel moved his hands to my waist, and gently held it, right in front of my husband. I kept waiting for him to say something, but he stayed quiet. I blushed furiously, and I dared not look at him.

“We’re here,” Daniel said after a few minutes. “Let’s go downstairs and get ready.”

Daniel stepped away from me and walked down the stairs casually, and I got my first look at Nick. He was standing up, waiting for me to go down the stairs first, and he was looking away, his face very red. I looked down and one of his hands was in front of his trunks. Was...was he trying to hide a bulge? It couldn’t be, I said to myself, as I walked down the stairs.

We snorkelled for an hour and a half, not straying too far from the boat. The water was incredibly clear under the surface, and there was a coral reef right below us, teeming with hundreds of fish of all sorts. Daniel and I free dived a little, holding our breaths for a couple minutes or more. Nick surface snorkeled, he wasn’t too good of a swimmer to free dive.

When I got tired I swam back up to the boat and climbed up. Nick was still in the water and hadn’t noticed me getting out, so I thought I’d let him enjoy a few more minutes while I got dressed. I went into the salon, grabbed my dress and walked down the narrow side corridor to the shower area in the lower deck, and turned the water on. As I was shutting the water off after a minute the door opened, and Daniel stepped into the small shower area with me, making me gasp with shock. I tried to cover myself up with my hands.

“Mind if I shower too for a minute?” he said, flashing me a cheeky smile before lowering his swimming shorts and stepping out of them.

His huge, semi-erect penis bounced out, and touched my stomach, warm, veiny and black.

“Daniel...you can’t…” I began but he cut me off.

“I know you want to. You’re the same as you were back then,” he said, reaching out and taking my hand and bringing it to his cock.

Almost out of long lost habit, my fingers went around it and I found myself giving it a gentle squeeze, feeling the sheer heft of it in my palm, its softness and warmth, and the way I could feel his pulse in it. It started to get hard in my grasp. Only at that moment, as Daniel turned the shower back on and covered us both in the stream of cool water, did I realize how much I had missed his big, black cock.

I looked up at him, and bit my lip, and he leaned down and planted his lips on mine as I held his cock with both hands and began bringing it to life fully. It was like being switched to autopilot, like having a primal instinct take control of my entire body, and soon his tongue was in my mouth and mine in his, and I was a nerdy eighteen year old girl again.

“Brooklyn?” I heard Nick calling out from the deck, his voice muffled.

I heard the sound of him knocking on a door. Daniel pulled away, leaving my heart pounding in my chest and my mouth watering.

“Come to my room when we get to the resort. I’ll text you the number,” he said.

Daniel planted one more kiss on my lips before leaving, and I quickly dried off, put on my dress and followed him.

“Sorry, must’ve accidentally locked it on my way in,” I heard Daniel tell Nick.

I met Nick as I walked up to the salon.

“What were you doing?” he said, looking miffed.

“I was taking a shower,” I replied.

“Did Daniel do something?” he asked, looking intensely into my eyes.

I found myself looking away.

“No, I...I didn’t see him,” I said, and I walked out onto the deck.

The ride back to the resort felt a lot quieter than the ride to the reef had been. Nick got off the boat first and didn’t really talk to me until we got to the room. I expected he would bring up Daniel rubbing his bulge against me in the bridge but he didn’t. Much to my gratefulness.

“Do you want to go grab some lunch?” I asked.

“Not hungry,” he quietly replied, laying down on the bed. “I think I’ll just sleep for a bit. You can go ahead if you want.”

I sat on the bed and pulled my phone out of my bag.

‘34. See you,’ the text from Daniel read.

I turned and looked back at Nick, who was lying with his back to me. The feeling of Daniel’s girthy black cock in my hands came back to me. I was on my honeymoon, I thought. There was no way I could do this.

‘You’ll never get another chance to be with him,’ a voice said in my head.

And it was right. Nick and I didn’t live in our hometown, and neither did Daniel. And Nick would never have to know. I bit my lip once again, remembering how I’d kissed him in the shower. My pussy twitched. I’d already gone so far.

By the time I stood in front of the door to room 34, I felt like my panties had been soaked from the juices I was producing. I hadn’t been this aroused since I was eighteen. My heartbeat was a loud drum in my ears. I gulped, and reached out and knocked a couple of times. I waited a few seconds. The door opened, and the beautiful, sculpted body of a fully naked Daniel stood before me. I almost pounced on him, and he wrapped his big arms tightly around my little body as our lips met, and our tongues began battling passionately. My eyes were shut, and we both stood there for a few minutes, my arms feeling his body and his hands doing the same to mine, while we kissed.

“God I missed you,” Daniel said, finally pulling away.

He grabbed me by my butt and lifted me up, and I wrapped my legs around him and kissed him once more as he carried me to the bed. I’d missed this feeling so much. The sensation of pure submission to an alpha black man. The natural womanhood inside me demanded it and had been derived of it all these years. As he carried me, I could feel the girthy monster slide under my pussy. Daniel laid me on the edge of the bed, and stood right in front of me so that his cock rubbed against my face.

I breathed deeply, inhaling the manly scent of it. It was so different than how my husband Nick smelled. The smell of Daniel’s cock was an intoxicating cocktail that sent me into an even heightened state of arousal. My pussy was dripping wet now, as I felt the warmth of his cock on my cheeks and my lips, and my nose.

“Missed this?” Daniel asked me, and I quietly nodded.

He rubbed the shaft across my face, and slapped my cheek gently with it.

“Such a good girl, aren’t you?” he said.

That was exactly the sort of language he’d used back then to keep me happily on his leash. My heart fluttered hearing those words again.

“I am,” I cooed.

Daniel reached down and pulled my sundress off me, leaving me in my bikini underneath. One of my hands went down into the bottoms and I began to rub my pussy and give it some of the attention it had been begging for, while my other hand came up to Daniel’s cock and began to stroke the thick black monster. Daniel leaned over and undid my bikini top and threw it onto the bed, revealing my breasts to his eyes. For some reason I found myself feeling shy, even though I knew he’d seen all of me there was to see before. The warmth between my thighs had grown into a raging flame. I needed him inside of me.

I squeezed the shaft in my hand. My fingers could never go all the way around it, it was so thick. All of this felt so intimately familiar. I moved my hand up and down, feeling his cock get fully erect, a thing of beauty.

“Open your mouth, baby,” he said.

I obeyed, and stuck out my tongue, looking up at his handsome face expectantly, just like I had so many times before. Daniel placed the head of his cock onto my tongue, and I began to lick it, still looking into his eyes, tasting the delicious, manly, bulbous cock head. Then I wrapped my lips around it and began sucking on it gently, while my hand went to his balls and began fondling them.

I never really enjoyed giving Nick a blowjob but with Daniel it was so different. Just like it had been back then. Maybe it was the way he smelled or tasted, or the way my hands felt full when I held his cock, but I actually wanted to suck him and lick him and taste him. I held his cock and kissed my way from the tip of his shaft, down to his big black balls. I took one of them into my mouth and began sucking on it, something that I had never done for Nick at all. And then the other one. I moved back up to the head and opened my mouth wide and took it in once more.

“God you look so pretty,” Daniel said, stroking my hair as he gently fucked my mouth.

The girth of his cock meant that it was impossible for me to fit more than four inches of his cock into my mouth, but I tried my best to. As I bobbed my head up and down on his shaft trying to take more of it, I noticed the way my wedding ring glinted in the sunlight from the window, on my finger as I stroked his black cock. I looked up into his eyes. He looked hungrier than I’d ever seen him back then. I was just as hungry for him. Daniel reached out and picked his phone up from the bedside table, and took a photo of me. I didn’t tell him to stop.

“Lie back, spread your legs baby,” Daniel commanded me, dragging my soaking wet panties down my legs and throwing them on top of my bikini top on the floor.

This was it. I was going to cheat on my pathetic, wimpy husband on my honeymoon with Daniel, a real alpha man. The thought made me feel no guilt, maybe that would come later. But right now all I wanted and needed was that black cock inside of me. And I was going to feel it in me.

I lay back on the bed, and spread my legs far apart for Daniel, who stepped closer, between my thighs, and lined the massive head of his cock with my pink pussy. I was always amazed to watch it go in. I don’t think anyone would’ve thought that my pussy was capable of taking a cock like Daniel’s, looking at the size difference between us. Daniel laid down on top of me, and we both started passionately kissing once more as the head of his cock rubbed up against my pussy, spreading my juices around. Every time it went over my clit a shock of delightful lightning went thundering through my nerves. I wrapped my pale arms and legs around his muscular, strong, black body, and prepared myself for the ride.

He pushed the head of his cock against my opening, and it slowly slid in. I was so wet and ready for him.

“Oh yes daddy…” I groaned.

Slowly the head of his cock stretched my pussy. I’d sorely missed feeling fulfilled in a way like this. He held my hands, our fingers intertwining as our tongues came together once more. I didn’t remember the last time I’d made love to Nick with such intense passion.

“I love your little pussy,” Daniel whispered into my ear.

“I love your cock,” I replied.

My pussy took a little time to accommodate his massive size once more, after only having Nick’s four inch cock for years. His massive cock inched its way inside of me, stretching me like I hadn’t been in a long time, creating a whirlwind of intense sensations rushing through my body, originating from my soaking wet pussy. I could hear just how I wet Daniel had made me from the wet squishing sounds coming from my pussy as it took his cock. My mind was filled with fog and the only thing that felt real was the cock pleasuring me. I could feel an intense orgasm begin to build already, as it bottomed out inside of me.

“Fuck you’re still so tight,” Daniel said.

I moaned, as he began to slowly fuck me, and my hands went down and squeezed his tight butt. As he increased his pace I felt my orgasm approach quickly, and my moans rose in volume and pitch as it neared. In just a couple of minutes Daniel was pounding me just like he used to back then, and the wet clapping sounds of our passionate lovemaking filled the room, along with my wild, wanton moans.

“I’m gonna cum,” I moaned for the first time in years, gripping Daniel’s dark body tightly. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

A hurricane of an orgasm hit me, and sent me straight into another world as I began to tremble and quake under Daniel, who didn’t stop his thrusting, and made me scream with the delight that was electrifying my nerves. Daniel finally stopped and gave me some time to breathe. It took me a few minutes to regain my senses and float back down to earth.

“Just like the old days,” Daniel said, kissing me.

Daniel slowly pulled out, the friction sending sparks up my spine and the absence of it leaving my pussy wanting. His shaft glistened from my juices.

“Get on all fours,” he said to me, and I immediately obeyed, offering up my ass in the air for his pleasure, my pussy gaping from his girth.

He held my ass and quickly pushed his cock into my hungry, married pussy once more, and resumed pounding me, and I resumed moaning, my mind clouding over from the intense sensations one more time. I could feel my breasts heaving from his thrusts. I shut my eyes and let the sensations take over me.

The only thing I could focus on was Daniel’s thick cock plunging in and out of me. I have no idea how much time had passed before I heard Daniel speak.

“Take a seat, watch your wife,” Daniel said, giving my ass a hard slap; sweet pleasure pain spreading from the impact.

I was so overwhelmed by the fucking that I was receiving that I couldn’t process what was happening, it didn’t occur to me to look to the doorway and see who Daniel had said that to. Things became clearer when Nick sat on the chair beside the bed, facing us, and I looked into his eyes as he stroked his hard cock. It was as if I was in a dream. It was hard to absorb what was going on. Was my husband really just sitting in front of me watching his new wife get fucked by a huge black man? Was he really masturbating to it?

The more I looked into his eyes, the more I felt something. And I wondered if he felt it too.

“Oh fuck, fuck...oh God,” I senselessly moaned, looking right at Nick.

A connection between us, something incredibly deep. Neither of us said a word but I knew we both felt it in that moment, as Daniel’s girthy black cock pounded my little pussy. I don’t think I’d ever felt closer to Nick than I did in that moment. We were both completely vulnerable. I knew he loved me, and I loved him.

Every time Daniel slammed into me, his balls would slap against my clit and make my entire body twitch with the burst of pleasure it sent through me.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum. Where do you want it?” he said.

I stared into Nick’s eyes.

“Cum inside me,” I whispered back.

The clapping of our bodies increased in pace as Daniel thrust faster, and I thrust my ass back at him, trying to take him as deep as I could. Another orgasm was quickly building within me as well. My body was ablaze with pleasure.

Daniel grunted and held my hips firmly as he embedded his cock balls deep into me, and I felt the pulsing of his cock as he started squirting his warm, thick milk right into my married pussy. That was enough to trigger my own orgasm, and I moaned loudly, unashamed, as my pussy began to squeeze and milk Daniel’s cock once more, and my entire body trembled and quaked in front of my husband.

“Kiss me,” I said.

Nick looked at me for a second before he stood up and walked to me, and sat in front of me, his face a few inches from mine. The entire time I could feel Daniel emptying his balls into my pussy. Nick leaned in and our lips locked, and our tongues came together in what was the deepest, most loving, most erotic kiss we had ever shared with each other.
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Nick

I was woken up from my nap by the sound of a text message. I looked at my phone to see the preview. It was from Daniel. I was already regretting giving him my number when he asked for it on the boat. I groaned and unlocked my phone to check the text.

My blood turned to water as the picture filled the screen. It was like reliving a dream from when I was eighteen. My wife’s pink lips were stretched wide around Daniel’s girthy black cock, and her innocent blue eyes were looking straight up at the camera. Her wedding ring glinted on her finger around the thick shaft. My cock immediately began to get hard.

I refused to believe it. There was no way my new wife, the love of my life, had cheated on me on the third day of our honeymoon. It was impossible. Below the picture was another text.

‘Room 34. Come take a look.’

I looked at the picture. Something about it was mesmerizing. It sparked something inside of me but it made me feel so worthless and angry and jealous, all at the same time. I had to go check.

They’d left the door ajar a few inches, and I could hear her moans outside of the room. A couple passing by giggled as they heard the loud sounds of my wife being pleasured. It felt oddly like that first time I’d spied on Brooklyn getting fucked by Daniel. I quietly stepped in, and walked towards the source of the sounds. I peeked around the doorway at the bed, and there they were. She was on all fours, her ass up in the air and Daniel’s massive cock plunging in and out of her. He was pounding her, and she was moaning like I could never have made her moan. My heart sank, and at the same time a deep, potent arousal permeated every cell inside of me.
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We came back from the Seychelles changed. When we’d run into Daniel on the second day, I’d been sour and I couldn’t help but feel like our honeymoon had been ruined. But when I had kissed my wife and sucked on her tongue while Daniel pumped his thick, alpha seed inside of her...I had realized that we couldn’t have possibly felt closer to each other than we did right then.
Daniel made love to my wife multiple times every day until it was time for us to leave, and I watched every single time. He fucked her in every position I could’ve imagined, and he fucked her better than I ever could, and I had the most powerful orgasms of my life watching my wife get pleasured. The way she’d look at me while his cock was inside her almost made me cum every time. By the time we got back we both knew we were addicted. I came clean to her about the time I’d spied on her, and she forgave me. As I type this up I can hear her in the upstairs bedroom, making love to Daniel who’s here on a weekend trip. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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Denise

“He’s arriving tomorrow,” I reminded Gareth, who was in charge of the dormitories at our college.

He looked up at me over his glasses, and shrugged.

“Look, Denise, I’m sorry alright? I don’t know how this happened, I’ll have to look into it, but for now all I can tell you is that we don’t have a space for him! You guys are going to have to make separate arrangements for him. It’s not like I’m going to kick a student out for him, you know?”

I sighed. He was right.

“Fine. Okay, I’ll see what I can do,” I said, walking away.

As I walked through the corridors of the college building, I quickly racked my brain trying to search for an answer. Going to Jo seemed like the best alternative. This was the sixth year since the exchange program had started and I clearly remembered something similar happening in the third year, when I started teaching at the college. Just like right now a clerical error meant that the visiting student didn’t have a place to stay on campus, and Jo had stepped up and hosted the student at her home with her husband.

I found a quiet corner and dialled Jo as students walked past me, talking among themselves, enjoying the late summer afternoon. Jo picked up at the second ring and I explained the entire situation. The student was supposed to fly in tomorrow and the college as of this point, had no place to house him.

“I’d love to help out, Denise, honestly, but I’m not living in my house right now! We’re living with Dan’s parents because our house is being renovated, remember?”

I remembered now.

“Oh that’s right,” I said. “ Can’t believe I forgot. Jo,do you have any ideas? I feel like I’m really lacking options at this point. Should I book this kid a hotel or something?”

“Hmm,” Jo said, and there was silence from the other end for a few seconds. “You could just host him at your home! You guys have a couple of spare bedrooms right?”

Somehow the idea hadn’t even crossed my mind up till that point.

“Yeah...we do! You’re right, he can stay over at our place at least until the whole situation is sorted!” I said cheerfully.

I was just happy to finally have a solution to the conundrum.

“Thank you so much, Jo!” I chirped into the phone.

“Don’t mention it,” Jo replied.

A bit past six I came home, and went up to have a shower. My husband Hank usually came home an hour after I did, and I was wondering how he was going to react to the news that we were going to have to share our home with an eighteen year old Danish boy for who knows how long. I didn’t expect him to make a scene or get mad or anything. After all, we did have spare rooms, and it’s not like it would be a massive intrusion into our privacy or something. The boy would probably want to spend most of his time outside of college outside sightseeing, meeting people and stuff like that. That’s what I would do if I was an eighteen year old boy in a foreign city.

Hank came home as I started working on dinner, and he walked to the kitchen and hugged me from behind, kissing my cheek.

“Hey honey,” he said. “How’s your day been?”

“Stressful,” I replied. “What about yours?”

“The usual. Pretty boring,” he said.

“Listen, wash up and come down here again okay? We need to talk,” I said, turning to look at him.

He paused and looked at me.

“What about? Sounds scary.”

I chuckled.

“You’ll find out.”

In an hour we were both sitting at the dinner table, eating.

“So, what did you want to talk about?” Hank asked.

“Right. You know about the foreign exchange program we have, right?”

Hank nodded.

“Yeah, with that Danish college. I remember.”

“Well, tomorrow one of those students is supposed to fly in, and someone messed up at the college so there’s no space for him in the campus, and so some other arrangements had to be made for him.”

“I see where this is heading,” Hank said. “He’s gonna be camping here, isn’t he?”

His face was devoid of any discernible emotion, I couldn’t really read how he felt about the whole thing. I looked at him and nodded quietly.

“For how long?” he asked.

“I’m not sure. Until the situation at the dormitory gets sorted out, I suppose. Maybe a couple of days, maybe a week,” I said.

“I mean...we have spare rooms, I guess it’s alright. Especially if there’s no other option, right?” Hank said, putting another spoonful of curry into his mouth.

I sighed with relief.

“I didn’t know how you were going to react, to be honest,” I said.

“What, like get mad or something? Come on,” he said, chuckling through his mouth full of dinner.

He was right, getting mad would’ve been pretty uncharacteristic of him. But then again, it was pretty unfair to be asked to deal with someone coming over the very next day and sharing your home with you for an indefinite period of time. Hank was always a pretty mild mannered man, and I found that quality pretty attractive. He always had a cool head. He was a funny guy, and he always knew how to make me laugh. We had met through mutual friends when he was 28 and I was 24, and we had married each other two years later. And it had been a pretty fulfilling ride since then.

The next afternoon, just after a class, I was sitting at my desk in my office, my heel tapping the floor as I waited for our new guest. A couple of junior staffers had been sent to the airport to receive him and bring him to the college. It was around 2 when I got the text from one of the staffers. They’d just arrived and they were going to meet me in the cafeteria. I quickly walked out of my office and made my way there.

Hank could never see why I took this program so seriously. I tried to make sure that everything was perfect, if I was involved in any capacity. But it was bigger than that. It was about the image of our college on an international stage as well. The idea of exchange students going back to Europe and complaining about our standards here sent me into a heightened state of anxiety.

As I turned the corner of the corridor leading to the cafeteria, I bumped into a tall, strong built man.

“Excuse me, I’m so-...uh, sorry!” I said, looking up at him.

It was his exceedingly handsome face that had given me pause. This was a very good looking, young black man.

“Oh hey Denise, there you are!” said Hayley, peeking out at me from behind him.

Hayley was one of the staffers who had to go to the airport. Which meant this handsome young man with her was the student.

“This is Jonas. Jonas, this is Mrs Tiller. She’s going to be taking care of you during your stay here. If you have any questions about anything, make sure to approach her.”

“Good to meet you, Mrs Tiller,” Jonas said, pulling me into a snug embrace, and kissing my cheek, catching me off guard as I was about to reach out to shake his hand.

As his arms went around my body and his muscular, large form enveloped me, I felt a gentle warmth between my legs. His voice had just the faintest hint of a Danish accent.

“You can call me Denise,” I quickly said as Jonas retreated.

As I looked up at him I saw his eyes travel down to the neck of my dress, taking their time admiring my cleavage. We made eye contact and he gave me a slight, cocky smile. I looked away, a faint blush creeping up on my cheeks. This was one really good looking eighteen year old.

“Mrs Tiller, I have to report to the office right now, can you take over from here?” Hayley said.

“Um yeah, sure. No problem,” I said.

“Alright, thanks! See you around, Jonas,” she said.

They exchanged cheek kisses too, and she walked away quickly.

“You must be hungry, when was the last time you ate?” I asked Jonas.

“Just a small lunch in the plane. I could use some food,” he said.

“This way,” I gestured for him to follow, and began walking.

I noticed several girls in the hallway and cafeteria eyeing Jonas lustfully as we passed. Five minutes later we were sitting at one of the tables in the cafeteria, and Jonas had a warm plate full of fries, eggs and noodles in front of him.

“Do you teach here?” he asked me, before starting to eat.

“Yes, history,” I quietly said, refusing to hold eye contact with him while he stared intently into my eyes.

“The students here are very lucky then.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“They have such a beautiful teacher teaching them,” he said, smiling.

“I-uh...thank you, Jonas,” I stuttered.

The blush crept up my cheeks again. Why was this teenager having such an effect on me? I was a married woman! I wondered if he was trying to flirt with me or if being this open with your college professors was a normal thing in Europe.

For the rest of the half hour we spent at the cafeteria, I tried to keep the conversation about him; where he was from, if he knew anyone in the US, how different his college was from this one, and a ton of other things. I was always fascinated by the differences between the life people lived here versus a nation like Denmark. I had a trip to Denmark planned for next year, I told him. He told me about the places to visit, and I noticed the way his eyes were lingering on my neck and my chest. For the most part of our conversation Jonas held my eyes, but ever so often his eyes strayed down. I noticed him staring at my lips, my neck and my cleavage. It sent shivers through my body, for some reason.

“Do you want a tour of the college or do you want to take the day off and rest?” I asked him, as we walked out of the cafeteria.

“I’d like to rest, if that’s alright,” he said. “It’s been a long, stressful trip after all.”

“You’ll be staying at my house with my husband and I, until we can fix for a more...proper accommodation here at the campus,” I informed him.

“Is that so? Huh. I don’t think it’s a problem at all, Denise,” he said.
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Hank

I came home and hugged Denise as she worked on dinner, just like every night.

“How was work?” she asked me, turning around to kiss my cheek.

“Boring as hell,” I replied.

“That’s good,” she said. “Our new guest is upstairs, resting. His name is Jonas.”

“Why can’t they call a J a J and be done with it?” I said, rolling my eyes. “‘Yonas,’ sooo exotic and foreign,” I mocked. “Can’t wait to meet him.”

“Oh drop it,” Denise said, chuckling.

I walked away and towards the bedroom, and as I turned to face the stairs, I came face to face with a tall, exceedingly handsome, young black man.

“Y-You must be Jonas?” I shakily said.

For some reason, when I had pictured the aforementioned ‘Danish exchange student,’ I had pictured a meek, bespectacled young white teenager. I found myself shocked as I stared at the bulging muscles in this young hulk’s arms, on display out of his gray tank top.

“Yes, and you’re Hank, Denise’s husband?” he said, reaching out and embracing me tightly.

Jonas was probably half a foot taller than me. He had to be about six foot four or somewhere around it. This was the guy my wife and I were going to share our house with for who knows how long?!

"Yes, yes," I said, as Jonas let go of me once more.

"Nice to meet you," he said with a slight accent.

"You too. I'll just go get...uh, freshened up, we'll talk when I come down," I said, quickly hurrying up the stairs once again.

I wiped the foggy mirror above the sink after washing my face, and looked at my reflection. I felt a degree of shame that I felt threatened, intimidated by an eighteen year old. He was a first year college student, for god’s sake.

I was born and raised in a small Louisiana town. The only black people or people of any ethnicity other than white that I saw were people just passing through the town on some rare occasions. It was the same with my wife Denise, who was a conservative Christian woman raised in a similar town in the midwest. I wondered if she was as intimidated by this young black hunk as I was. We were by no means racist or anything like that, it’s just that we were...unaccustomed.

And I would be lying if I said that this was the only thing making me feel uncomfortable about sharing my house with a handsome, muscular black man. The thing is, ever since I was a young teenager I’d been watching porn. And as I grew up I discovered interracial porn, and just like any other guy raised in white america, I developed a bit of a fascination. I discovered cuckolding while I was still a teenager, and it became a bit of a latent fantasy for me, and I found that it turned me on more than anything else. Fantasizing of having sex with the prettiest girl at school was a turn on for me, but not as much of a turn on as imagining her having sex with a hunky black guy.

I was deeply ashamed of this little secret of mine, and many times I tried my best to rid myself of this shameful kink, but I failed. When I fell in love with Denise I told myself that I wouldn’t watch anymore cuckolding porn, or read any more stories. I told myself that again when we got engaged, and I tried to tell myself the same thing when we got married, but I kept coming back to it. Of course, I made sure that Denise never had any opportunity to figure this secret out. I wouldn’t know what to do if she ever found out.

Being in love with Denise so deeply, and marrying her, I found that she became the object of these fantasies. It made me feel so ashamed, but the eroticism I felt was more intense by a measure of magnitudes. I’d lock myself in the bathroom and pull up an interracial cuckold video on the phone, and fantasize of my beautiful, innnocent wife being pleasured by a hulking black man with a massive cock, doing a better job than I ever could. Denise was a gorgeous woman, and I loved making love to her, but the orgasms I’d get from imagining her being fucked by a muscular black man were so much stronger than when I was with her.

It didn’t help that our lovemaking wasn’t anything too adventurous. Denise was raised in a conservative household just like mine, and some could call her a bit of a prude. And I never wanted to force her to push her boundaries, I was happy enough to be married to a stunning goddess like her. I wasn’t anything of a sexual champion myself either. And now my wife and I had to share our house with a young, black stud who looked like someone straight out of one of my fantasies, or one of the porn videos I got off to four times a week.

As I put on a shirt and a pair of shorts in the bedroom, the image of my beautiful, petite wife’s gorgeous body under Jonas entered my mind. I rebuked myself for even thinking of it, within just half an hour of having met the teenager, while blood rushed to my cock at the thought.

When I walked downstairs, Jonas was helping Denise set the dinner table. They were cheerfully talking about something, I couldn’t really focus. My brain was serving me images of them together.

‘Imagine her on the kitchen counter, her skirt around her waist,’ said a voice wordlessly somewhere within my mind. ‘Imagine him between her legs, his big, black cock embedded deep inside your wife’s pussy. Imagine her beautiful voice moaning and gasping as they kiss deeply.’

I began to get a proper erection, and I quickly took a seat at the dinner table before either of them could notice.

“So where do you work?” Jonas asked me, as we began to eat.

“Congruent. I’m a software engineer,” I said.

“As in the mobile processor company? Cool.”

“The very same, yeah,” I replied.

For the most part throughout dinner, Jonas wasn’t very interested in me, save for a few questions here and there. Neither was Denise. This wasn’t very unlike her, she was always extra interested in people. Especially if they were from somewhere else; another place, another culture, another religion, you name it. Jonas was -very- interested in her, as I could tell from where his eyes were roving. And he wasn’t being very subtle either.

I was somewhat used to Denise being admired like this. She always got stared at and had men and women turning their heads wherever she went. It always turned me on a little, to know how desired my wife was. The fact that Jonas was doing it right in front of me was what was getting to me. And Denise, like always, didn’t seem to be noticing the attention. I always wondered if she chose to ignore it, or never noticed in the first place. I did notice her eyes drift to Jonas’s bulging biceps a few times as they talked, though. My cock stayed in a state of semi erection for the entire duration of the dinner.
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Denise

As we ate dinner I talked to Jonas about everything from the weather back at his home to his aspirations for the future. He was pretty funny, and well spoken and I was quite enjoying talking to him. I had to remind myself to finish my dinner in between talking to him. I did notice that Hank was unusually quiet, focusing on his own plate and only occasionally throwing furtive glances at Jonas or me. I assumed he was just tired from work. Or maybe he wasn’t very comfortable with the presence of an almost complete stranger at our dinner table, which I understood completely.

Jonas finished dessert as I was clearing the rest of the table, and stood up from the table.

“I think I’ll go up and rest now, maybe take a shower,” he said to me.

“Yeah sure, no problem,” I replied. “If you need anything at all just call my number or give a shout from the door.”

“Alright, will do. Goodnight Hank, sleep well,” he said.

“Uh, yeah you too,” Hank replied quickly.

Jonas walked to me.

“That was a great dinner, Denise. Goodnight,” he said, hugging me.

I’d been caught off guard again, enveloped in the strong arms of the large eighteen year old. And then Jonas went one step further, and my eyes went wide as I felt his hands go straight down to my butt and give it a firm squeeze. The first thought that entered my head was if Hank had noticed. We were standing with our sides to him, and I quickly glanced at him, and he was staring down at where Jonas had his hands, looking astonished. Oh God.

Jonas stepped back, smiled at me and then began walking to the stairs on the way to the guest room above. I went back to cleaning up the plates, waiting for Hank to mention what he had just seen. But it didn’t happen.

“I’ll watch some TV before I come to bed,” he said, walking to the living room.

“Alright,” I said weakly, wondering why he hadn’t said anything yet.

I told myself that he probably didn’t notice it happen, it was entirely possible. I realized that the warmth I’d felt in the afternoon when Jonas had hugged me was back between my thighs, stronger this time. Alongside it I felt a pang of guilt. My husband Hank was sitting in the next room, for Christ’s sake. Why was Jonas affecting me like this?

Ten minutes later I walked up to our bedroom. As I was about to open the door, I paused. Jonas was probably in bed.

‘It would be polite to ask him if he needed anything, right?’ a thought popped up inside my head.

‘Of course,’ I thought.

So I walked to the door, turned the knob and stepped inside, looking at the bed. But Jonas wasn’t there. He was standing in front of the door to the bathroom, looking at me, taken aback momentarily by my intrusion. And he was completely naked, and wet from his shower, wiping his arms with a towel. It took me a couple of seconds to process what I was seeing, and my eyes scanned the dark, muscular, bare body in front of me. From the broad, well defined chest to the abs and biceps, and the thick, enormous penis dangling between his legs. A lot larger than my husband Hank.

I tore my eyes away and covered my mouth and started apologizing.

“I’m so sorry! I thought you were in bed, I just came in to ask if you needed anything,” I spoke quickly.

“It’s alright,” Jonas said, wiping his chest. “And no, I’m fine Denise, thanks.”

I stared hard at the door frame, his naked body in my peripheral vision. I was waiting for him to cover up but he never did.

“You can look, it’s fine,” he said, chuckling.

“G-goodnight, call me if you need anything,” I quickly said and closed the door behind me.

The image of his body and his penis was imprinted in my mind, no matter how hard I tried to push it away. And now the warmth between my legs was a raging fire, and I could feel the wetness. As I changed into my night dress, I debated if I should discuss what had just happened with Hank, and the hug after dinner. Getting into bed, I decided I would.

Hank entered the bedroom soon after, as I was checking my social media on my phone. He quietly began changing clothes while I tried to find the courage to talk to him about what had just transpired. He got into bed beside me, and I decided now was the time.

“Hank, I was ju-” I began, but I was cut off by the kiss Hank had just planted on my lips, and within seconds we were making out.

He wasn’t usually like this, and I wasn’t usually someone who responded this way. I didn’t get excited so easily, but I could feel my nipples get rigid under the thin fabric of my night dress as Hank and I kissed deeply. Hank held my hand and brought it to his erection underneath his pajamas and I began to stroke it. We were both already turned on. Hank’s hand came up to my breasts and he began to squeeze and caress them as we kissed. I slipped my hand into his pajamas and wrapped my fingers around his shaft.

Immediately the image of the thick, black member dangling between the legs of Jonas flashed across my mind, and I felt my sex twitch. I hadn’t been this aroused in a long, long time. I was soaking wet now, and I was hoping Hank wouldn’t notice something was different.

“Let me eat you out tonight baby,” Hank whispered to me.

“No,” I quickly replied. “Not tonight.”

He looked crestfallen for just a moment before he regained his composure. Within a minute he was on top of me and inside me, and he began pumping quickly. I could tell that he was trying to make it last, but he never usually did and this time was no different. Within a couple more minutes he pulled out and squirted his seed onto my belly, and kissed me once more. I kissed him back, burning with guilt. The entire time he was in me I couldn’t stop picturing Jonas, his dark glistening skin and his muscles, and the thick, dark penis of his. I couldn’t help but wonder what it would’ve felt like inside of me. I didn’t remember the last time I’d orgasmed.

The next morning I was making breakfast when Hank walked down.

“Morning babe,” he said, walking up to me from behind and kissing me on the cheek.

“Morning,” I said.

He sat down to eat and I brought over the sandwiches I’d made, and we both began. On an impulse, I decided to speak up about last night.

“So, what got into you last night?” I said with a slight chuckle.

It surprised me to see Hank become immediately defensive.

“Huh? What? Last night? Uh, nothing I guess. You’re just so beautiful,” he quickly said.

There was something he wasn’t telling me, but I wasn’t sure what it was.

“Hm...sure,” I said, sipping on my cup of coffee.

Maybe I was just overthinking it. He could’ve asked me the same thing in return, and I wouldn’t have a good answer for him. The image of the bare, glistening Jonas flashed across my mind once again.

Jonas came down for breakfast soon after, dressed in the same tank top and shorts this time. As he walked in I noticed the bulge of a semi erection in his pants waving around with his stride. I quickly looked away.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Morning,” Hank and I replied quietly.

We ate quietly, silence hanging heavy above the three of us.

It was when Jonas and I were driving to uni in the same silence that I decided to address him. It was a clear, sunny day. I turned down the car radio.

“Look, about what happened last night…” I began.

“Hey,” Jonas said, cutting me off, “like I said, no worries. It’s no big deal, things like that happen.”

“I just don’t want there to be any awkwardness, we should have a proper professional relationship,” I said, keeping my eyes on the road as I drove.

“I understand.”

I could see Jonas looking at my face from the corner of my eye.

“Denise,” he said.

“What is it?”

“Have you ever had a black cock before?” he asked casually, as if he was asking me my favorite ice-cream flavor.

“What? No!” I said before thinking. “I mean, what kind of question that?”

“Just wondering,” he said. “Too bad. Danish girls make it a point to try everything before they settle down.”

I was about to give him an earful about asking me something as inappropriate as that, but I stopped myself. Maybe he just didn’t realize how inappropriate it

was. And I didn’t want him to get into a bad mood in the early morning.

“Well, Jonas, many American girls do that as well,” I said.

“But not you?”

“I was raised pretty conservative. I’ve only dated Hank,” I said.

“That’s a shame,” Jonas said.

“Why do you say that?” I asked, glancing at him.

His eyes were glued to my cleavage.

“Black cock’s the best of them all. You saw mine, it was probably much bigger than your husband’s right?”

I neither replied nor did I looked at him, I just drove.

“I don’t want to be rude or anything, I’m just surprised, you know? Beautiful, gorgeous woman like you, I thought you’d at least have tried black cock before. Danish girls can’t stop raving about it,” he said nonchalantly.

The entire day I could barely focus at work. My mind kept going back to him and the image of him completely naked, and that bulge in his shorts this morning. I was buzzing with arousal, and feeling racked with guilt. I’d made love with Hank two nights in a row, why was I feeling this way? I felt like some slut, I wasn’t raised to be like this. I needed satisfaction. Maybe I should go home today and touch myself to reach an orgasm, I thought.

I tried to push the thought out of my mind but I couldn’t help but wonder if there was any truth to what he said to me in the car this morning. He was probably just being a cocky eighteen year old trying to hit on an older woman, I reckoned. But I knew there was some truth...at least behind his brags about his own penis, I’d seen it myself. I wondered if the rest was just as true.

I had butterflies in my stomach when it was time to teach the first year class, because Jonas was going to be there. And when I walked in, he was sitting right in the front, smirking at me. It was distracting me as I taught the class, him openly scanning my body the entire time. My nipples got hard a few minutes in, and I wondered if they showed through my bra and the dress. I lost my chain of thought as I taught multiple times because of the strong arousal I felt.

I saw Jonas again when it was time for us to ride back home.

“How was your day?” I asked him, trying to sound cheerful and keeping a professional tone with him at the same time.

We were walking to the parking lot together. The sun was getting close to the horizon now, columns of warm sunlight wafted in, slanted, through the tall windows.

“Pretty good, pretty good,” he replied. “You guys have a very different style of teaching here than back home.”

“Is it better or worse?”

“Just...different. You were definitely the highlight though. Makes me want to not go back,” he said, winking at me.

I gulped and quickly changed the subject.

We got home and Jonas headed up to his room, and I assumed that I’d see him again for dinner next. I plopped down on the couch in the living room and debated if I should go up to the bedroom and masturbate. And then the Catholic christian girl inside me won out, and I decided to just make love to Hank at night. It would make him happy, and I wouldn’t feel guilty about having orgasmed from masturbating. I went upstairs to change and take a shower, feeling fairly proud of myself in the process, for having successfully resisted temptation.

I heard Jonas walk down the stairs as I was starting dinner. Hank was about to be home any second. I glanced over at Jonas as he walked in. He was shirtless, with the same shorts as the morning, and I could partially make out the outline of his massive thing as he walked up to me. I quickly looked away and back at the onions I was chopping up.

“So what’s for dinner?” he asked, leaning against the counter.

“Enchiladas,” I replied.

“Cool, love those. Do you have all the ingredients here? Spices and everything?”

“Sure, that’s the spice drawer right there, have a look,” I said, pointing to the overhead cupboard to my right.

He walked behind me, and instead of stepping in front of the cupboard he reached out from behind me. My eyes went wide and I gasped sharply as I felt his humongous penis press up against my butt. I was wearing a pretty flimsy sundress, and between that and his shorts, there were only two thin layers of cloth separating his flesh from mine. My heartbeat shot up like a rocket, and I gulped. Jonas pulled open the cupboard and reached in further, pressing up harder against me. I could feel his penis nestled up between my butt now, and I could feel it getting harder by the second. I stood there, frozen, a fire burning between my thighs, unsure about what to do. The onions lay unattended in front of me, the knife still in my frozen hand.

Jonas picked out a jar and stepped back from me casually, as if nothing had happened.

“Huh, you’re not kidding. Nice collection,” he said.

Just then Hank walked in, and gave me a kiss on the cheek. I hadn’t even heard the front door open. I’d been way too distracted.

“Hey hon’,” he said.

“W-welcome back,”I weakly said.

Hank looked at me curiously.

“Are you alright?” he asked me.

“Denise was just showing me her spice collection,” Jonas answered.

Hank looked at him holding the jar in his hand, and for a fraction of a second I saw Hank glance down at the semi-erection present in the shorts Jonas was wearing.

“Ah I...I see,” Hank said.

“Let me just keep this back,” Jonas said, stepping forward again and almost pinning me against the kitchen counter once more, while my husband stood not more than four feet away from us.

“Oh.”

The small gasp escaped from my mouth before I could’ve stopped it, as I felt the thick, big cock press up against my butt again. I could feel its warmth through the two thin layers now. Almost instinctively I slightly thrust my butt back, without even realizing what I was doing.

Jonas kept the little jar back in its place, shut the cupboard and stepped back.

“I’m going to go do some homework upstairs, give me a call when it’s time for dinner,” he said, looking me right in the eye.

My eyes were drawn to his shorts, which carried a significant bulge now. I could barely think, my mind was foggy with intense arousal. As Jonas walked away, my eyes met with Hank’s. He looked stunned, and I suddenly started coming back to my senses. What had just happened?

I waited for Hank to say something. Surely now he was going to.

“I’m going to freshen up,” he said.

And he walked away towards the stairs.
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Hank

The sight of the shirtless black teenager with his bulge pressed up against my petite, innocent wife’s butt had made me dizzy as all the blood from my head rushed south. I expected her to react in some way to what had just happened. Surely she would. It was too...blatant. But as Jonas walked away I saw the expression on her face. She almost looked like she was in another world. She was breathing heavy, and I wasn’t fully sure that she was aware that she was looking right at me.

“I’m going to freshen up,” I said to her, desperately hoping that she wasn’t going to notice the full erection I had.

I walked away quickly, straight to the bathroom upstairs and I began masturbating to what I had just seen, and fantasizing of it going one step further. I’d maintained a semi almost the entire day, unable to push out ideas of my wife with this hunky black teenager.

I imagined Denise bent over the kitchen counter, her dress pulled up, her round butt exposed to Jonas, and his thick, black cock at her entrance. I imagined her pussy stretching to accommodate its girth as it went inside of her, deeper and deeper. Beyond what I had ever reached. I imagined her moaning as the eighteen year old pumped his thick rod in and out of her, holding on to her hair.

I fantasized of him lifting her and placing her on the counter facing him, and them kissing deeply like newly wed lovers as I watch and stroke myself. It didn’t take me too long to cum, and it was one of the strongest orgasms I’d had in months. I sat on the toilet, exhausted for a few minutes, trying to get a hold of my senses once more.

It was then that I started wondering why Denise hadn’t said anything. First Jonas had squeezed her ass, and now he’d plainly rubbed up against her in front of me. I didn’t even know if something else had happened in my absence. The Denise I knew would surely have spoken up. Unless…

I remembered the way she looked earlier in the kitchen. The heavy breathing...the way her lips slightly hung open. Was she turned on?

Jonas was the only person at the dinner table that night who looked like he was completely at ease. Denise and I were avoiding eye contact, staring intently at our food as we ate; in silence for the most part. Jonas would occasionally ask Denise something and she’d answer. If only I could know what was going on in my wife’s head. I couldn’t help but imagine how her soft lips would look wrapped around the thick black cock of the eighteen year old sitting in front of her.

As we went to bed I debated if I should talk about what had happened with Denise. We both changed our clothes and got in. For a moment I watched Denise and marvelled at how gorgeous she just was.

“What?” she asked me, catching me staring at her.

“You’re pretty as hell,” I replied.

“Thanks babe,” she said, getting into bed and giving me a kiss.

There was a tension between us that I couldn’t really put my finger on, but I could feel it. Last night was different, and this night was even more different than our usual routine. And by this point I was sure that it was Jonas who had affected both of us, her as well as I. I was discovering something new about my Denise.

The moment her lips touched mine there was almost a spark between us, and within seconds her tongue was in my mouth, and she was on top of me. She must’ve been desperate to be fucked because this was the first time in all our years of marriage that she had made the first move in bed like this.

I tried my best to last more than a minute when she took me inside of her, but I couldn’t. She felt too good. I could tell that she was dissatisfied, and left wanting, even though she’d never say it out loud. I didn’t have a black cock like Jonas probably did. If he was here he could’ve given her what she wanted from me.

We both went to the bathroom and washed up.

“I’m going downstairs, I don’t really feel like sleeping right now,” Denise said as she walked out of the bathroom. “Maybe I’ll watch a movie.”

She wouldn’t have work the next day but I did, so I had to sleep.

“Alright,” I said to her quietly. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight baby. I love you,” she said, opening the door and walking out.

“I love you too,” I said to the door as it shut behind her.
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Denise

The glow from the TV illuminated most of the living room as I sat on the couch flipping through titles on Netflix with the TV remote. I put on a sitcom I’d been meaning to watch for a while and started watching it, but I couldn’t really focus at what was happening on the screen. There was a still a raging blaze between my legs and I didn’t know how to sate it. I debated going back up to the bathroom, locking myself for half an hour and just touching myself until I actually orgasmed. I’d just made love to Hank and all that did was remind me that he was probably never going to satisfy me. Hank was a good guy, he was a loving husband but he just wasn’t the sort of guy other women raved about when it came to lovemaking.

Jonas’s black cock came to mind, and my pussy twitched. If I could only go to his room...he’d let me. I knew he would. I felt guilty at the thought, but now the lust I felt at the very idea felt overpowering. God, what was wrong with me? Why was I attracted so much to this young black stud?

“Can’t sleep?” came Jonas voice from behind the couch, giving me a bit of a start. “Whoa there, didn’t mean to scare you,” he said, walking to the front and sitting right beside me, a couple inches of distance between us. “What are you watching?”

“Just this..show,” I said, looking away from him.

He was still shirtless, wearing those same shorts. The bulge of his penis was still visible in the light from the television. I suddenly became conscious of the fact that I was dressed in just this almost sheer night dress that didn’t even cover most of my thighs. I pulled it close around me.

All of it felt surreal. Like I was in a dream. Sitting beside the gorgeous, muscular, eighteen year old in the dark, lit only by the light from the TV, silence all around us except for the sound from the speakers. We sat and watched the show for a few minutes, my attention elsewhere entirely. I wondered if he was thinking the same things I was. He was so close. I glanced at the well defined muscles in his broad chest, and the sculpted biceps.

“Let’s put on something more interesting,” Jonas said. “More fun. How about it?”

“Go ahead,” I replied softly.

Jonas shut Netflix off and paired his own phone with the television, and began casting his screen onto it. He started a movie up.

“This is a Danish movie I saw last month,” he whispered to me, his breath on my ear sending shivers through me.

The movie was about a young, dissatisfied wife Natalie whose hunky black co-worker starts to flirt with her. She tries to resist his advances but one day he drops in at her home while she’s alone, and kisses her. She finds herself kissing him back. The image of the petite blonde passionately making out with the tall, strong black man made my heart pound once more. I felt my nipples get hard, and I knew they were going to show through the fabric of my night dress. I wondered if Jonas would notice.

The black man on screen slid the straps of Natalie’s dress down her shoulders, and exposed her breasts and began to suck on them one by one as she began stroking his bulge with her palm. That was when I realized this wasn’t just an ordinary movie. Jonas had put an x-rated one on! But I could barely look away from the screen. I could feel my heart pounding. The young wife unzipped her co-worker, and pulled out a gigantic, veiny black cock with her small, pale hand. It was probably what Jonas’s would’ve looked like erect. I gulped, my eyes glued to the screen.

The petite blonde and the hulking black man passionately kissed on screen, and I felt wetness between my thighs. I wondered if this was having an effect on Jonas as well, and I momentarily glanced down at his lap. Jonas looked nonchalant as ever with a slight smirk on his exceedingly handsome face as he looked at the TV, but I could see the outline of his erect, girthy member going down a sleeve of his shorts and the head of it peeking out at me where his shorts had ridden up his thigh a little. My eyes went wide. It was right beside my thigh. My eyes darted back to the TV, and I bit my lip.

The blonde was now on her knees, and her pink lips were stretched around the thick shaft of the black cock as she hungrily sucked. I was breathing heavily, like I’d run just a mile.

“Here,” Jonas said, reaching out and holding my hand.

I looked at him and he looked back into my eyes as he brought my hand and placed it on his bulge. I felt its warmth, and the way it pulsed with his heartbeat. I had never felt lust like this before in my entire life. There was no other thought in my head. Jonas leaned over and whispered into my ear once more.

“I know you want it, Denise.”

I gently squeezed the shaft of his cock in my hand. On the TV screen the blonde sucked on her co-worker’s balls. I gulped once more, feeling my mouth go dry. And that was when Jonas kissed me, softly at first, our lips tenderly coming together. Quickly it gained more frenzy, and his tongue was in my mouth, and I was desperately trying to taste him, kissing him like I had never kissed a man before. The rest of the world faded away around me, and the only singular thought in my head was the feeling of kissing the eighteen year old stud. Without even realizing it I was stroking his thick cock, squeezing and caressing it.

“Here, get a closer look,” Jonas said, standing up in front of me and pulling his shorts down.

The completely erect, black cock bounced up and brushed up against my cheek. I gasped, the thick monster that had occupied my mind so much was right in front of me, an inch away from my lips. I took a few seconds just to admire its beauty, as the flame between my thighs flickered violently. I needed it inside of me, there was no doubt in my mind now. I was seeing clearly for the first time in my life.

“It’s so massive,” I whispered, wide eyed, reaching up and holding the shaft with both hands.

It filled up my hands completely, my pale skin against the dark, veiny rod.

“Give it a little kiss,” Jonas said softly, stroking my hair.

He was almost half my age but I felt like a girl being told what to do by a superior man. I felt compelled to obey. I so desperately wanted to please. I began stroking the large shaft with both my hands, marvelling at just how massive it was, especially when compared to Hank.

I leaned in and planted my lips on the bulbous head, giving it a kiss. And then I opened my mouth wide and engulfed the head of his cock inside it, and began licking and sucking on it like a lollipop. I reached around his body and grabbed the cheeks of his butt and squeezed them, as I began bobbing my head up and down on his cock, trying to get as much of it in my mouth as I could, which was only about four inches because of his girth.

At this point, Denise had taken a backseat and a new woman was at the wheel, ready to do things she’d never done before. I pulled away from his cock, held it up with my hand, and began licking it from the tip and making my way slowly all the way down to his big black balls. I buried my face in them and nuzzled them, and then began sucking on them one at a time, stroking the shaft with my hand the entire time. I kissed my way back up to the tip before resuming sucking on it once again.
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Hank

I wondered what I should do. A good husband was supposed to storm down and just explode, right? What would you do if you found your wife sucking a black teenager’s massive cock in your living room? I was frozen where I was, unable to think and sporting a full erection.

As I watched Denise resume sucking on the tip of his cock once more, I couldn’t stop myself anymore. My cock had made a clear tent in my pajamas as I crouched at the top of the stairs, watching my wife suck on the young hunk’s cock. I pulled it out and began to furiously masturbate to the sight that I had fantasized about for so long.

After Denise had gone downstairs to watch TV, I’d quickly fallen asleep. I was woken up by the sound of the door to Jonas’s room closing and his footsteps passing by our room. I’d paid this no real attention, and had almost fallen back asleep when the thought that he was probably downstairs alone with Denise occurred to me. And then I was wide awake. I waited about ten minutes, seeing if he was going to come back. When he didn’t, I quietly snuck out of the room and walked to the stairs. From the top of the stairs if you crouch down you get a good look at the living room and at the couch. They were sitting side by side, and he was shirtless. My eyes almost popped out when I realized what was happening on the TV screen. They were watching an interracial porno!

Now, I couldn’t believe my eyes. My beautiful innocent wife was sitting on the couch with a massive black cock stretching her lips and her pale hands stroking it with joyful enthusiasm. Even in my fantasies I would’ve never thought the sight would be so beautiful. A part of me felt jealous that my wife had never been like this with me. She’d never stroked me like this, never sucked me like this. Another part of me told me to just be grateful that I was fortunate enough to be witnessing this side of her at all. After all, I wasn’t like the man she was pleasing, was I? I wasn’t a tall, strong man, and I sure enough didn’t have a cock like his.

After a few minutes of her worshiping Jonas’s black cock, he made her stand up, and his arms went around her as he embraced her and kissed her deeply, his cock pressed up against her stomach. They were kissing with a passion like I had never seen, like they couldn’t get enough of each other. Denise was kissing him like she was his wife, and not mine. His hands went down to her ass and he squeezed it under her night dress. He took the night dress off her and threw it onto the couch, and she stood completely naked in front of him now, her nipples erect. She looked gorgeous like she always did. They kissed once more; my petite, gorgeous, innocent Christian wife and the tall, broad chested black teenager. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

I was already close to cumming, and I stopped stroking my cock. Jonas held Denise by her butt and lifted her off the floor, and Denise wrapped her legs around his waist, clinging on to him by his neck as they continued their passionate kiss. Jonas was having no problems holding my wife up, as if she was light as a feather. I could see Denise slightly grinding her pussy against his rigid shaft. This was hotter than any interracial porn I had ever seen.

I heard a soft moan from her, unlike anything I’d ever elicited from her.

“Do you want to feel it inside you?” I heard his voice faintly.

“Mhm,” I saw her nod. “Give it to me…”

One of his hands left her butt and went to his cock, and he lifted her up more, lining her pussy up with the head of his large cock.
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Denise

I could feel the head of his cock sliding against my soaking wet pussy, and when it rubbed up against my clit I couldn’t help but let out a moan of ecstasy the likes of which I didn’t think I’d let out in my entire life. I wanted that black cock inside of me so badly, I needed it inside of me, I needed it to stretch me wide open.

I felt his cock push apart my labia and lodge itself against my opening, and I moaned as it slowly began to stretch it open and enter. The movie still played on the TV, completely forgotten by both of us. I glanced at it, the petite young wife was on all fours being railed by the black man from the back. It looked beautiful. I wondered if I was going to look just like that in a few minutes.

“Oh God…yes,” I softly moaned, feeling the head of his cock forcing its way into me.

It was easily the biggest thing that had ever entered me. I wondered if I could even take all of it in. It looked impossible. I felt my vagina stretch to accommodate more of him. The moan I let out was stifled by Jonas’s lips as he began to kiss me once more. Inch after inch of that beautiful black cock slid up my married pussy, giving me the most intense, sinful delight. My heart felt like a race car engine.

Jonas’s cock went deeper inside of me, deeper than Hank had ever gone and could ever dream to go, and to my amazement I took all of it, until I had the entire thing inside of my pussy, and I could feel its heat and the girth of it.

“You’re so tight,” Jonas said to me.

“You’re huge,” I replied through gritted teeth.

I slowly began to bounce on his cock, just a little at first as I got used to accommodating his size, and then faster. My pussy was incredibly wet, and my juices had his shaft completely lubricated. With every movement, bursts of pleasure shot up my spine, radiating throughout my body. I couldn’t believe it was possible to feel like this.

I soon began bouncing up and down on his cock in earnest, trying my best not to moan so loudly that I woke Hank up. After a few minutes Jonas maneuvered to sit down on the couch, while still being embedded deep within me. I resumed bouncing on his cock, our flesh slapping together to make clapping sounds that I hoped didn’t travel upstairs. I shut my eyes, trying to lose myself in the swirl of sensations that I was feeling. I had no doubt in my mind that Jonas wasn’t lying to me about how Danish girls loved black cock.

“Oh yeah...fuck yes…” I moaned.

I leaned forwards and Jonas took one of my nipples into his mouth and began sucking on it, making sure to thrust his cock up to meet my movements every time.
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Hank

“Oh, oh, oh…”

My wife’s soft gasps and moans were in time with her up and down movements as Jonas’s black cock slid in and out of her. Her breasts and hair bounced along with her in the most erotic of ways, like an intoxicating dance that I was lucky to see. Their skins were beginning to glisten in the light of television, as they began sweating from the intense lovemaking. My own heart was pounding in my chest as I slowly edged my cock. My wife looked like a goddess, and I was hypnotized. I would’ve never thought this morning that this was how the day was going to end.

“God you’re so deep,” Denise moaned, her eyes shut and her face wearing an expression of pure lustful hunger.

I didn’t think I could’ve ever given her pleasure like this, no matter how hard I tried.

“I’m gonna cum,” she said to Jonas through gritted teeth, as she bounced up and down on his cock rapidly. “Oh...oh God…”

Her moans turn to little squeals of pleasure as she began slamming down on him, and I was still amazed watching her take the entire length of him inside of her, drops of sweat rolling down her glistening breasts and onto Jonas’s chest. She let out a prolonged, lustful wail of pleasure as her orgasm hit. She fell on top of Jonas and clutched him tightly, her face contorted in orgasmic bliss. She began to twitch and shiver, as waves of orgasm rolled over her body, giving her sensations I could scarcely imagine. Watching her experience pleasure like this was too much for me, and I couldn’t hold off my own orgasm anymore, and I squirted cum into my hand.

It took her a few minutes to regain her senses once more before she looked up at Jonas once more, and they shared another sloppy, passionate kiss, with his cock still embedded deep inside of her. Jonas put his arms around her, and maneuvered so that they were lying along the length of the couch, and she was under him. They’d turned away from me, so all I could see was my wife’s pale arms and legs wrapped tightly around Jonas’s huge, muscular black body, and his monster cock stretching her pink little pussy wide open. I’d just cum but my cock quickly started rising once more.

Jonas started pumping his cock in and out of Denise, taking control as I heard the sounds of them kissing once again, along with the squishing sounds of her soaking wet pussy being fucked. The little squeals of pleasure started coming again from my wife, the same voice that said ‘I love you’ to me everyday. She spread her legs wide open for him, her little feet hanging in the air, swinging with his thrusts that kept coming relentlessly. His big balls slapped her butt every time he thrust deep inside of her.

After a few minutes Jonas stood up and made Denise bend over the couch, presenting her ass to him. He lined his cock up with her opening and quickly penetrated her once more, and immediately fell into a quick rhythm, fucking my wife hard.

“Oh God it’s so deep,” my innocent little wife moaned, her eyes rolling with the pleasure.

“How do you like this black cock?” Jonas asked her, pumping his cock rapidly inside of her.

“It’s fucking incredible...oh God,” Denise moaned.

Jonas began to fuck her more urgently, making her squeal louder and higher.

“I’m gonna cum again,” she cried out once more desperately. “Oh GOD!”

Once more the waves of delightful orgasm washed over her as she trembled and shook, while Jonas relentlessly thrust his massive rod in and out of her married pussy. Her orgasm pushed him over the edge as well, and he grunted before slamming his cock deep inside of her finally, and cumming. He froze in place and I saw the base of his shaft pulsate and twitch as he emptied a massive load inside of my wife. All while I watched and stroked my cock and came, my legs almost giving out from under me from the intensity of the orgasm.

I was ready to sneak back into the bedroom and wait for Denise to come back and sleep, but in a couple of minutes Jonas was ready for a second round and Denise was on her knees cleaning up his cock with her tongue and her lips. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and soon enough they were at it again, and I was stroking myself once more.
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Denise
The college found an on campus accommodation for Jonas the very next day after the first night of him fucking me. Gareth was surprised on the phone when I told him that Hank and I were fine with Jonas staying at our place for the remainder of his stay. I of course hid this from Hank, and told him later that the college wasn’t able to find any suitable place for Jonas. Hank was working that day and Jonas and I had the whole place to ourselves, and we fucked for hours. I had to make up for all those years of repressing my sexuality for the sake of others. I expected to feel guilt about what I was doing, but I didn’t. Instead, I felt clarity. I’d realized who I was. And there was no shame in being a black cock slut.
I found out about Hank’s cuckold fetish only a few days later when I found him spying on Jonas and I one day, when I thought he’d left for work. Last night Jonas fucked me in our bedroom while Hank sat and masturbated in a corner. After sucking on Jonas’s black cock I walked over to Hank and kissed him deeply, with more passion than I’d ever kissed him before. We should’ve done this a long time ago.
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Cuckold World: 4 Stories In a World Where Interracial Cuckolding Is The Norm (Hotwife, Teacher, Ganging, Freeuse)
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A Healthy Breakfast

The shrill seven a.m. alarm blaring from my phone was the first sound I became conscious of, as I slowly came to wakefulness. Then the chirping of birds outside. The low hum of the air conditioner. I gathered the will to sit up in bed, sighing from the weight of the rest of the day ahead of me. The other side of the bed was empty, as it usually was when I woke up. My wife Brooke always made sure to wake up an hour before I did, and made breakfast for me, and prepped my work clothes for me. She was probably in the kitchen right now, cooki- oh wait, that’s right, Dwayne had stayed over last night.

I stretched my arms and yawned, as the events of last night sprang to my memory again, and my morning erection began to throb with arousal under my thin pyjamas. Dwayne was the bull I had hired for Brooke about a year ago. He was a black, six foot four, muscular, broad chested hunk, built like an absolute god. He had intense, dark eyes and a strong, bold jaw. The perfect masculine specimen.

I remember the sharp pang of jealousy and envy I had felt when my wife had picked him out at the agency. He was almost my exact physical opposite. I was a scrawny white guy of average height, a bit of flab on my body, with a five-inch penis that I considered absolutely adequate. But I guess it wasn’t for my wife Brooke, because one day, about two weeks before we hired Dwayne, she’d sat me down in front of her and had an honest talk with me.

My wife Brooke was the most beautiful woman I knew. She was twenty-four now (I was a year older,) with an innocent, angelic looking face that made you just want to protect her from the world, and a petite body with wide hips and round breasts that drew eyes to themselves wherever she went. She was way out of my league, and I thanked my lucky stars that she had chosen to marry me. We had started dating back in high school. She hadn’t had any experience with boys, and she’d been raised in a fairly conservative, Christian household. She was the perfect wife.

As she’d sat me down to talk, I felt nervous because of the serious look on her pretty face, but I had no idea what she had to talk to me about.

She took a deep breath before she spoke.

“Honey…I…I want to get a bull.”

We had stared at each other for a few seconds as I processed what she had just told me. Almost seventy five percent of the married men at my office had bulls for their wives, and I’d always prided myself on being in the minority who didn’t have to hire someone to fuck their wives better than they did. Well apparently, I had been mistaken.

“I’m sorry babe. You know almost all my friends have one, and they always tell me about how well they get fucked by them. And you know I’ve tried everything to get you to stay hard and to keep you from cumming within five minutes. I’m just…not satisfied,” she said, looking away from me and at the carpet, tearfully.

“Hey, hey,” I said, taking her into my arms and rubbing her back. “It’s alright babe. I’m glad you told me.” I kissed her cheek. “I guess we can try it out, you know?”

“Okay,” she said, wiping her tears and kissing me.

“Do you have anyone in mind?” I asked.

It wasn’t uncommon for people to just ask someone they knew, a friend or a co-worker maybe, to be the bull for the wife. I wondered if she’d come to know someone that she might’ve wanted.

“No, not really,” she said.

“Hmm. Okay, we’ll look up agencies then. No worries.” I smiled at her.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” I replied.

For the next few days both of us talked to people for agency recommendations, looked up agencies near us, and looed up the payment plans that were most popular. She excitedly texted all her friends about it, and they offered a lot of good advice and help. Some offered to let her try out the bulls they had, but the two of us decided our first experience with a bull should just be exclusive to her and I.

I brushed my teeth, and took a shower, and put on the work clothes that Brooke had laid out for me on the desk, perfectly ironed. I picked up my keys and walked downstairs. Walking into the kitchen, I saw my wife Brooke naked, the robe she had been wearing around her ankles on the ground. She was bent over the kitchen counter, her blonde hair lit ablaze by a column of sunlight from the window above the sink. Dwayne had a hand on either side of her waist, holding her firmly in place as he thrust his sizeably girthy, and long cock steadily inside of her. He only had an inch of his cock outside, and I knew just how enormous his black cock actually was, most of it embedded inside of my softly moaning wife right now.

“G-good m-morning, baby…oh…,” Brooke stammered, her body shaking with the powerful thrusts of Dwayne’s cock inside of her.

“Morning, baby,” I said, sitting down at the table to start with the breakfast before I left.

Most times when Dwayne stayed the night at our place, I was greeted with this view in the morning. I had become used to it, to a degree, but it never failed to arouse me intensely. As I ate breakfast, I couldn’t help but admire the beauty of the act, of watching my wife get pleasured deeply by her muscular, big, black bull. The way the pink lips of her pussy were stretched so wide to accommodate his girth…the darkness of his hands against her pale hips…the way her breasts bounced with his thrusts…My cock was rock hard and I wanted to masturbate while watching them, but I didn’t want my clothes to get wrinkled. Just last night I’d cum four times while watching Dwayne give my wife the fucking she deserved for hours.

The first time I saw Dwayne fuck my wife, I immediately understood why so many married couples hired bulls. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen. It had happened the night of our trip to the agency. The first time my wife had laid her eyes on Dwayne I could tell that she’d immediately felt something. The way she had blushed…like some school girl being asked out by her crush. She decided to try him out on a trial basis that night. I was nervous the entire time, while Brooke was more excited than I had ever seen her.

He arrived at our place at nine, and we invited him in, and we all had a few drinks while talking. He sat on the big couch in our living room, while I sat on one of the single sofas as Brooke served us food and more alcohol, dressed in a knee length, yellow dress. Then she sat down beside him and he put an arm around her. Just watching my sweet wife be this close to a big, muscular guy like him made my cock hard in anticipation of what was about to happen.

“How many…clients do you have?” Brooke asked him, hanging on to every word that he was saying.

“Well, if we get a weekly arrangement, you’ll be my eighth client. I have to meet some of them once a week, some twice, some thrice. Gets pretty busy sometimes,” he said.

“Wow. You can have that much sex without tiring?” she asked him, looking at him with awe.

I felt that potent envy once more.

“Find out for yourself,” he softly said to her, holding her hand and bringing it to his sizeable bulge, and planting his lips on top of hers.

Before I could process what I was seeing, Dwayne’s tongue was in my innocent wife’s mouth, and they were kissing with a passion I don’t ever recall between Brooke and me. She wrapped an arm around his neck while squeezing and rubbing his bulge over his jeans, and flung a leg over his, kissing him intimately, like she’d been hungry for years. Maybe she was, and I hadn’t realized it.

Dwayne squeezed and groped her breasts as they kissed, and he pulled down her dress to her waist and sucked on them for a while. My heart raced in my chest while I watched all of this. He unzipped and fished out the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life, thick, veiny and black, the size of Brooke’s forearm, and Brooke sat between his thighs and hungrily began to suck on it.

Dwayne saw me watching intently, sweating from arousal.

“Most husbands jerk off to it, it’s fine,” he said.

I immediately unzipped and began jacking off. Brooke could barely even take a third of his cock into her mouth, and when she looked into my eyes while sucking on him, and saw me masturbating to them, I almost came right then.

A few minutes later Dwayne had picked my wife up in his big, strong arms, and carried her to our bedroom. I had followed quietly behind, and as Dwayne laid her on the bed and undressed completely, I took a seat on a chair in the corner, slowly jerking my five-inch cock. I will never forget the first time I saw her spread her legs wide open, looking at me as he lined his cock up with her little pussy, and the way she loudly moaned like I had never heard her moan, as the big, black cock slowly made its way deep inside of her married pussy, deeper than I had ever gone or could hope to go. Our eye contact was broken when Dwayne kissed her once more, and began to make love to her intimately.

By the time I finished eating breakfast, Dwayne had pulled out of Brooke, and she was on her knees in front of him, passionately sucking on his manhood. She pulled away, leaving a string of drool between her lip and the head of his black cock.

“Look how deep I can take it now, honey!” she said brightly, looking at me, before opening her mouth wide and going down on his glistening shaft, and taking almost half of his shaft into her mouth and throat.

“Wow, t-that’s amazing, baby,” I said, gulping.

She was right, I was stunned at how much of Dwayne’s thick cock she could now take into her mouth. I got up from the table, as she bobbed her head up and down his shaft and sucked on it noisily, the wet squishing and slurping sounds of her mouth on him filling the room.

“Alright babe, I’ve got to go now,” I said.

“Give me a kiss first,” Brooke said, her hand still holding Dwayne’s cock in front of her face.

She resumed sucking on his cock as I walked over to her. I kneeled beside her, while she continued blowing him, her cheek bulging from the head of his cock. I kissed her cheek, and gave her breast a squeeze with my hand. I started to stand up again but Brooke reached out and stopped me, and pulled me to her again. She pulled Dwayne’s cock out of her mouth, and gave me a passionate, wet, French kiss. She licked and sucked on my tongue, and responded in kind, kissing my beautiful wife back with equal passion.

“Have fun at work, baby,” Brooke said to me, before she began to suck on Dwayne’s cock once more.
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The Audition

“ ‘One is not born, but rather becomes a woman.’ That’s a 1949 quote from a French feminist philosopher, critiquing the mid twentieth century academic zeitgeist on gender roles and the female identity. Can any of you tell me the name of the philosopher?”

I looked around the class. Kevin was sitting at his desk right at the front, like he always did, staring at my thighs, a bulge in his jeans under his desk.

“Mr Davis, is there something on my legs?” I said.

His dark eyes locked with mine behind my glasses. You’d expect most eighteen year old college boys to look away, after being caught by their philosophy professor in the act of staring at her legs, and you’d be right. But Kevin wasn’t one of those guys, and he looked right back at my eyes.

“No Mrs Seb, your legs are flawless as ever,” he said, flashing me a cocky smirk, while some of his classmates chuckled at the remark.

“Thank you, Kevin. Can you answer the question for the class?”

“You’re going to have to repeat the question, Ariel. I was…distracted the first time round,” he replied, still holding eye contact with me.

“ ‘One is not born, but rather becomes a woman.’ Which French feminist philosopher gave us this quote?”

“Simone de Beauvoir,” he replied, perfectly calm.

“Right you are, well done,” I said.

I went back to the lecture and Kevin continued scanning my body with his unapologetically lustful, adolescent male gaze. To be honest, I’d grown used to him to an extent, in the two months since classes started for the new year. Kevin Davis was an extremely good looking, charming young black man. An accomplished athlete, physically gifted in every way, charming, and smart to top it all off. He would make a great bull to some happy women if he ever chose that career. Maybe he was one part time even right now. He seemed to take a particular liking to me, and made sure to always grab the front seat in my classes, and it didn’t really have much to do with hearing me clearly or seeing my writing on the whiteboard better.

The way his eyes scanned my body made me feel like I was standing there naked, sending chills through me. After all these years of teaching at college, I was used to having male students trying to flirt with me, or ogling at me, but he was different. He was the sort of guy who knew that he could have anything he wanted. I didn’t ever respond to his flirtations or gestures, but it was fairly fun entertaining them.

I was a thirty seven year old mother of one after all. It was nice boost to my self-confidence, being pursued like this by a handsome, eighteen year old stud.

After the lecture was over and I had dismissed the class, Kevin walked up to me at my desk while his classmates walked out. I was marking paragraphs from the next lesson in my book, and I didn’t look up at him. Kevin showed up at my desk after class was over quite a lot.

“Nice hair, Ariel,” he said.

I had dyed my hair from a bright pink to a darker violet yesterday.

“I told you, Mr Davis, it’s ‘Mrs Seb’ for the students. But thank you for the compliment” I said dryly, without looking up from my book.

I could tell that from his vantage point he was staring down at my cleavage. I had large breasts that always drew eyes from male students, and Kevin was no exception.

“I had something I wanted to ask you,” he said.

“Go ahead,” I said, still marking paragraphs in my book.

“Do you have a bull?”

I looked up at him. That was a ballsy question.

“Yes I do, Kevin. Two bulls.”

My husband Niles was a strong, well endowed guy, but I’d always needed more…and it was early in our relationship that we had hired a bull. My mother had one with my dad, back in the times when cuckolding was still a new thing and people were tentative about it in the mainstream, so I was already familiar and comfortable with the idea, and so was Niles. But the two bulls I had right now, I’d started with years ago, and the sex was still great, but it did feel somewhat routine and bland to a degree now.

“Agency hires?” he asked.

“Yes. Why do you ask?” I shut the textbook I was holding, and crossed my legs.

“I want to be your bull,” he said, with zero hesitation.

I was surprised, but I didn’t show it. Instead, I just stared at him silently for a few moments. He looked right back at me as always, adamant and cocksure.

“Kevin,” I finally said, sighing. “I know you’re a well-built guy, pretty fit and tough, and I’m sure you fuck your girlfriends like an absolute champ, but what makes you think that you can match up to agency professionals?”

“I bet I can fuck you better than they can,” he said. “Just give me a chance.”

I looked at him, up and down.

“So?” he impatiently asked.

“Alright. Meet me in my office in an hour,” I said.

“Thanks Ariel, you won’t regret it,” he said, and walked off.

This could very well be a great opportunity to knock his ego down a few notches, and to put him in his place. I’d be lying if I hadn’t thought of him fucking me before. But it had just been a harmless fantasy in my mind. I pulled my phone out and texted my husband Niles.

“Student wants to audition to be my bull. Come to my office.”

Niles usually picked me up a half an hour after my last class. So he’d be there to watch the whole thing. I wasn’t going to go behind his back. And I was sure he would absolutely love to see his wife getting fucked by an eighteen year old hunk.


About an hour later I was standing in front of my desk in my office, and Niles was sitting in a chair.

“This kid really thinks he can outmatch a professional bull?” he asked me, chuckling.

“That’s the undeserved confidence of an eighteen year old college kid,” I said.

“Well, I can’t say I blame him. If I had a teacher like you back at college I’d be trying my luck too.”

Right then there was a knock on the door.

“Come in!” I called out, and Kevin swung the door open and walked in. “Kevin, this is my husband, Niles. Niles, this is Kevin, our potential new bull.”

“Hope you enjoy the show,” he said to Niles, smirking.

I rolled my eyes.

“Here’s the deal,” I said, looking at him. “You’re going to fuck me. Right here and now. If you make me cum before I make you cum, you get to be my bull.”

“Deal,” Kevin said, without a moment’s delay. “Are we going to do some foreplay or are we going to jump right in?” he asked.

“Five minutes of foreplay,” I said to him, winking. “I’ll go first.”

Looking right at him, I slowly descended to my knees in front of him. He was trying his best to look cool, but I could see in his eyes that he was desperately trying to suppress the excitement he felt about what was going to happen. This entire scenario had probably turned out in the best way he had imagined it.

I reached out and unzipped him, unbuckled his belt, and dragged his jeans down his strong legs, freeing his teenage manhood. My eyes went wide for a fraction of a second before I recomposed myself. I just hadn’t expected the enormous thing that had just fallen out of his jeans, a couple of inches away from my face. It was still only semi hard but noticeably more girthy and slightly longer than my bulls’ cocks at the same level of erection.

“Jesus Christ that’s big,” my husband exclaimed, unzipping his own trousers as I reached out and put my fingers around the warm, quickly hardening cock and began stroking it. It felt like I was holding on to someone’s forearm. No wonder this boy had such a huge god damn ego.

I could feel the smooth, warm skin of it and the warm throbbing in my palm as it grew erect.

“You like it?” Kevin asked, smirking down at me.

“It’s…impressive,” I conceded, stroking my student’s cock slowly.

“Bigger than your bulls?”

I glanced up at him and stuck my tongue out to give the head of his cock a lick, without answering his question.

“I’ve dreamed of this so many times,” he whispered.

I opened my mouth wide and took his cockhead into my mouth, and began to suck on it greedily. I could feel my pussy start to heat up, and get wet. Niles was on the side, slowly stroking his cock as he watched his wife suck the cock of a guy 19 years younger. This must’ve been hot as hell for him, he’d been talking to me about getting me a really young bull for years now.

Looking into Kevin’s eyes, I began sucking on his cock in earnest, bobbing my head up and down the wide shaft, stroking its remainder with one hand while the other went down between my legs under my dress and panties so I could give my clitoris some much needed attention.

I loved to suck cock. It was my favorite thing to do with my bulls, and it was Niles’ favorite thing to watch. I’d planned to use my mouth to bring Kevin close to orgasm, but now, being on my knees and sucking on this thick, warm, delicious cock of his…my plan was backfiring. I was getting increasingly turned on by the taste of it, the smell of it, the fact that he was so much younger than me…my pussy was flowing, and in his eyes I could plainly see the hunger he felt for me, and it was spurring me on further.

I pulled away from his cock, held it up with my hand, and licked the shaft from top to bottom, and then I licked his big, black balls, which were so much bigger than my husband Niles. No wonder this guy was so full of confidence, and so assertive, I thought. I could see Niles’ hand work his cock faster, out of the corner of my eye.

“Oh fuck yes, Ariel. You’re so good,” Kevin softly groaned.

My fingers were slowly rubbing my clit, and to my own surprise I found myself edging close to orgasm already, and I stopped touching myself. I was so turned on, and I had no idea of how close Kevin was to cumming. I took him into my mouth once more, and wrapped my arms around his powerful thighs, and began to fuck his cock with my mouth, letting it enter my throat. There was no way he was going to be able to resist this, being deep throated by the professor he had a massive crush on. I took almost half of his shaft inside of my mouth and throat before I pulled away again, leaving the skin of his veiny black cock slick with my saliva.

I glanced up at Kevin and the look on his face made me chuckle. He looked like he was close to fainting. I gave the tip of his cock a kiss.

“That’s my time,” I said, getting up.

I’d barely stood up when Kevin threw himself on me and planted his lips on mine, thrusting his tongue into my mouth, making my eyes go wide. I felt weak in the knees as his strong arms enveloped me, and his palms squeezed my butt.

“Mmm,” I let out a slight moan as I shut my eyes and kissed him back, our tongues coming together lustfully, sending shivers up and down my spine.

He pulled me against him, his thick black cock pressed up against my stomach, warm and throbbing. I glanced at Niles and his hand was a blur at his cock, stroking wildly. We made eye contact and he smiled and nodded at me. Kevin started kissing my neck, and then my shoulders, making my heart beat faster with arousal. He pulled my dress down, exposing my bra covered breasts to him, and he reached behind my back, unhooked the bra and threw it away.

Kevin immediately started licking my breasts, and soon his soft lips closed around a stiff nipple and he began to suck it, and I leaned back against the desk of my office, my hand in his hair, gasping from the sensations his lips were sending through me.

“Oh yes…” I softly moaned, my pussy twitching from the waves of intense arousal that were washing over me.

Niles walked over to us, his cock leading the way, and helped Kevin take my dress of, revealing his wife for her student’s eyes. My husband was one delighted cuckold. Kevin reached down and firmly held my butt, and then lifted me onto the desk so I was sitting on it. He switched from one nipple to another, licking my breasts all over and covering them with his spit. I doubted much conscious thought was crossing his mind at this point. He was a primal alpha, acting on instinct. And he was good.

It was Kevin’s turn to get onto his knees this time, and forcefully spread my legs apart, presenting my plump pussy covered by my lust soaked pink panties to his hungry eyes. He began kissing my legs, up one calf and then knee, and then thigh, and down the other leg. He dragged my soaking wet panties down my legs, and all of me was open for his eyes to consume. Kevin didn’t waste any more time and he dove in, sticking his tongue out and quickly lapping at my starving hairy pussy, licking and swallows the copious juices that I was producing. The wet sounds of his tongue licking my pussy were the most erotic thing I had heard in years. I held his head and pulled it against my sex, squeezing his head with my thighs, as I felt his tongue flick my clit rapidly, making me shut my mouth with my other hand to suppress a loud, shameless moan. His tongue went back down from my clit to my taint, and back up, before Kevin pushed it into my opening. God, this boy was good. I could feel my orgasm approaching fast now, but I was determined not to cum. I couldn’t lose this quickly! I tried my best to think of other things. I counted prime numbers in my head, that’s what men were supposed to do to hold off from coming right? I’d never expected that I’d be in a position where I’d be trying not to orgasm!

Every time I felt his rough tongue on my clit I gasped, and my legs twitched. Kevin obviously knew what he was doing, and it was proving to be exceedingly effective. He took one of my pussy lips between his lips and sucked on it, and pushed his tongue inside of me again, slurping on my juices.

Kevin pushed two of his fingers slowly up my pussy while licking my clit, and quickly began to thrust them in an out, the wet noises of his fingering filling my office. I couldn’t help but blush as I looked at Niles once again. I had two professional bulls in my service and yet I hadn’t been this blatantly and intensely aroused in years! He was just eighteen for crying out loud! Niles was looking at Kevin’s tongue working its magic on me, stroking his cock slowly. His arousal drove me on even further. There was no denying it now, I wanted Kevin’s cock inside of me. I pulled his head against my pussy and thrust against his face, rubbing my juices all over him, gasping from the powerful sensations he was giving me. His fingers were relentless, and I could feel an orgasm building deep inside of me. I tried my best to stop myself from moaning, and I ended up letting out a prolonged whimper of ecstasy that rose higher in pitch as the orgasm approached, knocking all conscious thought out of my head.

Kevin had his arms around my thighs tightly, making sure I couldn’t move as I convulsed and trembled from the wave of pleasure that washed over me as my orgasm hit me. Lightning bolts of delightful sensation shook every nerve inside of my body. I squeezed Kevin’s head with my thighs as my entire body tensed and quaked. And I squirted all over Kevin’s young face.

“Oh Gooood, oh fuck,” I moaned.

I lay back on the desk, hypnotized from the pleasure for what felt like an eternity. Kevin gently lapped up my juices from my pussy, my pubes and my thighs, while I slowly descended back to earth.

“Guess this means I win, huh?” he said.

I chuckled.

“I guess you did,” I whispered.

Kevin stood up, and leaned forward and gave me a deep, long kiss.

“You want this cock, Ariel?”

I quietly nodded, feeling his cock brush up against my sopping wet pussy.

“Say it,” he said.

“I want your cock, baby,” I quietly whispered.

Kevin kissed me once again.

“Beg for it,” he whispered into my ear.

At this point he owned me. There was nothing more to be done about it.

“Please give me that big black cock baby, put it in me, put it in your professor, honey,” I whispered back, gasping from arousal.

He stood up straight and took my legs and placed them over his shoulders, and lined up his thick black cock with my married pussy. I couldn’t wait. He pushed the head of his cock against my opening, and even though I was soaking wet, it took a fair bit of pressure from him before the head of his cock popped into my opening, stretching me open and making me moan before I could stop myself. Kevin slowly began to push his thick black shaft inside of me, going deeper and deeper.

“God you’re so big,” I whispered.

“You feel incredible, Ariel,” he said, leaning forwards and kissing me again as his shaft went deeper, and bottomed out inside of me.

As he lay on top of me, I wrapped my arms around him tightly, and the eighteen year old hunk began to pull his cock out, and then push it back in, fucking his married professor.

“You’re the first woman who’s taken all of my length inside of her,” he softly said.

I glanced at Niles and he wasn’t even touching himself. He was trying to fend his orgasm off for just a little longer, so he could enjoy watching his wife getting fucked by this young bull.

We kissed passionately again as Kevin began to pick up speed, and starting to ram his monster cock in and out of me.

“Oh yeah…just like that,” I whispered.

Kevin fucked me harder and harder until his balls were slapping against me, and I could feel the desk slide across the floor a tiny amount with each thrust of his. I saw Niles get his phone and start to take a video. We both were going to enjoy the footage a lot, together. It must’ve looked beautiful for him, watching the dark skin of this young black bull against his wife’s pale skin, watching his thick black cock spread my pussy apart. Kevin’s cock was hitting me deep each time he thrust inside of me, and I would’ve never dreamed that an eighteen year old could deliver a fucking like this to me.

Kevin pulled out of me, leaving me whimpering, and told me to get off and bend over the desk, and I obeyed, presenting my round ass to his view, my arms and chest on the desk to support myself. He pushed his cock deep inside of me once again, this time from the back, hitting completely different spots inside of me, and making my eyes go wide from the sensation as I felt another orgasm start to build.

Kevin immediately started hammering me with his cock, his balls slapping my clit with each thrust, sending bursts of pleasure up from my crotch throughout my nervous system.

“You’re so fucking hot, Ariel,” Kevin said in between grunts of exertion.

“You fuck so well,” I said to him in between gasps.

My wedding ring glittered on my finger in the sunlight drifting in through gaps in the curtains. I turned my head back to look at Kevin, and he leaned forward, and we both kissed deeply once again, as my husband stroked his cock, watching us hungrily.

“I’m going to cum” Kevin finally declared.

“Cum inside me baby, give it to me! Fill your professor up honey!” I said to him, thrusting my ass back at him, matching his passion.

Kevin put everything he had into fucking me, harder and harder, the slapping sounds of his cock slamming into me ringing out throughout my office, until he buried himself balls deep inside of me and stayed there, and I actually felt the spurts of his cum inside of me, and the way his cock was pulsating. The sensation was too much for me, and I orgasmed for the second time within ten minutes, along with him.

I felt his cum fill my pussy up and began dripping down my thighs and my ass and onto my desk. We were both breathing so heavily, and Kevin once again kissed me, and our tongues danced together as we both slowly returned to the planet. His cock was still deep inside of me, slowly softening.

“So, when do I start?” Kevin said to me.

“How about Niles and I give you a ride home right now?”

“That sounds good,” Kevin said, kissing me once more. “Looking forward to working with you, Ariel.”
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First Date

I took way too long to get ready. I made sure my hair was perfect, I made sure all my clothes were perfect. I even borrowed my dad’s aftershave. If I was going to go on a date with the prettiest girl from our school, everything had to be right. By the time I stepped out of my house it was sunset, and the sky was a Van Gogh-esque palette of reds, oranges and violets.

I had butterflies in my stomach the entire time I was driving. I’d had a massive crush on Kimberley since middle school, and it was only now that we were freshman in the same college did I finally gather the balls to ask her out. And to my amazement she agreed. She was out of my league. She turned heads wherever she went, half of our college already knew the name of the stunning first year blonde. Kimberley was a petite, five foot two blonde, built to elicit arousal. She had a perfectly formed, round butt, and medium sized breasts that suited her small build perfectly. She had stunning blue eyes, and I don’t know how many times I had jacked off to the fantasy of those eyes looking up at me as she sucked me off. I would’ve never thought back in school that I was actually going to go on a date with her.

The car ride to her house seemed to be so incredibly short. Felt like I’d just left my house when I found myself parking outside her house. I pulled my phone out to text her.

‘I’m outside.’

I waited a minute for her reply, and she texted me back.

‘Home alone. Come up to my room, I’m still getting ready.’

The text made my heart flutter, and made my mouth go dry. There was no one else at her house right now. And she wanted me to come up to her room. I’d desperately been hoping that this was going to happen tonight, but I wasn’t prepared for it to be so early. I stepped out of my car and took a deep breath of the cool, evening air. The sky overhead was a dark blue now. I started walking towards the front door, swung it open, and walked in. It was quiet inside, and looking around I could see that Kimberley’s family was loaded. Renaissance paintings on the walls; understated, warm lights, expensive furniture, it was a pretty impressive place. I walked around looking for the stairs, my footsteps silenced by the soft carpet. I found the staircase and began making my way up to the first floor. Standing in the hallway, I raised my voice and called out.

“Kimberley?”

“In here!” I heard from the second door to the left.

I walked over, my heart thumping in my chest so loudly that I was sure it could be heard outside my body. I reached out and held the cold brass door knob, and swung the door open.

“Oh hey! There you are!” Kimberley brightly said, looking at me and smiling.

She was sitting in front of the mirror, doing her makeup.

“Sorry about being late, cheerleading practice took way too long today. Here, sit on the bed.”

I sat on the bed and looked at her beautiful reflection in the mirror.

“It’s alright, no issues,” I said, giving an awkward chuckle.

Kimberley was wearing a cute, pink, sleeveless turtleneck top, a skirt that came down to her thighs, and a cute pair of boots.

“Where are we headed?” she asked me, still looking into the mirror as she put lipstick on.

“Well first we’re going to Revolutions. You know the club, right? We can drink and dance, and then there’s this restaurant near the beach that I love, we can go there.”

“Sounds pretty fun. You know, I’m pretty surprised that it took you until we both got into college to ask me out.”

“Yeah…I’m surprised too.”

“You used to stare at me a lot back at school.”

I looked away from her, and stared at the carpet, heavily blushing. I never thought that she had noticed.

“Well, I always thought you were the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen,” I said quietly.

That had been smooth right? That felt smooth.

“Awh,” Kimberley turned to look at me. “That’s so sweet, Harry.”

I could barely believe I’d just said that. I’d always dreamed of saying the words to her, for years. I’d had a crush on her ever since I was a kid, after all.

There was a knock on the door. Kimberley looked at the curiously and then at me, shrugging.

“Who is it?” she called out.

“It’s Marcus,” came a deep, male voice from the other side.

Kimberley gasped.

“Oh no, I’d completely forgotten! I’m so sorry, Harry,” she said, standing up and walking to the door. She straightened her clothes quickly and fixed her hair a little bit, and opened the door excitedly. “Oh hey Marcus, come on in!” she cooed.

I was immediately jealous of Marcus, from the way she had addressed him and talked to him, like a nerdy school girl talking to the most popular jock at her school. And when Marcus entered the room and I saw the six foot four, muscular black hunk that he was, I felt intimidated. He was probably in his mid-thirties, and I was a five foot nine white guy, fairly skinny and bespectacled. Marcus looked like a male model, with his gray shirt stretching taut over his wide chest, and a dark jacket over it.

“I’m sorry, I’d completely forgotten that I’d upgraded my plan, and that you’ll be here thrice a week from now on. Harry, meet Marcus. This is my bull!” Kimberley cheerfully told me, standing between us.

I looked at him. Then I looked at her. And I blinked like an idiot as I tried to process what she had just told me.

“You have a bull?!” I asked, flabbergasted.

“Yeah! My parents hired him a gift for my eighteenth birthday!” she said, looking at him affectionately.

It was fairly common for older women to have bulls these days. My parents weren’t into the whole cuckolding thing but a lot of my friends’ parents were, and I knew that a lot of girls got their friends to try a bull for their eighteenth birthday, but this was the first time I’d known an eighteen year old girl to actually have a bull hired. Let alone one that her parents had hired for her!

“This…it’s not a problem for you, right?” Kimberley said to me, putting her arm in Marcus’s.

The shock on my face must’ve been obvious. Here I was on a date with the girl of my dreams and she was standing arm in arm with her tall, muscular bull right in front of me! Nothing had prepared me for this. If I walked out and went home right now, I’d have lost my only chance with her, I thought. And so what if she has a bull, everyone knows it’s a purely sexual thing. I took a deep breath.

“It’s…it’s fine! No problems,” I said.

“Okay!” she said happily. “Thank you Harry, and again, I’m so sorry.”

“So…do you mind stepping outside?” Marcus asked me.

“Wait, you two are…you’re going to do it right now?!” I’d asked the question without even thinking about it.

“This plan costs a lot…I’m afraid I can’t really let a session go to waste…” Kimberley said, looking away from my and at the carpet.

“He can watch. It’s a good lesson for young boys,” Marcus said. “Move, and sit over there.” He pointed at the chair in front of the mirror where Kimberley had been sitting, her makeup supplies still all kept on the dresser.

I stood up and walked over to it, and sat down, still furiously debating internally if I should just walk outside and let them complete the session. I was about to get cuckolded on my first date and I had no idea if I wanted it. Marcus pulled Kimberley’s little body to him, and sealed her lips with his, and began to furiously kiss her, while she whimpered and moaned with pleasure. I sat at the dresser, shocked, watching the girl of my dreams in the arms of this huge black man, both of them kissing each other passionately. Her small, feminine hand dropped down to the sizeable bulge in the crotch of his jeans, and she began to squeeze and rub it. His hands in turn roamed all over her body, squeezing her butt and her breasts, and pulling her closer to him. That was when I realized just how hard my own cock was, and I uncomfortably shifted in the chair, trying to hide my erection.

Marcus turned her around, so she was facing me, her head still turned to the side as her tongue danced with his. He was making sure that I got a good show as his big, black hand crept under her shirt and up to her breasts. His other hand slid under her skirt, and from the sudden tremble of her body, I could tell that he’d begun to stroke and caress her teenage pussy.

“Get on your knees, honey. Put on a show for your little boyfriend,” Marcus said to her.

“Mhm,” she said, slowly getting to her knees and unzipping him.

Her pale hand reached in and she pulled out the biggest black cock I had ever seen in my life. It was easily the size of Kimberley’s forearm, and easily twice the length and girth of my own cock!

She began to stroke it with her hand, looking up at him and smiling.

“I’ve never done this with someone watching,” she softly spoke.

“I’ve done this lots of time, darling. And trust me, your little boyfriend here is going to love it twice as much as you are,” he said, putting a hand on her head and guiding her towards his cock.

As she opened her soft, pink lips wide to receive the head of that massive black cock, she looked at me, and we made eye contact. And I realized that it was the hottest thing I could’ve imagined seeing. My hard cock under my pants gave a hard throb as I watched Kimberley take the head of Marcus’s cock into her mouth, and start sucking on it like a giant lollipop.

“Just like that baby, good girl,” Marcus said.

“Mmm,” Kimberley moaned in response.

“First time watching?” Marcus asked me, smirking.

I quietly nodded.

“Enjoy the show, boy. It’s alright if you wanna jack off to her. That’s what most couples do,” he said, stroking her hair as Kimberley sucked on his mammoth cock, stroke it with both hands now.

It was girthy enough that her fingers couldn’t even go all the way around it. Watching her pale, slim fingers on his veiny, dark manhood sent a shiver right down my spine all the way down to my cock. Kimberley pulled away, held the black cock up with her hand, stuck out her tongue and then licked his cock from the tip, down the lengthy shaft, down to his big balls, so much bigger than mine, and she took one in her mouth and began to suck on it hungrily while stroking the shaft with her hand still. Then she switched to the other one and sucked on it, and she looked at me again. Looking into her pretty eyes while she had a hunky black man’s balls in her little mouth was an experience that was more erotic than anything I had ever imagined. My own cock was begging for attention.

Kimberley licked her way up his cock once more, and gave it a suck, before Marcus made her stand up. He pulled her shirt up and off, exposing her bare breasts to my eyes, she wasn’t wearing a bra. And he leaned over and began to lick and suck on her hard, pink nipples while she dragged her skirt down her legs, having trouble.

“Help me out here,” she softly said to me, gasping as Marcus pulled on one of her nipples with his lips.

I quickly walked over and helped drag her skirt down her smooth legs. I’d wanted to do this at some point tonight but I could’ve never dreamed that this would be the circumstance. I dragged it down to her ankles and she stepped out of it, her cute, round butt exposed to my eyes. She didn’t have any panties on either, just pink thigh high socks. God, she was naughty. I gulped, and stepped back to my seat at the dresser, her skirt clutched in my hand. At this point, I desperately wanted to take my cock out and masturbate. She was holding Marcus’ head, her hand stroking his short-cropped hair, while he was sucking on her nipples and licking her breasts, her eyes shut in ecstasy. It was beautiful.

Marcus told her to lie on the bed and she excitedly obeyed, spreading her legs wide open for him expectantly. Her eighteen year old pussy was completely shaved, and soaking wet. Marcus pulled her to the edge of the bed and kneeled between her thighs, placing her legs over his shoulders. He began kissing her thighs. First the right, and then the left. Right again, moving closer to her pussy. Kimberley spread her legs wider for him. And then he buried his face in her crotch, and the immediate gasps and moans from my date accompanied by the wet squishing sounds of his tongue let me know what he was doing.

Her hand went down to his head and I could see her thighs squeeze his head as she softly moaned, and thrust her hips at his face.

“Oh..fuck yeah…” she moaned, the sheer eroticism of her sweet voice making my cock twitch wildly.

I could see Marcus rub her clit with his tongue, and suck on her pussy lips. He was such a lucky guy.

“That’s so good, daddy,” Kimberley moaned again, and I almost came in my pants just from hearing those words come out of her sweet little mouth.

Marcus rubbed her clit with two of his fingers and coated them in her juices, and slowly pushed them into Kimberley’s pussy, making her let out an elongated wail of pleasure. He embedded his fingers entirely inside of her, and slowly began to thrust them in and out, while flicking her clit with his tongue slowly. Her feet hung in the air, and she curled her toes from the pleasure, and I couldn’t stop myself any longer. Hurriedly, I unzipped and pulled my cock out and began jacking off to the incredibly sensuous sight unfolding before me.

Marcus was fingering hard now, the wet sounds of his fingers penetrating her and retreating filling the room along with her loud moans. It was an incredible sight. Marcus was relentless, and pretty soon Kimberley’s petite body was all tensed up, her pink thigh high socks covered legs trembling and quivering and twitching. I wondered if I’d ever have the ability to make her feel this way. Her moans became high pitched and louder.

“Oh daddy, I’m going to cum, oh fuck!” she loudly moaned, and I had to let go of my cock to stop myself from cumming.

Marcus carried on drilling her pussy with his fingers, until Kimberley screamed, and tensed up, and started squirting all over his hand. Waves of orgasmic pleasure washed all over her, and then she lay there, breathing heavily, naked on the bed with her pink thigh high socks and a smile of contentment on her lips. I doubt she could’ve told me her name if I had asked her right then.

Marcus climbed onto the bed and rubbed his thick black cock against Kimberley’s pussy, making his shaft glisten from her juices, teasing her clit with it, making her twitch and quiver.

“You want this cock?” he softly asked her in his deep voice.

“Yes daddy,” she whispered.

“Yes what? Tell Harry what you want,” he said. “Look at your boyfriend.”

Kimberley looked at me, her eyes glazed over with post orgasmic bliss.

“I want his cock so much,” she said softly.

It took all of my will power not to squirt my load halfway across the room right then. Marcus slowly laid on top of her, his tongue diving into her mouth once more as they kissed passionately, his hands holding hers above her head, his cock rubbing against her pink pussy.

Kimberley reached down and held his cock, lining it up with her opening, and Marcus slowly pushed, the head of his cock parting her pussy lips slowly, and I watched wide eyed as her pussy began to stretch around the girthy black shaft.

“It’s so good…so big,” Kimberley moaned, wrapping her arms and legs around him and clinging on to him tightly.

His cock went inside of her, deeper and deeper. I was amazed how much Kimberley’s little body could take, as I stroked my six inch cock watching my crush get fucked. They resumed kissing intimately. As Marcus embedded the entire length of his massive black cock inside my sweet Kimberley, I came without even touching my cock, spurting cum up into the air that landed on my stomach. I saw Kimberley looking at me as she kissed Marcus, and I thought she smiled watching me cum to her being taken by her bull. Marcus slowly began to thrust in and out of her pussy, and fell into a steady rhythm.

“You like this cock, baby girl?” he asked her.

“I love your big, black cock, daddy, I love it so much,” Kimberley moaned.

Marcus’ big balls made a slight slapping sound as they struck Kimberley’s skin as he fucked her. Her feet waved with his thrusts, sticking up in the air above Marcus’ back. He began fucking her harder and faster, making the bed creak. Kimberley had a dazed expression on her face, her mouth hanging open slightly as she moaned. Her pale, petite body under his muscular, dark build was a sight to behold. I stared, hypnotized.

“Oh yeah, fuck me daddy, fuck me!” Kimberley was moaning, and her voice had quickly made my cock hard once more, and I was furiously jacking off.

“Here it comes, baby,” Marcus said, as he began to fuck her even faster, the sound of them fucking almost like a fast clap now.

He pumped his cock into her like a jackhammer, making her moan like crazy, and then he slammed his cock deep inside of her, making her squeeze him with her legs and curl her toes in pleasure. He let out a deep groan. I saw his balls clench and the base of his shaft pulsate as he began filling up the girl of my dreams with his seed.

“Oh God yeah…” Kimberley moaned. “I can feel it in me.”

I watched the thick, creamy cum leak out of her around his shaft, and I came for a second time, spurting cum into my hand, trying my best to make sure none of it got onto my clothes.

Kimberley and her bull lay there on the bed, kissing gently with his large cock still embedded deep inside of her, for a few minutes, while I went into the bathroom and washed up. Marcus slowly pulled out, a gush of his cum erupting from Kimberley’s pussy as his cock exited.

“Give me a few minutes to get dressed, then we can go on our date,” Kimberley said to me, smiling gently, while Marcus was putting on his clothes.

“Alright, sure,” I said.

This was one hell of a first date.
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The Girl Of My Dreams

“Hello? Gary? Are you listening to me?” Jane said.

The words that were coming out of her perfectly shaped lips suddenly made sense as my mind focused on her voice once more. God, she was pretty. These days every time she talked to me I almost went spiralling into a state of hypnosis, as I absorbed every detail of her appearance. The rich blue of her eyes, the occasional perfect imperfection on the smooth skin of her cheeks, the way her mouth moved. I wanted nothing more to trace the curves of her face and her neck with my lips.

“Sorry, something just…uh…popped into my mind,” I said.

She rolled her eyes.

“I was saying, that vibrator you had me buy last month is pretty nice,” she said.

“Glad to hear that,” I said.

That’s the sort of close relationship Jane and I had developed over these few months of sharing a cubicle. And it made me more happy than I would ever care to admit to her. She was the prettiest woman I had ever seen. And on that first day when I saw her walk into our office, I would’ve never imagined that we’d grow so close in just a few months.

I’d been trying to gather the nerve to ask Jane out for two months. I didn’t want her to just think of me as her best friend, I wanted to be more to her. How could I not? My heart fluttered every single day when I saw her. I wasn’t sure Jane knew that I was interested in her in that way. I wasn’t sure if she was interested in me like that either. I did hope so. Every time that she mentioned going on a date with a Tinder match, it’d hurt. But I just couldn’t gather up the balls to man up and ask her out. The possibility that she’d say no, and that it would ruin my close friendship with her altogether was an absolute nightmare.

After we started talking at work and exchanged numbers soon after, Jane began to overshare with me within a few weeks. To my delight, she was single, and in the time I had known her, she’d stayed single. I liked hearing the details of her life. Her personal life, the stuff no one really talks about. I was fascinated by her, and I could listen to her talk about her life and herself for hours on end. And when she’d tell me that she had sex with someone she brought home from a date, it would hurt so god damn much, but then she’d tell me the details, and the rush of blood down from my head and into my cock would replace that feeling of being disheartened with a potent mix of lust and envy.

She didn’t hesitate to tell me things like how long a guy lasted, or how huge or how little he was, and how quickly he made her cum. I don’t know if she ever noticed the trip to the bathroom I always had to make after hearing those stories. I just had to go masturbate and get it all of out of system. The very idea of her face with an orgasmic expression on it made me want to jack off. I’d memorize these moments of insight into her sex life and use it as fuel when I’d lay in bed at night, masturbating before sleep. I wanted to be the man in her stories so badly.

“So?” Jane asked me.

I stared back at her blankly.

“You zoned out again? Come on,” she said, momentarily looking upset.

“I’m sorry Jane, just…not feeling well today, I apologize,” I said. “What did you ask me?”

“I said, I’m going to have a few bulls come over tonight from the agency for a trial. Do you want to come over and help me choose?”

“What. Uh.”

While I had zoned out clearly this conversation had taken one absolute hell of a turn.

“What do you mean…‘trial’? A bull? Since when are you into that sort of thing?!” I asked, speaking very quickly as my mind raced with questions and thoughts stemming from what she’d just asked me.

“Well,” she said, looking away. “Like I said, vibrators and stuff really aren’t doing it for me anymore. And these tinder dates are rarely ever no strings attached. I’ve been talking to a few of my friends who’ve hired bulls and they swear by it. And I’ve always been kind of curious. So will you come over?”

She looked at me innocently. I looked back, pondering the implications of my answers. A no meant a lot of things. It meant drawing a sharp boundary between us, a line that I’d have stated wasn’t to be crossed. No meant I wanted to keep my distance.

A yes meant that I was going to watch her make love to a black hunk. Even as the thought formed in my head it made me hard. I looked at her, waiting for my answer.

“I-…”


I drove to her house at seven. Jane opened the door for me dressed in a pink, knee length dress that hugged the curves of her delightful body. The sight of her hot body made my rock hard cock give a throb. I’d been hard the entire way from my house to here, images of her being taken by big, black bulls floating through my mind relentlessly.
“Gary! I’m so glad you’re here,” Jane said, kissing my cheek. “I’m so nervous. They’re already here, come in.”
She moved aside to let me in, and shut the door behind me. I’d only been to her house twice before. Once to help her out with assembling a bed; I still clearly remember the white shirt and gray pyjamas she’d wore that day. The entire two hours I spent there, I wanted nothing more than to slide those pants down and to bury my face in her pussy. The other time she’d been lonely in the evening and I’d come over, and we’d watched a movie together on the couch. That had been one incredible night. She’d fallen asleep halfway through the movie with her head on my shoulder, and I’d not moved for fear of waking her up. Even an hour after the movie was over. I wish now that I’d had the balls to ask her out then.
As I walked into that same living room now, I saw the couch occupied by three large, handsome black studs, who all turned to see me. Two of them had drinks in their hands.
“You the husband?” one of the them asked with a slight smirk, a man with a large black beard.
“No, just a…a friend,” I said sheepishly, looking away from him.
Jane walked in and introduced us.
“Alright everyone, this is Gary, he’s going to help me out with choosing!” she excitedly said.
“Gary, that’s Brad,” she said, gesturing to the bearded man. “This is Jason,” she said, pointing out the man sitting in the middle, who had a military style haircut. “And this is Blake,” she said. Blake was wearing a gray hoodie, and had a ponytail.
“Hey,” said Blake to me.
They were all typical professional bulls. Good looking, muscular, broad chested studs, their clothes stretching over their thick arms and wide shoulders. My heart started thumping in my chest, as I began to feel the full weight of what was about to happen. I glanced at Jane’s smiling face. She really was the girl of my dreams.
“Do you want something to drink?” Jane asked me.
“Not really,” I said, more quietly than I’d have liked to, my mouth feeling dry.
“Let’s start then,” she said excitedly. “You can sit on that sofa.” She pointed to the unoccupied one by the side.
The guys all stood up, and the two with drinks kept their glasses on the table. As I sat down for the show, Brad and Jason stepped closer to Jane, surrounding her, and sandwiching her between them. Before I could process what I was seeing, Brad gently held Jane’s chin as she looked into his eyes, looking nervous, and he kissed her. The kiss was a gentle peck on the lips…at first. And then it evolved, and grew. The passion bounced back and forth between them, growing in intensity, as their lips locked, and then their tongues came together. It was the strangest, most erotic feeling in the world, watching the girl of my dreams kiss this big, bearded black hunk like this.
My cock was starting to feel a little sore from having been hard this long. As Jane kissed Brad, I could see Jason slowly grind against her, and I bet that she could feel his hard black cock against her round butt, through her dress and his jeans. One of his hands reached up and grabbed hold of her breasts, and he began squeezing and caressing them, while his other reached down and went under her dress, as he began rubbing her soft, white panties. I gulped. My own heart was beating so, so fast.
Brad stopped kissing her, and Jason held her chin and turned her head to him, and it was Jason’s turn to thrust his tongue into her mouth, and kiss her intimately like high school sweethearts. Brad pulled the straps of her dress down, lowering the top and exposing her pert, bare breasts to our eyes. Brad leaned down and took one of her stiff, pink nipples into his mouth and began to greedily suck on it, and I saw Jane gasp into Jason’s mouth as they kissed. There was that heady cocktail of envy and lust once again, more potent than ever before. Rage mixed with jealousy, with the most intense arousal I had ever experienced in my entire life.
“You can take it out and stroke it,” Blake said to me. “It’s what most cucks do.”
“He’s…,” Jane said, gasping as she interrupted her kiss. “He’s not a cuck, he’s just helping me decide…oh-,” her sentence cut off as Jason pushed a finger inside of her, and resumed kissing her.
“He can still jack off,” Blake said. “His cock must hurt being that hard.”
Jane turned to Blake and kissed him next, equally as passionately. I saw one of her hands squeeze Jason’s big bulge behind her, and the other caressing and stroking Brad’s in front of her. Blake unbuckled and unzipped first, and dragged his jeans down, freeing his enormous, veiny cock. My eyes almost popped out. I’d heard of how big professional bulls were but this was insane! Blake took one of Jane’s hands and brought it to her cock, and she giggled as her fingers went around it.
“God it’s so big, look at it Gary! It’s so much bigger than that vibrator!” she said, glancing at me.
Making eye contact with her in that instant, her fingers around Blake’s huge, black shaft…I almost came in my jeans right then and there. Meanwhile, Jason behind her was kissing her neck and shoulder and Brad in front of her was still switching from sucking on one of her nipples to the other. Within a minute both of them undid their jeans and dropped them onto the ground as well, and Jane was surrounding by three angry, black mammoths. She was stroking them two at a time, and my mouth was dry. I could hear my heartbeat in my ears, and every cell in my body was begging me to jack off to the primally beautiful sight that was unfolding right before my eyes.
“Hear, take a closer look baby,” Brad said to Jane. “Get on your knees.”
Jane looked at him with a blatant, lustful hunger in her eyes as she descended to her knees, and his veiny cock was right there in front of her, a couple of inches from her face. Jason moved to her side as well, and she was surrounded by the three muscular black bulls, who had at this point undressed completely. The girl of my dreams kneeled there, looking pretty as ever, her dress bunched up at her waist, three naked, muscular bulls around her. She was looking at them with fascination in her eyes, like a little girl looks at a shiny new toy.
“Don’t be shy,” said Brad.
Jane looked up at him and nodded, her hands stroking his cock and Jason’s. They were thick enough that her fingers couldn’t even make it all the way around them. Jane moved her hand from Brad’s cock to Blake’s beside her, leaving it bobbing in mid air in front of her. She slowly leaned forward, still looking up into Brad’s eyes, and her lips closed the distance and she planted a kiss on the head of his cock.
I quietly unzipped and fished out my cock. There was no way I could’ve suppressed it, I desperately needed the relief. This was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life. Jane stuck her tongue out just a little bit, and gave Brad’s cock a lick.
“It tastes so good, Gary,” she said, glancing at me and seeing me with my cock in my hands, and giving me a smile.
“Give it a good taste, honey,” Brad said, taking his cock and placing it over Jane’s innocent little face.
The others followed suit and my beautiful Jane’s face was covered by the three massive cocks. I heard her take a deep sniff.
“Mmmm,” she moaned.
“Open your mouth,” Brad told her, and she obeyed.
Jane parted her soft, pink lips and opened her mouth, and Brad placed the bulbous head of his monster onto her tongue. I watched as Jane sealed her lips around it and began to eagerly suck it, and her hands resumed stroking the other two cocks on either side of her. She opened her mouth wider and took more of Brad’s shaft into her mouth, looking up at him, looking so eager to please him. I stopped stroking my cock because I didn’t want to cum so soon. I watched Jane’s pink lips stretch over the girthy shaft, and I could tell her mouth had been completely filled up by Brad’s meat. She began to bob her head up and down on it, fucking it with her face.
A minute later she pulled away from Brad’s cock, and turned to Jason’s to the left. She replaced her mouth with her hand and began stroking Brad’s cock, a third of it slick from her spit. She opened her mouth and took Jason’s cock into it, and I saw her cheeks hollow gently as she sucked on it, her eyes closed while she focused on it. She pulled away and Jason held his cock up, and Jane licked it from the tip, down the shaft, down to his big black balls, and she gave each one a good suck, before licking her way back up and taking the head into her mouth.
I had masturbated so many times to this in my head, but in my head it had been my cock she’d been sucking. The difference between reality and my fantasies was stark. Jane’s hand left Brad’s cock and travelled south, and I watched her begin to rub her pussy over her panties. She was just as turned on as I was. After sucking on Jason’s cock for a couple more minutes, she drew away, a string of saliva stretching from the head to her lips, and she began to stroke his cock, while turning her head to the right to suck on Blake’s.
Just like Brad and Jason, Jane sucked Blake off for a few minutes, before standing back up again. The guys helped her out of her dress, and Jason dragged her white panties down her smooth legs, and she stepped out of them. She stood naked in front of all of us, and she was like an angel descended from heaven. Brad sat down on the couch, his muscular thighs spread and his girthy black cock pointing up at the ceiling, and told Jane to climb onto his lap. Jane obeyed, holding on to his shoulders for support, and he lined the head of his thick shaft with her pink opening as she hovered above it. I watched, hypnotized, wondering how her little body was going to accommodate that monster.
Blake and Jason climbed onto the couch on either side of Jane, presenting their cocks on either side of her pretty little face. Jane began to suck on Jason’s cock while Brad slowly pulled her down onto his cock. I watched the head of it push against her little pussy, until it popped inside of her, and she moaned onto the cock in her mouth. To Jane it must’ve felt like losing her virginity all over again. I could see the way her pussy had to stretch to accommodate the monster inside of her.
I didn’t even have to touch myself, and my throbbing, hard white cock started spurting cum high into the air and onto my belly, as I came, my cock pulsating excitedly, my heart a jackhammer in my chest. None of the four people on the couch noticed me.
Her moaning, muffled by Jason’s cock in her mouth now, got louder as she descended further onto Brad’s thick shaft, taking more of it inside her pussy. The way she was sucking on Jason, while stroking Blake, I could see that she was distracted immensely by the sensations that were rushing through her, spreading out from where Brad’s monster had impaled her. She pulled away from Jason’s cock.
“Ohhhhh God, yes. It’s so deep. It’s all the way inside of me!” she moaned.
Brad pushed himself balls deep inside of her, and slowly began to thrust in and out, as Jane slowly began to twerk on his black rod. Brad began to suck on one of her nipples, and her hand came down to his head, holding it as he sucked. Brad was slowly gaining momentum, and soon Jane was bouncing on top of his cock, and my eyes were wide watching the sheer length of it that she revealed every time she pulled herself up. My cock was hard again, watching Brad’s giant cock disappear and reappear from Jane’s pink pussy. I could smell the copious juices she was producing, and hear the squishing sounds of it as they fucked.
Her hair bounced around her and her breasts heaved. She was a sight to behold. Every time Brad’s cock bottomed out inside of her she let out a slutty moan, and I was stroking myself once more listening to that delightfully erotic sound from the girl I loved.
“Oh f-fuck…I…I’m gonna cum!” Jane announced, and Brad only fucked her harder, the sound of her body slamming down on top of his cock filling the room along with her moans and the sounds of her fluids down below.
Jane’s moans of ecstasy rose higher in pitch, and louder in intensity, until she let out a wild, elongated wail of pleasure, and slammed down one final time onto the thick monster inside of her, and began to shake and convulse, falling forward and nestling her head on Brad’s shoulder as an intense, otherworldly orgasm ripped through her. As I saw all of this unfold I knew one thing instantly: she was going to need this again.
For a couple of minutes she lay there, Brad’s cock still inside of her, stretching her out.
“Th-that was incredible…” she finally said, sighing and sitting upright again, gently grinding on Brad’s cock.
“Time for you to test me now, honey,” Jason said.
He told Jane to stand up, and then had her lie down on the couch, her legs spread wide open for him. He lay on top of her, and kissed her passionately, as she reached down and held his girthy shaft, and lined him up with her gaping opening.
“Oh…” Jane gasped as Jason pushed his cock inside of her, slowly pushing it until he was balls deep.
Jason must’ve been very hungry for her at this point because he immediately started to give her the fucking of a lifetime, and Jane wrapped her legs around him, clutching on for dear life as I wondered if the couch could take this violent lovemaking.
“God you’re tight,” Jason whispered to her as droplets of sweat began to appear on his shoulders and back from the intense fucking he was giving to Jane.
Jane glanced at me once again, watching me stroke my cock, my warm cum still on my belly. We held eye contact as Jason fucked her, and I couldn’t help it. I had to say it.
“I love you,” I told her, as I stroked my cock.
“I love you too, Gary,” she whispered back, right before Jason’s tongue drove into her mouth once more and she shut her eyes and kissed him back.
Jason fucked her for a good five minutes and made her cum before pulling out and letting Blake have his turned. Blake made her stand again and bend over, her feet on the floor, supporting herself with her hands on the back rest. He held her hips tightly and delivered a rough fucking, spanking her ass and making it red, while Jason and Brad once more got up onto the couch and offered her their cocks, which she eagerly began to suck on once more. Blake took five more minutes fucking her, and then pulled out, and Brad asked her to get on her knees.
Jane obeyed and once more the three black studs surrounded her, and she went to work sucking and stroking them. It was Blake who came first.
“Oh yeah baby,” he grunted, as he began spurting thick cum onto Jane’s face.
Up until that point I had never seen anyone cum that much. I guess that was the difference a professional bull made. Jane looked up at him, squinting as the ropes of cum splattered over her pretty face, on her nose and cheeks and lips. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out to catch some of it, and hungrily swallowed, moaning.
Then it was Jason who came, and he placed his cock into her mouth and Jane sealed her lips around it, hungrily swallowing all of the cum he spurted into her mouth, making her cheeks bulge from the sheer volume of it. When he was done, Jason pulled his cock out and wiped the remainder of his cum on her face. Jane glanced at me and smiled, her face covered in the cum of two men, and I came once again without touching myself, and she giggled.
“Awh..,Gary,” she said.
“Lie down, honey,” Brad said, furiously stroking his cock.
“On..the carpet?” Jane asked, unsure, licking up Jason and Blake’s cum from her lips.
“Uh huh,” Brad said, and Jane obeyed.
Brad lay down on top of her, his massive, muscular, black body on top of hers, and he quickly pushed his cock into her once again, making her moan. Right away he began to hammer Jane’s little pussy, rocking her little body, and I could tell from the sounds that she was making, that he was bringing her closer to another orgasm.
“Oh god, oh yes! Just like that, please daddy!” Jane moaned, as Brad slammed his massive rod in and out of her.
Brad went faster and faster until he began to grunt, and he finally slammed himself balls deep inside of Jane and stayed there, and I watched his balls tense and his shaft pulsate as he began depositing his cum inside of her. I couldn’t see it but I knew he was cumming a lot because it began to leak out of Jane’s pussy and down her ass.
After a fifteen minute break where all of us ate dinner, they started up again. I stayed the night there, and they fucked the love of my life in every way they could. Jane and I decided to skip work the next day.
“So which one will you choose?” I asked her as she stepped out of the shower in the morning.
“Hmm,” she said, drying her hair and looking pensive. “I’ve decided I’ll hire all three of them!”
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Innocent Christian Wife Emilia Gets Seduced by her Husband's Eighteen Year Old Black Bullies
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Emilia

The class slowly shuffled out of the room. My Business Principles class was the last one for them, and the Sun was heading down now, casting long shadows inside the classroom. I was packing up my books and getting ready to leave when I noticed two boys heading towards my desk. They had been sitting in the front row attentively, yesterday as well as today. Although I wasn’t sure if the focus of their attention was what I was teaching, or me itself. They were both tall, probably around six foot two to six foot four, and I could tell they were uncommonly muscular for boys of their age at eighteen years old. One of them was wearing a hoodie while the other had on a shirt that stretched taut across his broad chest, sleeves rolled up, showcasing his thick forearms. I couldn’t help but feel a tiny amount of intimidation as the teenagers loomed over me, despite the fact that I was close to twice their age at thirty-five.

“Miss Emilia, I’m Tristan and this is Reuben,” said the boy wearing the hoodie.

The other students had walked out and the three of us were the only people standing in the classroom. Both of them were pretty handsome, and both yesterday and today I had noticed the girls in the classroom giving them sideways glances. They were going to be very popular here.

“Mrs Lawrence will do,” I said, smiling up at them.

“Mrs Lawrence, Reuben and I were having a bit of trouble understanding one of the topics. We were wondering if you could go over it once again, please?”

This wasn’t too uncommon, so I didn’t think much of it. Students who were insecure about bringing attention to themselves during class would occasionally come up to me about the day’s lessons, and I usually had no problem going over it once again to make sure they had a proper grasp on the subject matter.

“Which part?” I asked them.

“The legal section,” said Reuben.

I noticed that as Tristan had been talking, Reuben had taken the opportunity to peek down the neck of my dress, at my breasts. I usually wore sundresses that came down to my knees, and I wasn’t too surprised by this sort of attention from male students, but it still sent a shiver through me. They were both handsome men, and it was always nice to receive positive affirmation like this.

“Hmm. Alright. Well, today I’m afraid I can’t really stay here too long, but tomorrow after class we can go through it again,” I said, smiling at them.

“Alright, thanks Mrs Lawrence,” they both said, and walked away.

I noticed the shape of their tight butts under their jeans as they walked away, before shaking my head and internally scolding myself for ogling at male students like this. I was a married woman after all, this was no way to act.

‘You’re still a woman, and they’re handsome, virile young men,’ said a voice inside of me which I suppressed quickly, before walking out of the class.

The next day when I walked into class, Tristan and Reuben were sitting right in the front row once more, and I noticed the way their eyes were glued to my body, travelling from my butt to my breasts, and down my legs. Another shiver went through my spine. It was nice to be wanted. Not to imply that my husband John didn’t want me. We both loved each other a lot, and we made love once or twice a month, but I couldn’t help but feel as though we’d gotten used to each other to an extent.

As I taught the lesson, every time I’d look at either of them, they’d hold my eyes with an intensity that would make me gulp, and more than the whiteboard their eyes seemed to be focused on my body; my breasts and my butt. Even with my back turned to them as I wrote on the whiteboard, I knew that I was being scanned from top to bottom. I gave them the class a problem to write down, and I sat down at my desk. Looking across the class, my eyes travelled to under their desks, and I almost gasped when I saw the big bulges between their thighs. They were completely erect! Reuben had a big bulge while I could see the outline of Tristan’s penis go down a leg. It was massive! I quickly averted my eyes, but for the rest of the lesson I could barely focus on the course material. I had caused this. I’d aroused them so intensely just from them looking at my body.

After the class had ended, Tristan walked up to me.

“Mrs Lawrence, are you going to go through yesterday’s class with us?” he asked.

“Yep, we’re going to begin in just a moment,” I said, sending a text to John that I’d be late because of work at uni.

Instead of remaining at their desk, I heard them picking up their chairs and I looked up to see them bringing their chairs to my desk. They placed them on either side of my chair and placed their books on top of the desk. Part of me wanted to tell them to go back and sit at their seats instead, but ‘what’s the harm anyway,’ I decided, and stayed quiet. I opened up my own textbook.

“Where do you guys want me to start?”

“Erm, the start of the legal section from yesterday,” said Tristan, who was wearing a varsity jacket today over a black shirt.

“Alright,” I said, and started recapping the lesson.

As I taught them, they slowly scooted their chairs closer to me. A couple of times Tristan’s hand brushed across my arm as he pointed something out in my book. I was conscious of the fact that both of them were really taking this opportunity to be close to me to take peeks down the front of my dress. I always wore a bra underneath when I came to work so I wasn’t too worried but it still sent chills up my spine. A few times I felt their hands nonchalantly brush against the bare skin of my thighs. By the end of the hour my breathing was heavy, and I was wondering if they could tell the effect they had had on me.

Two days later they asked me once more if I could go over the lesson with them, and I stayed back with them after class. And three days later it happened again. I had never had students this resolute on understanding the boring economics lessons I was teaching, and it had become fairly clear to me that it wasn’t the principles of business and the mathematical formulas involved that had piqued their interest. And they weren’t sitting in the front row during every class of mine just so that they could have a perfect view of the whiteboard. I’d had male students show visible interest in me before, but never anything like this.

I knew I was attractive. I received a similar sort of male attention wherever I went. From the grocery store to church at Sundays. I was a petite redhead, five foot two with blue eyes, and a curvy body that I thankfully didn’t have to work too hard to keep up. But I had never had students who were so determined to be near me. Meanwhile from the other teachers I got to know that the quiet, rapt attention they showed in my class was an abnormality, because in all the other classes they were class clowns to an extent. Turns out that Tristan was the son of the college Dean, and Reuben was the son of a rich banker whose family was also close with the Dean’s. They were spoiled brats. No wonder they acted like they owned the place or something.

I’d always try not to look but whenever I was at my desk, curiosity would get the better of me and I’d glance between their muscular thighs, and more often than not they’d be erect. Once or twice Tristan caught my gaze as I looked, making me blush furiously and feel guilty. The thing is, and I hated to admit it, but they had some sort of effect on me that I had never felt before. Something about them made the attention they were giving me so pleasing, that I’d be disappointed if they suddenly stopped.

Two months in, they came up to me just like they had all those other times.

“Sorry boys, I can’t stay here today. I need to leave,” I told them, packing my things and putting my phone into my purse.

John’s car had an engine issue so I’d given him a ride in the morning, and he was waiting for me in the staff room since two hours. We both had very separate times for our first and last classes so we drove to the college in our own cars. John usually left two hours before the end of this last class I taught.

“But the test you scheduled is on the day after tomorrow!” Tristan protested.

“Yeah there’s a lot we don’t understand, come on Mrs Lawrence,” he said, quickly glancing at my breasts before looking back up into my eyes. “We don’t want to be doing badly in the first test of the year.”

“I…well, I don’t know what I can do,” I said, shrugging sympathetically.

“We could just drop by at your house later when you’re free,” Tristan suggested.

“Yeah, that’s a good idea. What’s your address, Mrs Lawrence?” Reuben piped up.

“I-…well…uh…” I desperately racked my brain trying to find excuses against this. “The college has a policy against fraternization…”

“It’s not really fraternizing if you’re teaching us, is it? I’m sure that’s allowed,” said Tristan.

“I... I suppose,” I relented, unable to find a valid reason to counter them. “Alright. But no one should know about this, okay? This is just to help you out for the test.”

I quickly gave them my address and left, feeling a strange excitement bubbling up through me. They were going to be at my house. This was a line being crossed. But I was just doing my job, wasn’t I? It was my job to make sure that my students have a firm understanding of what I’m teaching them. And if I had to go above and beyond the call of duty, was I really in the wrong?


“How was your day?” John asked me in the car as I pulled out of the parking lot.

“The usual. Can’t complain,” I said offhandedly. “Yours?”

“Tiring. I’m going to take a long nap when I get home.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked him.

He didn’t usually sound this sullen. It made me worry. The streetlights all came on as we drove home.

“Nothing, nothing,” he said, averting his eyes and looking out of the window instead.

When we got home, John went up to the bedroom to change and take a nap while I sat down on the couch, wondering if I had made a mistake inviting Tristan and Reuben into my home. A few minutes later I went up as well to wash up and change. I was going to change into my usual crop top and shorts combo but I stopped myself. I wondered if that was appropriate. At home, people staring at my body wasn’t a priority and so I never wore a bra, and the shorts were pretty revealing too, coming down only to my mid-thigh. But looking through my wardrobe, I didn’t really have much else that I could’ve worn. I had a dress to wear to work the next day, and some other stuff to wear at home, but all the alternatives I could’ve used right then were in the wash, and I had no option but to put on the loose crop tops and shorts.

I had told the boys to come over an hour later and, in that time, I cooked some rolls and coffee, and laid out the textbook and my notes on the living room table, ready for the lesson. I was waiting for them in the living room when I heard the smooth, loud engine of a sports car pull up outside, and I walked to the window to look. Tristan and Reuben opened the doors of the sleek, asphalt hugging sports car, and stepped out with their bags. They headed to the front door and I walked over, ready to open it, prepping my hair and my clothes excitedly like a school girl about to get picked up for prom.

They knocked on the door, and I waited a few seconds before turning the knob and swinging it open.

“Good evening, Mrs Lawrence!” said Tristan.

“Evening,” said Reuben.

“Come on in,” I told them, standing aside to let them pass. “Put your bags on the couch to the side.”

As they passed me, Reuben’s hand brushed across my bare tummy, and I gulped, and shut the door behind them. I laid out the plate of spring rolls and coffee on the table, and sat down on the couch as they sat down beside me on either side, as close to me as they could. Only as I felt their thighs press up against mine, did I consider the immense physical proximity to them that I had placed myself in. My heartbeat shot up. I hadn’t been this physically close to a man other than John in over a decade, let alone being sandwiched in between two handsome, muscular, black eighteen-year olds intent on eating my body up with their eyes.

“L-let’s begin,” I timidly stammered, and started the lesson.

The three of us sat on couch, close together, as I went over the lesson slowly. I felt hyper conscious of every single bit of contact between our bodies. My heart was continuously thumping in my chest. Occasionally their hands would brush against mine, and an elbow here or there would knock my breast in my loose crop top. More than once I saw them staring down my top at my breasts. That’s when I remembered that I’d forgotten to remember a bra! I had no idea how much of my boobs they were getting a free look at, but the very thought of it began to arouse me for some reason, and despite me urging my body not to, my nipples became hard and began poking right through the thin fabric of the top. I was blushing intensely. I was so close to them that I could smell the sweetness of their colognes.

My eyes glanced to Tristan’s crotch and I spotted the same, familiar looking bulge. And the same on the other side with Reuben. Both of them were sitting beside me, aroused. I felt so aroused. Everything about this situation made me feel so naughty.

After what seemed like a year, we got done with the lesson, and we stood up, and I kept the cups and plates in the kitchen while they gathered their bags and walked to the door.

“Goodnight, Mrs Lawrence. See you tomorrow,” Tristan said.

“Goodnight to you two as well,” I said.

“Honey, who is it?” I heard John say behind me, and I looked back to see him walking down the stairs.

As John saw Tristan and Reuben standing at the door, his eyes widened with recognition.

“You two, what are you doing here?” he said, looking from them to me.

“I…doing some revision, what’s wrong?” I asked.

“I can’t believe this,” Tristan said, laughing along with Reuben. “Mrs Lawrence, you’re married to him?!”
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John

The new batch of first years was pleasant. For the most part. The first day, the two big black guys in the back making quips and jokes hadn’t seemed like much of a problem to me. I was intimidated by their large build and muscularity, but I still felt in charge, and I had carried on the lesson fairly well.

Over the next few days they ramped things up though. I’m an average height, skinny guy, thirty-seven years old and bespectacled. They quickly began to call me Professor Napoleon Dynamite. A couple of times the pair deliberately bumped into me in the hallways, making me spill my notes and textbooks. I asked around from the other teachers if they were pulling the same stunts in their classes, and they agreed. Except mine was the worst apparently. For some reason they were completely quiet and respectful with my wife Emilia though, which confused me. Additionally, it turned out that Tristan, one of the boys, was the son of the college Dean. The other boy, Rueben, was the son of some big shot businessman whose family was good friends with the Dean’s. This explained a lot of things. And it also complicated things for me.

I stayed intrigued about why they weren’t acting up in my wife’s class, and I asked her about them a few weeks after classes had started, when we were in bed, about to sleep.

“I don’t know, honey. They’ve always been so respectful in my class,” she said, rubbing the cream she used for her skin routine onto her cheeks. “And pretty focused on the course material. They’re always trying to make sure they understand what I teach and actually, they’re the ones who’ve been making me stay back after class so that they can have me go over things they didn’t grasp the first-time round.”

That gave me pause. I started to form an idea of why they were so good with Emilia. Those punks had a crush on my wife!

“I see,” I said.

Before I went to sleep, I resolved to face them over their behavior. If they were too well connected for any sort of punishment from the college, I was going to have to face them and resolve whatever issues they had.

“Tristan, Reuben. Stay at your seats, please,” I said after dismissing the class.

They both exchanged a glance and smirked, as around them their classmates stood up and began filtering out of the room. I watched everyone leave, stood up from my desk and walked over to stand in front of them.

“What can we help you with, Napoleon Dynamite?” Tristan said.

Reuben chuckled at the joke.

“That’s John, for you. Tell me, have I insulted either of you at some point?” I asked, trying to make sure my voice didn’t waver. I wasn’t a confrontational person.

“Not at all, Professor Dynamite,” Tristan said.

“I can’t help but feel that there’s some sort of animosity between us,” I said.

Tristan sighed.

“Well, you’re feeling wrong, Professor. Reuben and I are just joking around with you, that’s all. Don’t tell me you feel bad over some jokes?”

“I-…well…it’s disturbing the rest of the class. Why can’t you behave in my class the same way you act in Mrs Lawrence’s class?” I asked.

“Because you aren’t even five percent as sexy as she is,” Reuben remarked snarkily.

“I…I see. Well if you don’t start behaving, I’ll-…”

“You’ll do what?” Tristan said, cutting me off mid-sentence.

“I-…” I trailed off.

He was right. What could I do? My hands were tied.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought. Good talk, Dynamite. See you in class tomorrow,” Tristan said, getting up from his seat, slinging his bag around his shoulder and walking off along with Reuben.

As he reached the door he stopped and turned around.

“By the way, if you know Mrs Lawrence, be sure to put in a good word for us, will ya?” he said, winking at me, before walking out of the room along with his friend.

I stood there, stunned at the brazenness of this eighteen year old. They both knew that no one could do anything do them because they were well connected with the college dean. And I was right about why they were trying to spend more time with my wife Emilia! They clearly had no idea that the two of us were married. I wondered what they were hoping to achieve with her.

It would never surprise me to learn that some male student had developed a massive crush on my wife, because Emilia was exceedingly pretty and undoubtedly attractive. She drew eyes wherever we went, and I felt proud that she was mine. And I trusted her completely. After all she had stern Christian parents and she hailed from a small, pretty conservative and mostly white town. She was an innocent, good woman and a good wife. If these two black boys thought that there was a chance in hell that they were going to pull something off with her, they were dead wrong. The thought of it gave me reason to smile just a little.

And then an image popped into my mind of its own accord, that began to give me an erection. I imagined Emilia bent over on the desk behind me, her sundress bunched up around her waist, and Tristan behind her, burying his black cock deep inside of her. Imagined an expression of ecstatic pleasure on her sweet face, as she hungrily sucked on young Reuben’s cock in front of her. I imagined hearing her soft moans, muffled by the cock in her mouth.

I quickly shook my head, trying to rid my mind of the image, feeling guilty of being turned on. The thing is, ever since I was a teenager I had this fantasy of watching someone manlier and stronger than me take a girl I loved or crushed on right in front of me. The fantasy hadn’t left as I grew older, as I married Emilia, and it was still a secret kink of mine that I intended to take to the grave. Emilia was a conservative woman, and we didn’t make love more than once or twice a month, and I used to push her for more sex earlier in our relationship, but I’d give up. And now I mostly got by through masturbating to cuckold porn. And interracial is what I found to turn me on the most. The thought of Emilia being taken by a big, muscular black man turned me on more intensely than anything else, and it also flooded me with guilt. My wife was a sweet, innocent woman. I felt even guiltier that I had just fantasized of her being taken by these two spoiled brats.

I picked my things up and walked out of the classroom, and went to the staff room to wait for Emilia. My car had developed some sort of engine problem in the morning and refused to start, and Emilia had given me a ride, and was my ride home for the day. Her class wouldn’t end until two hours later, so I sat and waited, passing time scrolling through my social media on my phone, trying not to think about the two arrogant teens.

Soon as we came home I went up to bed and took a long nap. When I woke up about two hours later I heard the sound of people talking downstairs. I washed my face and began walking downstairs, and saw Tristan and Reuben at the door.

After the boys left, I walked over to Emilia.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I said through gritted teeth. “You can’t be bringing students over to our home!”

Emilia was taken aback, and immediately an expression of clear hurt took over her face, softening the rage I was feeling.

“I…they needed revision for a test the day after, so I agreed to go over with them here, ” she said, looking away. “I’m sorry.”

“Look...honey, I don’t mean to be rude okay?” I said, embracing her. “It’s just…they might get the wrong idea, that’s all.”

“What idea? I was just teaching them,” she said.

“Babe, you just don’t know these two like I do, alright? Trust me on this.”

“What don’t I know?” she asked me, her expression hardening.

“I…look…just trust me, okay? Don’t invite them over again,” I said.

She sighed. “Okay. I won’t.”

I thought that would be the end of it. Until a week later when I heard a sports car pull up onto the driveway at about eight, followed by a knock on our door. I opened to see Tristan and Reuben staring me down.

“Is Emilia home, Dynamite?” Tristan asked.

“Yeah…uh…Emilia!” I called out.

A few moments later she walked down the stairs, dressed in a robe with a fair bit of her cleavage on display. The moment she saw the two she clearly piped up with excitement, which struck me as odd.

“Oh, Tristan! Reuben! What’s going on?” she asked.

“Mrs Lawrence, Reuben and I were just doing the assignment you gave us today and we got stuck on the second question. We had a few questions to ask, so we decided to come over and clear them up with you! Hope that’s not a problem,” he said.

As he spoke, I noticed the way he and Reuben scanned her body brazenly. I saw the way their eyes clung to her curves and investigated her chest.

“Well, I’m sorry bu-” I began, but Emilia cut me off.

“Oh of course it’s not a problem,” she said. “Come in, come in.”

She walked with them to the couch I’d been sitting on and switched off the television, and I stood there like a fool as my petite wife sat down on the couch with the large, muscular back teens on either side of her, and began to cheerfully explain the assignment. Without a word I retired to the bedroom, fuming internally, not realizing how hard my cock had gotten. About an hour and a half later I heard the door open and shut once again, and the sports car pulling away. Emilia came back up.

“I thought you told them not to come over,” I indignantly complained.

“I know, I know. I didn’t tell them, I thought the next time they asked I’d just say no but they came over without asking,” she said, shrugging.

“I hope they behave properly with you.”

“Wh-what do you mean? They’re good students, they always stay in line,” Emilia said, but she averted her gaze and looked at her phone instead as she said this.

“I’m just saying,” I said.

Things carried on like usual, and the first year class I had to teach remained the most stressful duration of my entire day. Tristan and Reuben continued their taunts in class, and what hurt was that most of the other students there laughed at me, instead of speaking out to defend me. Emilia hadn’t told them not to come over, and they arrived unannounced at our home several times over the next month. If I didn’t know any better I would say that Emilia seemed to be welcoming this, instead of discouraging it.

One day Tristan bumped into me in a hallway on purpose, and said, “Don’t mind me, chief. Just on my way to your wife’s class. She’s been begging for this big, black cock,” before winking at me and walking away before I could process what he had said.

I felt instant rage before I realized how urgently my boner demanded attention. And to my great shame I walked to the nearest staff bathroom, locked myself in a cubicle and masturbated to guilty the fantasy of Emilia bent over that table being railed by the arrogant black stud.
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Emilia

Tristan and Reuben had quickly become the closest two students to me that I had ever taught in my five years at the college. Three or four times a week I was staying back and going through lessons with them, and they both had my phone number, and they’d pop in a few times a month to my home where we’d sit on the couch in the living room, me sandwiched by the hulking, handsome black teens, teaching them. And the entire time we’d sit on the couch my heart rate would stay elevated. It felt so naughty, and I knew that John disapproved and that he wanted me to tell them not to come, and he wanted me not to pay any extra attention to them, but the time I spent with them was way too much fun.

The three of us progressed from a strictly professional student-teacher relationship, and we’d exchange banter and compliments. They didn’t hesitate from complimenting me on my clothes or my hair and I didn’t hesitate from complimenting them on their muscles and looks. Under the guise of quick communication for lessons and questions, we’d exchanged phone numbers and the three of us were in a group chat where we started just talking about our personal lives as well.

‘Went on a date from Tinder tonight, cute chick,’ Reuben texted one day in the group, ‘ended up pretty disappointing. We both went back to mine and I fucked her for a couple of hours, but she was so boring. Mrs Lawrence, why can’t I find any girls like you?’

‘Keep at it, I’m sure you’ll find one,’ I replied, with a winking emoji.

Being alluded to like this by the black stud had lit a fire between my thighs, and I quickly went to the bathroom and began to masturbate, trying to fantasize of John making love to me. But every time I tried, my arousal dampened instead of heightening, and instead visions of Tristan and Reuben standing in front of me naked, muscular and large, scanning my naked body, forced themselves into my psyche. That was what sent shivers spreading through my nerves, and despite my best attempts to deflect them, I ended up giving in, and rubbed my clit furiously, imagining Tristan pushing his massive black cock deep inside of my married pussy as Reuben sucked on one of my pink nipples. The orgasm built inside me quicker than ever, and hit me like a shockwave of pleasure. I had never felt anything like it before.

The next day once more Tristan and Reuben and I stayed behind after I dismissed the class. I noticed they were both still hard. I wondered how many times from the first day of the course until now they had masturbated thinking of doing things to their teacher. The thought of it made my sex twitch, and I felt wetness appear between my thighs.

Later, they walked along with me right to the parking lot, talking animatedly to me about the place Tristan’s family had up in Vermont and how I was invited if I ever wanted to go there for a vacation. The parking lot was almost completely empty, loud chirping of noisy insects all around us. The Sun inched towards the horizon, setting the lazily moving clouds overhead ablaze with the colors of a gentle wood fire.

As I was talking to Tristan I was looking up at him instead of where I was going, and I didn’t notice the kerb in front of me. I stepped onto it awkwardly, and twisted my ankle, a bright shot of pain instantly shooting up my calf. I cried out loud in pain and fell.

“What’s wrong?!” Tristan and Reuben said, concerned.

“Fuck, I twisted my ankle,” I said.

I tried to turn my foot but a stabbing pain resisted the movement.

“I think I’ve sprained it pretty badly.”

“Do you want us to take you to the hospital?” Tristan asked.

“No, I can go home,” I said, trying to stand up, and collapsing once more.

The pain in my ankle was too strong.

“Yeah, you’re not driving,” Tristan said. “Okay, no worries. We can drive you home, and we’ll take an Uber back here.”

“Alright,” I said, relenting.

I don’t know what I expected to happen, but Tristan crouching, putting his arms under me and picking me up bodily in his strong arms wasn’t it. My heart fluttered and my thighs twitched with arousal as the powerful teenage boy held me in his arms and walked me over to the car, and laid me down in the backseat. Ruben climbed into the driver’s seat and started up the car. I was resting with my back against the door, and Tristan got into the backseat from the other side, and lay my legs on his lap.

“Let me give you a foot massage on the way there so you feel better, Mrs Lawrence,” he said, flashing me a quick, disarming smile.

“Just call me Emilia,” I said.

Lit in the light of the setting sun, Tristan took my shoe off, and began to gently press and rub my foot in several places. I hadn’t expected it to do much, but I did get some amount of relief from the pain, and lay back more relaxed than before. I realized my dress was raised to almost the middle of my thighs, and Tristan might have a good view of my inner thighs and maybe even my panties. The thought of it made me wet, and I hoped he could see my panties indeed.

As we made our way towards my home I became aware of the fact that under my calf I could feel Tristan start to get an erection. I was touching his cock under his jeans! My heart was thumping in my chest, and I was aroused to an extent that I hadn’t been in a long, long time. Maybe ever. The foot massage felt good, and it relieved the pain, and Tristan’s hands soon began to stray further from my foot, and occasionally he caressed and stroked my calves, my skin tingling where the handsome eighteen year old touched it. I felt his cock pulsate under my leg. I could see his eyes travelling up my legs and under my skirt. He was just as aroused as I was, and when our eyes made contact and we held each other’s gaze, invisible electricity arced through the air between the two of us.

John opened the door to see me, propped up on either side by the boys, towering over me.

“What happened?!” John asked.

“I twisted my ankle in the parking lot,” I said. “These two drove me home.”

“I’ll take it from here,” John said, walking to me and putting an arm around my chest to support me as I walked in. “You two can go home.”

“Get well soon,” said Reuben.

“See you later, Emilia!” Tristan said, smirking at John before he left, shutting the door behind him.

I wondered what that was about.

“Are you alright?” he asked me, walking me over to the couch and setting me down.

“Yeah, I can’t turn the foot though,” I said.

“It’s not broken, is it?”

“I don’t think so. I think it’s just a bad sprain, bring me an ice pack and the pain relief spray,” I said.

A couple of minutes later he was back, and he sprayed my ankle and began to ice it.

“So you’re on a first name basis with them now?”

Immediately I felt annoyance at this. I was under pain and stress and this was the last thing I needed.

“So what if I am?” I asked, staring at him in the eye.

“It’s inappropriate how close you’re getting with students,” he fired back.

I winced and sat up so I could be level with his eyes.

“I don’t get it, John. What’s your problem with them? They’re just my students like any other. So what if they go out of their way for sake of their academics? What’s your obsession with them?”

“They’re not how you think they are!” John cried out, his voice raised. “They’re bullies who want to get in your damn panties and you’re allowing them to get closer to you! Why do you think they’re so good in your class when they’re an absolute nuisance in every other teacher’s? Especially in mine! They taunt me right in front of the entire class, and call me names, and the things they’ve said to me privately, Jesus Christ! You should see the looks the bastards give me because they know how close they’re getting with my god damn wife!”

John had gone red in the face, and was breathing heavily now. He looked away.

“I’m sorry for raising my voice.”

“Honey…I had no idea,” I said, feeling guilty. “I’ll put an end to this, okay? I promise. If I’d known they were like this, I would’ve never let it happen.”

That night we made love, and all the while he was inside of me flashes of Tristan and Reuben kept popping up in my head. I tried to push them away, but the more you try to push a thought out of your head, the deeper it pushes itself inside of you, and I kept imagining Tristan’s muscular body on top of me, my arms and legs wrapped around him, my pussy stretching around his girthy manhood.

John, just like always, came within a couple of minutes, and fell asleep beside me. I wondered how it had felt for him all this time, being bullied by two eighteen year olds, and seeing them grow close to your wife.

Next morning my ankle felt a lot better, but I still felt a fair bit of painful resistant every time I tried to twist or turn it, and I decided that going to college was going to be a considerable enough hassle that it wasn’t worth it, and so I stayed in bed while John brought me some breakfast, kissed me on the cheeks and said goodbye to go to college.

Around noon I was downstairs watching TV when I heard the familiar sports car pull up in front of our house, followed a minute later by the knock on the door.

“Come in!” I called out, “It’s unlocked!”

Tristan and Reuben walked in.    

“Emilia!” Tristan said. “How are you? Is your foot better?”

Tristan and Reuben walked over and sat on either side of me without hesitation. Once more I felt excitement at seeing them, even though this time I was sure that they shouldn’t be here. I was wearing a knee length sundress, and I saw them scanning my body, and looking down the top as they loved to do each time.

“I…it’s alright. Better than yesterday.” I said.

“Let me give you a foot massage, it’ll feel good. Let’s see if I do it better than Tristan,” Reuben said.

“I really think that you shouldn’t,” I said, but he didn’t listen and pulled my leg up onto his lap and began massaging my foot.

“Sh-shouldn’t you two be in class?” I asked, as I felt my heartbeat rise up in my chest once more, just like yesterday.

“Wanted to check up on our favorite professor,” said Reuben, sending a warm smile at me.

Tristan sat beside me and laid his hand on mine, making my heart skip a it.

“L-Look, boys…I have to tell you something. You know that I love having you both around here, and I like talking to you, but my husband John tells me that you’re cruel to him. I can’t have you coming around any longer. This…it’s the last time,” I said, looking away from Tristan as he rubbed the sole of my foot.

“I see,” he said, after quite a few seconds of prolonged silence, broken only by the low hum of the air conditioner. “I’m sad to hear that. Well, let me complete this massage, and we’ll go.”

“Alright,” I said.

As he massaged my foot I felt his hands began to stray up occasionally on my leg as well, while Tristan started stroking and caressing my other thigh.

“You’re the best teacher we could’ve ever asked for,” he whispered into my ear.

“Thank you, Tristan,” I replied, his breath on my ear sending familiar shivers through my body.

I wasn’t ready to feel his lips on my neck.

“Oh-,” I gasped.

Reuben kissed my foot, and began planting kisses up my leg.

“What do y-you two think -oh- you’re doing?” I said in between heavy breaths, as Tristan kissed my shoulders.

“Saying goodbye,” he said, sliding one strap of the dress off my shoulder.

“But..I can’t-”

“Shh, I know you want it just as bad as we do.”

Tristan slid a strap of my sundress down my shoulder, and began to kiss my skin. Reuben’s lips were at my thighs, and the touch of them on my bare skin was sending pulses of electricity through me. Tristan reached around me and dragged the other strap down, and then pulled my top down, exposing my bare breasts to the view of his teenage friend and him. I didn’t resist. My mind was still racing, wondering what I should do, trying to battle the cloud of warmth that had filled it from the adrenaline of my arousal. My muscles were tense with the lust coursing through every inch of my body.

“You’re so beautiful,” Tristan said, and he held my chin gently and turned my head to him, and planted his lips on mine.

For a few seconds I didn’t know how to react, and I stayed frozen, until the wild hunger that had been growing inside of me all these weeks finally unleashed and took over my senses. Stopping myself from kissing him back didn’t seem like an option anymore, and I did exactly that. When his tongue asked permission to enter I let him, and soon we were kissing passionately, with an intensity I didn’t know I was ever capable of. We kissed like I had never kissed my husband, with a drive behind me that I had never known could be so compelling.

I reached out and put an arm around his neck and held on to him as we kissed, and Reuben pulled my dress up, exposing my white panties to him as I spread my legs wide open for him, and he kissed my inner thighs. As my tongue danced with Tristan’s he began to squeeze and caress my breasts, making my soft, pink nipples harden immediately. Reuben got off the couch and kneeled in front of me, between my spread legs, and he pulled my panties aside to expose my soaking wet, unshaven pussy to his eyes. My heart was a jackhammer embedded within me.

I gasped when I felt the first touch of his tongue on my nether lips, where only John had touched me before. I moaned into Tristan’s mouth. Reuben held one of my pussy lips in between his lips and pulled, and then the other. And then he spread my legs wider and pushed his face against my pussy, rubbing it and spreading my wetness all over his skin. The friction of his skin against my pussy and clit made my thighs tense, and I squeezed his head. He stretched his tongue out and began to lick me with slow, broad strokes, lapping up my slick juices with a raw hunger.

Tristan pulled away from my mouth, and kissed my cheeks and my chin, and my neck, my shoulders, my chest, until his lips latched on to a pink nipple, which he began to greedily suck, licking my breast around it occasionally, while his hand squeezed and groped my other breast. I held his head, laying my head back against the back of the couch, shutting my eyes and immersing myself in the storm of ecstatic pleasure that the two eighteen year olds were causing within me. I felt like a goddess, being worshiped by the two boys, one hungrily sucking on my nipple while the other licks my married pussy, diving in with it and fucking me with his tongue.

Tristan went to the other breast and squeezed and gently pinched the one he had just left with his finger and thumb, making me clutch his head tighter in response.

“So good,” I groaned, lost in the swirl of intense sexual emotion.

“I’ve wanted to suck on these since the first day I saw you,” Tristan replied.

I reached down and squeezed his large bulge from his erection.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since the first day I saw you two get hard from looking at me,” I said to him.

“Oh you haven’t made it tough, Mrs Lawrence,” Tristan said, coming up to kiss me deeply once more before resuming sucking and licking my breasts.

Reuben flicked my clit and rubbed it with the tip of his tongue, sending little, fantastic bolts of pleasurable impulses running up my spine. My pubic hair were wet with his spit and my juices, and he was relentlessly eating me out. I had never experienced pleasure like this before, and I was loving every second of it. John had never ever done anything like this. Reuben kissed my soft mound, and up to my tummy. And then he began kissing my other leg, down my inner thigh to my knee, down to my calf and my foot, where he sucked on my toes before returning to my sex. His tongue on my skin was a celebration of my body, my sexuality and my womanhood. Sex with John was duty. Pleasant, but mundane. This was an exploration, and I had never been so aroused.

Tristan unzipped and brought his massive, girthy black cock out, which made my husband John’s white penis look like a toy in comparison. He brought my hand to it and I eagerly wrapped my fingers around it, feeling the gentle heat and throbbing of it against my palm. I thrust my hips off the ground trying to rub my pussy against Reuben’s face, and he wrapped his strong, black forearms around my soft, pale thighs trying to steady my wild movements.

“God that’s so good, oh God,” I groaned loudly, stroking Tristan’s hair as he sucked on my nipple still, while I stroked his black manhood.

A few minutes of this incredible experience later, Reuben stood up in front of me, and so did Tristan, his black cock bobbing in the air in front of me. I sat straight and leaned forwards, stroking his giant cock with both hands. My hands looked tiny on the girthy member, and as I stroked it, Reuben quickly dragged his jeans down and stepped out of them. He took his shirt off as well and stood completely naked beside his friend, and I reached out and began to stroke both cocks, one hand on each. Tristan also took his shirt off, followed by his jeans. They were both muscular, with well defined muscles sculpted on their tall frames. They had perfect, manly bodies; broad chests and strong legs.

“You’re both so incredible,” I said, admiring their virile, strong, eighteen year old bodies while my hands jacked their cocks off quickly, with my breasts exposed and my dress bunched up around my waist.

They stepped closer, bringing their cocks three inches from my face.

Beneath their enormous cocks hung their ball sacks, so different from John’s pert and small balls. I wondered how much cum these two studs could make.

“Want a taste?” Tristan asked.

“God yes,” I whispered.

I leaned in and gently kissed the head of Tristan’s cock, while still stroking it, my wedding ring glinting in a column of sunlight drifting in from the window. I wanted to please him so desperately. Both of them. I wanted to serve them and I wanted them to take me, hard.

“That’s it, baby,” Tristan softly said.

I could smell the manly musk of it, and taste it. It was intoxicating, and my pussy was twitching and soaking wet, begging for attention. I wanted to reach down and start rubbing my clit right in front of the two boys. I kissed the head of Reuben’s cock, and stuck my tongue out and gave it a little lick, before doing the same to Tristan.

Tristan put a hand on my head, and held his cock, lifting it and then placing it across my face. Reuben did the same, and I looked up at them, my mouth open and my tongue out, as they slowly rubbed their manhoods all over my face, rubbing my cheeks and my chin and my nose and forehead. The thought of it would’ve disgusted old Emilia, but not this one. Some sex-starved part of me had awaken and taken hold, and good Christian Emilia had gone into hibernation without me realizing.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Reuben said. “Thanks for letting us do this.”

“Mmm, the pleasure’s mine,” I said, taking the head of his cock into my mouth and giving it a little suck before letting go again to suck on Tristan.

Their cocks felt warm and smooth on my face. They moved away a little once more and I planted my lips on Tristan’s cock and began to kiss and suck it like a giant lollipop. I held it up with my small hand against his tummy and began sucking on his dark, wrinkled ballsack, first on one of his balls, then the other, relishing the taste of his sweat and the manly smell of his powerful, virile manhood. The smell and taste of him directly called to my womanhood. I stuck my tongue out and licked Tristan from his balls, up the lengthy shaft, all the way to the bulbous tip.

“You’re a natural, god damn. None of the girls in your class are this good,” Tristan said, making my heart flutter from the compliment.

“Mhm,” I moaned in approval, my pink lips stretched around his girthy cock.

I began to bob my head up and down his shaft, coating it in my spit and making it glisten, while stroking Reuben with one hand and rubbing my pussy with the other. I could see their eyes glued to my fingers playing with my pussy. I could only get less than a half of Tristan’s cock into my mouth and throat.

I pulled away from him finally, taking a moment to rest my mouth, stroking both of them, before giving the same treatment to Reuben. After I had worshipped their big, black cocks for five minutes, Tristan asked me to stand. I obeyed, and they undressed me completely. I was sandwiched by them as they kissed me, Tristan facing me with his cock up against my tummy, and Reuben behind me, his cock against my butt. I reached down to stroke them both as I took turns kissing each of them shamelessly, like I had never imagined I would kiss someone, let alone two, black, eighteen year olds.

“Do you want us inside you?” Tristan whispered in my ear.

I nodded. “Mhm.”

“Say it,” Reuben commanded. “Beg for it.”

I groaned lustfully. “Please fuck my pussy with your big, black cocks. Stretch my pussy open, make me yours,” I said, before Tristan planted his mouth on mine once again and our tongues jostled impatiently.

“Come on, professor,” Reuben said, wrapping his arms around my waist and my legs and picking me up in his arms, making me giggle and laugh.

The three of us made our way up to the bedroom, and Reuben laid me down on the bed. I pulled a pillow underneath my head and lay on my back, with my legs spread wide apart for them, my feet hanging in the air. Tristan got up on the bed and lined his cock up against my entrance, rubbing its smooth, purple-pink head in the folds of my pussy and making it wet.

“I’ve…never had anything this big inside of me,” I quietly said.

“You’re going to love it, baby girl,” he said.

I felt it prod my pussy lips, and spread them apart. For a few seconds Tristan teased me, rubbing my clit with it, and rubbing his shaft against my pussy. The sight of it turned me on even more, watching the black cock against my pink sex. Reuben meanwhile got up and presented his cock to me right beside my head, and I began to kiss and stroke it once more.

“Put it in, please,” I pleaded with Tristan.

“If you say so,” he said, gently pushing it forward, lodging the head of his cock in my opening and slowly stretching it open, until it suddenly popped in.

I moaned loudly from the little burst of pleasure. This would’ve been much more difficult if I wasn’t so heavily lubricated from my intense arousal. Slowly Tristan began to push the girthy shaft further inside me, making me marvel at how my pussy was accommodating him, stretching wider than it had ever been.

“Fuck you’re tight,” he grunted.

“You’re…oh-…huge,” I moaned.

Deeper his cock went, beyond any point John had ever touched or could hope to touch, deeper than I had known my pussy could go. My head was in the clouds, and I had lost grip on conscious thought. I was just aware of a fog of sensation swirling in my mind. A strong, quick orgasm began to rise up within me, and as Tristan’s cock hit my cervix, I came. Harder than I ever had before in my life. I twisted and turned and clutched the sheets, moaning.

“Oh GOD…fuck, that’s so good,” I wailed, twitching and trembling as the orgasmic pleasure washed over me in waves like an earth-shattering tsunami, while the boys watched and smiled at my desperation.

It took me a few minutes to descend down to earth again, in a bed made of blissful clouds. I had no idea it was possible to feel this good. Tristan slowly pulled out and back in, and with slow strokes, began to make love to me while I sucked greedily on his friend’s veiny cock. His massive cock going in me made lewd, wet noises from my copious juices. I desperately thrust back, trying to meet his passion and take more of him within me. He quickly began to fuck with me with a steady rhythm that eliminated all thoughts from my head. I imagine it would be what true meditation would feel like, or being incredibly high. I could feel and hear his big, heavy balls slapping against my skin, making a slapping sound each time he thrust.

We were both covered in a layer of sweat, and when Tristan leaned forwards and rested his weight on top of me, his chest was slippery against my breasts from all the sweat. Reuben stepped away and I kept stroking him as Tristan and I passionately kissed once more, and I wrapped my legs around his waist tightly while he dove deep inside of my married pussy.

A minute later Tristan pulled out, depriving my pussy of the satisfying sensation of being fully filled. Reuben told me to get on all fours and I obeyed, sticking my ass high up in the air and giving it a wiggle for him. Meanwhile Tristan kneeled in front of me and I began to suck on him once more, tasting my juices.

Reuben didn’t need to prepare me for his pole, and quickly he pushed himself into me and went balls deep, making my legs twitch from the pleasure. From the back it went in differently and massaged different parts of my vagina, scratching other itches. Reuben must’ve been considerably horny waiting for his turn because he immediately began to slam his cock inside of me like a powerful machine, occasionally slapping my ass and making it sting pleasurably. The sounds of my moans muffled by Tristan’s cock, my lips sucking him, and the slapping sounds of Reuben fucking my brains out filled up the room. I could feel my breasts heaving as my whole body and the bed was rocked by Reuben’s thrusts, and I was loving it all. These boys were relentless. John would’ve cum five times over by now!

Five minutes of fucking me delirious from the back, and Reuben slowly pulled out. Tristan lay on his back with his cock pointing up at the ceiling and told me to ride it. I climbed onto him and straddled it, facing him, slowly descending, and letting it enter me and go deep inside of me. Reuben only watched this time as I began to ride his friend, my breasts and my hair bouncing up and down from my movement. My thighs began to burn but the pleasure was too strong for me to want to stop. Tristan pulled me down and kissed me, wrapping his arms around me and hammering my little pussy with his powerful cock as I moaned deliriously, driven senseless by the immense pleasure.

“I’m going to cum,” he whispered into my ear and I began to slam down harder on top of him, moaning all the while as another powerful orgasm inside me approached.

“Oh god yes, oh yes, oh yes,” I moaned. “OHH,” I let out a long, drawn out wail as the second orgasm of the hour hit me.

Tristan immediately pulled out of me, making me squirt onto the sheets, twitching and trembling as I lay on my back. Reuben and he immediately surrounded my face and began jacking their hard cocks an inch from me, as I stuck out my tongue and awaited my prize. I wasn’t disappointed.

“OH, fuck,” Tristan grunted, and his cock pulsated and throbbed as he let out a jet of thick, white cum, that splattered across my tongue and my face, warm and gooey.

Reuben came seconds later, spurting thick ropes of milky cum onto my face and my breasts as well. The boys continued to stroke their cocks hard and fast, spurting rope after rope of cum, drenching my entire face, and my breasts. When they finished, they offered their cocks to my lips and I sucked on them once again, cleaning them and swallowing the remnants of their cum. I had never felt so satisfied in my entire life.
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John
As I sat in college that morning, I felt bad about the way I had talked to her the previous night. After all I was sure that she wasn’t inviting the attentions of the two bullies. Why had I taken out my anger for them on my innocent wife? I decided to do something nice to make up for it, and I dismissed my class early, after just one hour. I drove home, and bought flowers on the way. Emilia was home all alone, with a hurt foot, probably feeling bad about the way I had gone off on her as well. Well, she was going to be so surprised to see me. I could picture the smile I was going to see on her face. The thought excited me.
When I saw the familiar, black sports car on the driveway, all that excitement drained out of me in record time, and my heart sank. They were here. They were here alone with my wife while I was away! I walked to the door with my fist clenched around the flowers. It was quiet downstairs, and I heard no voices. Instead of knocking I turned the knob and walked in. On the couch I saw something that made an endless void open up in the pit of my stomach. I recognized her dress. And I knew who those shirts and jeans must’ve belonged to. I went to the stairs and heard the faint moans of my wife. That walk up the stairs from the ground floor to the first floor of my house was the longest of my life.
A slapping sound. And the sound of my wife’s moans and groans, of indubitable pleasure. With my heart thumping in my chest, and my cock completely erect, I walked to the door of our master bedroom, which was open just an inch. I peered in.
All three of them were completely naked. Tristan was on top of my wife, his big, muscular, strong body on top of her soft, petite one. She had wrapped her legs around his hips, clinging to him with one hand while the other stroked Reuben’s cock, who was standing beside her. Emilia was kissing this spoiled, black bully with a passion that I had never known was lurking inside of her. I felt like I was going to faint, as a potent, heady cocktail of emotions swirled within me. I was angry, and hurt at the betrayal, and jealous at the way these two were taking my little wife like I never could dream of. And I was so, so aroused.
And I felt guilty, and ashamed when I became conscious of the fact that I had been rubbing my erect cock over my jeans. My mind raced as I wondered what I should’ve been doing. Wasn’t I supposed to burst in and confront the three of them? And then what? Was I supposed to fight them? They were both so much stronger than me. Was I supposed to ‘protect’ my wife from them? She was so clearly a willing participant. I chose the option I’d fantasized about since years, and I unzipped and began to stroke myself, watching my wife get taken by the big, black hunks. And my life was never going to be the same.
For several months before I told Emilia about my cuckolding fetish, she kept up an affair with the two boys behind my back. If ever I was supposed to be gone for more than a couple of hours and she was going to be home, I knew that she called them over. Pretty often I’d lie to her about how long I was going to take, just so I could park my car a block away and sneak back in to spy on them. I installed secret cameras around the house that fed into my phone and laptop, so I could watch and record my wife’s incredibly erotic infidelities. The way the two studs fucked her…the intimacy between them…it was infinitely hotter than the most arousing cuckold porn I could’ve hoped to see. Sometimes she’d go out with some vague reason for a few hours, and I’d know. And I’d jack off just imagining what she was up to with them.
Confessing my fetish to Emilia and my knowledge of her affair and how much it turned me on was the best thing I did; and right now I’m standing near the locked door of the empty classroom, stroking my cock as I watch Tristan fuck my wife who’s bent over the desk, sucking on Reuben’s cock. The only thing I regret is why I didn’t tell her sooner.
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Greg

“Who else?” I asked Nicole.

“A few of my friends from the dorm. Are you sure you don’t want to invite any other people from college?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m sure.”

We were sitting at the round table by our window, raindrops thrumming against the glass and sliding down slowly. Steaming cups of coffee that Nicole had just made lay on the table. I didn’t really have many friends back then. Just a small, close knit group of nerds like myself, and most of them had already turned down the invitations. Some were just too far away, some were out of the country entirely, others had prior engagements.

“Oh, by the way. I forgot to tell you, your friend Max messaged me the other day,” she said.

“What, why?”

“Just complimenting me on a selfie.”

“Oh, alright I guess,” I said.

Whenever it came to Max I could never be sure.

“I invited him to our wedding.”

I almost spat my coffee all over the rainy window.

“You did what?” I asked, a dazed plastic smile on my lips.

“Yeah. Good thing he messaged me, I had almost forgotten about him!”

She must’ve noticed my face looking like a scorpion had bit me on the ass because she slowed down.

“You’re...you’re okay with it, right?” she asked.

I sighed.

“Nicole, babe, you should’ve...asked me, I don’t know. To be honest, no. I don’t want him at our wedding,” I said.

“What, why not?” she asked, looking shocked.

My wife was pretty innocent, and she could be naive a lot of times.

“Babe...he was a bully. He bullied me in college and all the way through school, even.”

This must’ve been a massive revelation to Nicole because she looked positively stunned.

“But you guys used to hang out all the time at your place!”

“He was only around because…” I stopped myself before I finished the sentence.

How much did I want her to know? The rain continued, spattering across the glass beside us.

“Okay. You know John, my roommate, right? Well after college started, he and Max became friends in class. They were both in business, I was in a completely different course so I had no idea about this. John brought Max over a couple weeks in, and Max saw me, and he’d hang out there a few times, like once a month almost. But then after we started dating and he came to know about it, that was the only reason he hung out at our place so much, so that he could be around you and he could flirt with you.”

“No way,” Nicole said dismissively.

“Honestly! He had the hots for you even back at school, you know that right?”

I knew that back at school Nicole didn’t really interact with a lot of guys other than me, and given how oblivious she could be about these things, I wouldn’t be surprised if she had no idea. “He flirted with you like all the time, you never noticed?”

“No, not really,” she said, tilting her head slightly to one side in confusion, looking as innocent as she always did. “I never noticed him bullying you at school either...but I guess I mostly interacted with my own circle, so I could’ve missed it. I don’t know.”

“I don’t blame you, he always made sure he was low key enough that no one could point him out to everyone. He had his popular, charming guy image to protect,” I said, sighing.

“I’m sorry, darling. I can tell him not to come if you’d like,” she said.

I mulled it over for a few seconds.

“It’s only going to be for a few hours. I guess it can’t be too much harm, right? Telling him not to come seems like it’s going to be just unnecessary drama.”

“Think it over, I have no problems if you say so,” Nicole said, picking up her empty coffee cup and walking to the kitchen counter.

As she walked away from the table, I couldn’t help but admire her delightfully curvaceous body. My soon to be wife had always been the most beautiful woman I had ever seen and I considered myself incredibly lucky that she had chosen to be with me. Waist length blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and a glorious bubble butt, even back at school she was the object of adoration for most of the boys, and she had always chosen to insulate herself from them. She came from a conservative, Christian family and she was an innocent, good girl. Back at school, just like every other guy I would’ve give an arm to be with her, but unlike other guys I never had the balls to walk up to her and try my luck. When I saw her in my class at college, I was overjoyed. Somehow I gathered the balls to text her later, and that’s how we grew together.

I knew what Max was trying to do, hanging out at my place every time he knew that Nicole could be there. Max was a pretty good looking man. He was black, six foot three, and had an obviously attractive face. He’d started hitting the gym back at school when the most important thing in the heads of the rest of us was getting the new Halo game on Xbox. As a result he had a broad chest and shoulders, muscular forearms, and sculpted abs. Almost everyone envied him when he’d show his body off to the rest of us back in the gym locker room. On top of all this he had a massive black penis, that put every single one of us to shame. Me especially, since I wasn’t more than 5 inches when fully erect. All of this meant that Max thought he could have any girl he ever wanted. Nicole’s apparent resistance to him must’ve frustrated him so much, the very thought of it gave me pleasure.

As I watched Nicole wash dishes at the kitchen counter a picture suddenly appeared in my head, unprompted. My Nicole sitting on the counter, her legs spread wide apart, and Max right there in between them, pumping his thick black cock inside of her as they kissed. I shook it off my mind as my cock slowly gained an erection.

“What?” Nicole asked, noticing me staring at her in a daze.

“Huh, nothing...uh...just admiring how pretty you are,” I quickly stammered out.

I needed to ease up on all the interracial cuckold porn. Well, that’s what I told myself every time I jacked off to it and the guilt filled me up. I’d discovered it all the way back in early teenage but I wasn’t really into it until one particular night.

See, at school in our senior year I’d grown close to this girl named Ashley. She was a pretty, petite brunette. We’d been paired up for a project early on in the year and so we started talking and found out we had a lot in common. I developed a massive crush on her soon, but couldn’t gather the courage to ask her out. I only managed to grow a pair after school was over and it was do or die time. A rich friend of Ashley’s, Ginny, threw a party a couple of days after graduation. It was her eighteenth birthday and she invited the entire class, the party doubling up as a farewell event as well. Almost our entire class had turned eighteen by this time. I decided that I was going to ask Ashley to be my girlfriend then.

The day of the party I texted Ashley and asked her when she was going to arrive at the party, and she said that she was going to be there an hour early because she was hitching a ride with a couple of other girls and they were going to help Ginny out with getting everything ready and prepared for the party.

I’ve probably never taken more time to get ready and to make sure I was looking good as then. I took a long time to shower, shampooed and styled my hair with a pomade I’d bought specifically to look good for the party and borrowed my dad’s aftershave and cologne to make sure I smelled good too. I talked to a couple of my friends and we decided that we’d arrive half an hour after the time Ginny had mentioned, so that we didn’t look too eager.

My friends were all in one car and they picked me up from my place. The Sun was just setting, and we were driving with the windows all rolled down, enjoying the cool breeze and blasting music. It was probably the most memorable car ride I’ve ever had in my life, driving from the town to Ginny’s house that was right on the outskirts, close to an hour away.

When we got there, there were already quite a few cars parked outside, and we could hear music from the outside. A few of our classmates were hanging out front, drinking. The house was in a fairly secluded place so we didn’t really have to worry about neighbors or cops, which was absolutely great. Most of us planned to stay the night, those that didn’t planned to stay sober so they could head home later.

My heart was pumping in my chest before I had even stepped out of the car. I kept imagining all the ways this could go. Hopefully the night would end with me having gained a girlfriend instead of me having lost a friend.

We walked in, saying hello to the people we saw. Everyone was extra friendly, probably because this was the last time they were going to see all of their classmates beyond their own circles. My friends immediately went to get a drink while I began to walk around, looking for Ashley.

I looked around on the ground floor, I looked out back near the swimming pool. I walked around the house hoping to see her somewhere. In the end I came back and asked Ginny where she was.

She exchanged glances with her friends and giggled.

“She’s probably upstairs,” she said.

I wondered what that was about. I walked towards the carpeted stairs and headed up. The floor was empty except for a guy and his girlfriend making out in the corridor. It was surprising how less noise from downstairs carried up here. I walked onwards through the hallway, hoping to hear Ashley talking to her friends or something. Maybe she was on a phone call with her parents. One of the doors was open a sliver, leaking light into the dim hallway. As I walked closer I heard Max’s voice.

“Yeah that’s it baby, god damn.”

A girl’s moan replied to it, and I understood what was going on, and quickly hurried past. This wouldn’t be the first time I had stumbled upon Max fucking a girl from class at a party. This sort of thing was probably routine if you were a popular, good looking jock like he was.

“Oh fuck yeah,” came the girl’s moan again and this time it made me stop in my tracks.

That voice was familiar. I quietly backtracked, my heart quickly sinking in my chest as my mind put two and two together. I didn’t want it to be true. There was no way. Ashley wouldn’t do this to me, I told myself. I quietly peeked in, making sure I couldn’t be seen. What I saw was going to change me for the rest of my life.

Ashley was facing me, her eyes closed in an expression I can only describe as pure, heavenly joy. She was completely naked. Her body looked hotter than I had imagined. And believe me, I had imagined it a lot. I couldn’t count the number of times I had jacked off since we started talking, in my room to pictures she had posted of herself on her social media. She was riding that same, massive black cock that had given me an inferiority complex about mine, in reverse cowgirl. Her completely shaved, pink pussy was stretched around the thick black shaft that was coated in her thick cream. Her soft moans escaped her mouth and spilled out into the hallway where I stood. I quickly looked around to see if the couple that was making around was still in the hallway. They weren’t, I was alone, standing there. I felt acutely aware of the fact that my cock had grown and achieved almost a complete erection. I felt a deep torment, feeling multiple intense emotions swirl within me. I was angry at Max. I was angry at Ashley. And I knew that if I tried to cause a scene, Max had the power to beat me up in front of all my classmates and throw me out. I felt deep dejection at what the girl who I was going to ask to be my girlfriend was doing. And with whom she was doing it. She was clearly enjoying herself.

And I felt deep, potent arousal at the scene in front of me. Max’s powerful, muscular black body, and Ashley’s pale, petite frame in union like this was a powerfully erotic scene to behold. It turned out that my arousal was the only emotion I could choose to act on, as my erect five inch cock strained against my zipper painfully. I looked around to see if the coast was clear. If I wasn’t going to have Ashley, I could at least get off on this sight. I took my phone out and put it to silent, and immediately began recording the scene unfolding in front of me, while with one hand I pulled my cock out and began stroking. Thinking back on it now, it was such a rash and stupid decision. My brains had been addled by the surge of emotions and the lust of being cuckolded like this.

They changed positions so that he was on top of her, and she wrapped her arms and legs around his strong body, clinging on for dear life while he pumped his thick cock inside of her like a machine, making her moan and groan wantonly. I didn’t last very long, and came in my hand. I’d been recording for eight minutes when I heard some people walking up the stairs, so I immediately stopped and walked to the bathroom at the end of the hallway, and hid there.

Ashley didn’t come down for another hour and a half. I was smoking a joint by the pool when she came to me, smiling wide.

“There you are! I’ve been looking for you all over!” she said.

I looked at her pretty face. The same as ever. As if she wasn’t kissing my bully just an hour ago.

I’ve probably jacked off to that video of her and Max a thousand times since then until now. That was the day interracial cuckold porn really started doing something for me. Been hooked ever since. After I started dating Nicole I’d often think of the idea of her fucking a big, strong black man. I’d feel guilty for thinking it, and I never wanted it to happen, but it’d turn me on so much. The thought would just show up in my head randomly. I’d never talked about this with Nicole, and I was determined to never let her find out about this kink of mine.
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The stained glass window faced east in such a way that as we exchanged our wedding vows, Nicole’s pure, elegant, white wedding dress was painted in coloured sunlight. She looked more beautiful than I had ever seen her, and that was saying something. The way she looked up at me melted my heart. A lot of the guests had their phones up recording the whole thing, but as I looked at her I tried my best to ingrain every little detail of the moment in my memory forever. It was hard to believe how lucky I was.

“You may now kiss the bride,” the pastor said.

We stepped closer, and I leaned down to gently kiss her, my heart racing in my chest as she held me. I couldn’t have been happier. Well, I guess I could’ve been. Sitting in the fourth row was Max, dressed in a crisp tuxedo. Every time I’d seen him he had been undressing my bride with his eyes, ogling her body as if she was some sort of snack he planned to have later.

After the ceremony was over, Nicole and I began meeting and greeting all the guests, and receiving the gifts and bouquets and wine bottles they had brought with them. And then Max stood in front of us.

He shook my hand, squeezing it so hard that I wanted to wince.

“Really happy for ya, Greg. Never thought that you’d actually seal the deal with someone like Nicole,” he said, carrying a smug smile.

“Oh stop it,” Nicole playfully said.

He moved to her and gave her a tight hug, puling her close to him, for an uncomfortably long amount of time.

“You look so beautiful, Nicole! I’m so happy for you both,” he said.

He let go after a long time, moving his hands up and down my wife’s back, almost down to her butt. I felt that familiar tingling in my cock as I saw him hug my wife, his large, muscular black frame enveloping my tiny blonde Nicole. When he pulled away, I noticed a definite blush on Nicole’s cheeks.

Max walked away and rejoined the circle of friends from our school. I so desperately hoped that Max was going to just leave and not come to the reception, but I knew that I wasn’t going to be that lucky.

The wedding reception was being held at a hotel about five minutes away, and most of the guests from the chapel chose to attend it. I didn’t see Max for a while after the chapel, and for a while I almost forgot that he was in the party. I was walking past a partially open door to the smoking area when I heard bits of a conversation between Max and one of my school friends. I caught the word ‘Nicole’ which made me stop to listen.

“She looks beautiful, doesn’t she?” said Aaron, the friend from school.

“Damn straight. Shame that she’s wasted on him. Beautiful woman like that deserves a real cock,” Max said. “What I wouldn’t do to nail that pretty little slut. Just thinking about her gets my cock going. I’ll get a feel of her ass when I dance with her.”

“Tell me how it felt,” said Aaron.

I quickly ducked away before they came back through the door and walked towards the rest of the party. I couldn’t believe the balls on this guy to come to my wedding and plan to grope my wife. Incredible. I had to warn Nicole. I walked the opposite way and come around to the reception, which was being held in the yard behind the hotel. On my way there I ran into a cousin of mine and his wife, and they began congratulating me and updating me on their entire family’s wellbeing. I kept trying to drop out of the conversation so I could go to Nicole but they wouldn’t let me leave. I had to stand there for a full ten minutes and listen to their rambling.

I got to the party just in time to see Nicole stop dancing with one of her uncles, and Max asking her instead. A lot of people were on the dance floor now, probably thanks to the open bar that plenty of people had been making full use of, including Nicole and I. She cheerfully said yes to Max, and they both walked into the dancing crowd, and I couldn’t see them anymore. Frustrated, I went to the bar and sat down and ordered a cocktail as an aunt came up to me and started talking, telling me how happy she was and how she couldn’t wait for Nicole and I to have kids.

I kept glancing at the people dancing, hoping to get a glimpse of Nicole and Max, as I talked to the aunt.

“Where are you to planning to honeymoon?” she asked me.

I sipped on the cocktail.

“Well, I just-” I began, and stopped.

There they were. I just got a glimpse of them. Nicole was pressed up right against Max, and his hands were down at her butt, squeezing it in her white wedding dress. My heart jumped up in my throat as my cock rose. Her petite, feminine form embraced intimately like this by his muscular, manly body flooded my mind with images. I pictured her like I had seen Ashley, her fair, lithe legs spread wide apart, and her wedding dressed pulled up, bunched up around her waist as her pussy stretches around the thick, black cock of my bully. I pictured that same expression of contentment that was on Ashley’s face, on Nicole, as she rode Max, looking into my eyes. My cock strained against my pants. They got swallowed by the people dancing once again.

I became conscious of the aunt still talking at me, and her voice came into focus once again. Ignoring her, I turned to the bartender and ordered another cocktail to calm myself down. The sight I had just witnessed had imprinted itself into my head and I kept replaying it.

‘He’ll be gone as soon as the party ends. Don’t worry,’ I told myself, as I downed another cocktail.

I wondered if the people around them had noticed the bride getting groped by the big black hunk dancing with her. A minute later I saw Nicole walk to me.

“Hey babe, wanna dance?” she asked me.

“No, I’m tired,” I said, staring at my glass.

I could hear hurt in her voice at my rebuff.

“Max didn’t try anything with you, I hope?” I asked her coldly.

“W-what? No, of course not,” she said. “Are you alright?”

“Just tired,” I said.

She’d lied to me.

“I’m going to get some food,” she said, and walked away.

I glanced at her as she did. The wedding dress accentuated her curves in an incredible way. I was lucky. I finished my glass right as the band put on another song.
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Nicole

“Need any help here?” Max asked me.

“I...uh, yeah. I’m sorry. He’s never done anything like this, I’m so confused,” I said.

I was fairly mad at Greg. He was slumped over the counter of the bar, fast asleep. He’d never passed out drunk like this ever before in his life.

“It’s a stressful day after all, I don’t blame the guy,” Max said.

“I suppose.”

I glanced at Max. He’d taken his suit off to stay cool, and the fabric of the crisp white shirt stretched taut across his muscular chest and arms. He’d only grown to look more hunky and handsome since college. I knew that people thought I was this good, innocent Christian girl who could never notice these things, but hey, I had eyes and a sex drive like every other girl. And Max was the most handsome and popular guy in our school.

My parents were strict, conservative Christians and so I had a very sheltered upbringing. I mostly hung out with the girls at school for the most part, and I never felt the need to be rebellious against my parents. But the idea of dating a black man always felt so…naughty. I didn’t talk to boys but I heard the stories from the girls at school. Almost all of them wanted Max to fuck them, and the few that did made sure that all of us knew. All of us knew that he had an amazing, muscular body; he loved to take his shirt off at any excuse during gym class or sports matches. And often you could spot the outline of a massive manhood in his pants. The girls he’d fuck would tell us about how enormous it was, and how deep it would go inside of them. And how Max was a strong, relentless lover who could go on for hours. I’d be lying if I said that their tales didn’t leave me with a wet spot in my panties and a warmth between my legs.

When he started showing interest in me back then it made a lot of the other girls jealous, and it scared me. He was the most popular guy in school and I had zero experience with boys, and if my parents found out they’d be so mad. I could’ve never dated a black boy.

I was so nervous when I messaged Max to invite him to the wedding. I knew that Greg and him had a bit of a history together but all our friends were coming, and it would be nice to see Max once again. It’d also mean that I’d have to lie to Greg about how it happened, but that didn’t trouble me.

Max almost effortlessly hoisted Greg onto his shoulder and I began leading him up to the room we were going to be staying in, all the while apologetically excusing Greg’s state to all the guests who were looking at this situation. Up the elevator we went and walked to the room. I used my card to unlock the room and Max and I walked in.

“Over there,” I pointed to the bed, and Max walked over and laid Greg down onto it.

“He’s going to be alright, right?”

“Yeah, he’s just drunk. Out for the night, as far as I can tell. Sorry,” said Max.

“Why?” I asked.

“It’s a shitty way to spend your wedding night,” he said.

“Yeah, I suppose,” I said, plopping down on the couch.

Max sat down right beside me.

“You know, you look really beautiful in that dress,” he said, laying a hand on my thigh.

“Th-Thanks,” I said, blushing.

“It’s a shame that things couldn’t go anywhere between us. I’ve always noticed the looks you gave me at school and when I hung at Greg’s in college.”

“I...” I began but trailed off.

I didn’t have a lie to tell him.

“I knew you felt my cock when we were dancing. Since you’re now a married woman but haven’t yet consummated your marriage, let me show you what you’re choosing to miss out on,” said Max.

Before I could understand what he was doing, he’d stood up in front of me, unbuckled, unzipped, and dropped his trousers, standing in front of me in grey boxers with the thick outline of his bulging penis going down one sleeve. I gulped.

“I know you’ve seen it before. Ever dreamed of it?” he asked.

I nodded truthfully. He hooked his fingers on the waistband of the boxer shorts and pulled them down. His thick, black cock bent down and bounced back up as the waistband cleared it, and bobbed inches away from my face.

“It’s huge,” I gasped.

“Wanna touch it?” Max asked.

He leaned down and held my hand, and brought it up to his thick shaft. I instinctively wrapped my fingers around the thick, girthy shaft. He was thrice my husband’s girth.

“It’s as big as my forearm,” I said, holding his hefty meat up and lining my other hand up with it.

His cock spanned my hand from wrist to elbow.

“It’s bigger than it looked in those pictures,” I whispered, looking up at Max in awe.

Max stepped out of the trousers and the boxers.

“Put both your hands on it, honey,” he said, and I obeyed.

I held his cock with both hands and began stroking it.

“Kiss it,” Max said.

I slowly leaned forward and pressed my pink lips against the head of his cock. He smelled so manly. I kissed it. The smell of it, the touch of it had flicked a switch inside of me, and there was no more controlling myself. I stuck my tongue out and gave it a little lick before I began to suck on it like a lollipop.

“That’s it,” Max said, laying a hand on my head.

I wondered how I must’ve looked, in my wedding dress sitting on this couch, sucking on this massive black cock of my husband’s bully. The thought of it lit a fire between my thighs the likes of which I had never experienced before. Years of attraction had culminated to this, and something about Max made me want to please and obey him endlessly. He was an alpha, and as a woman I could tell at a primal level.

I scooted closer to him and licked his cock from the head down to his lengthy shaft, down to his big, manly balls. I occasionally sucked Greg off, and I didn’t enjoy it. I just did it to make him happy. But this was fundamentally different. It felt so alien, it felt good. I wanted to do it. The taste of him and the smell of him was sending shivers throughout my body.

I sucked on one of his balls hungrily, and then the other one. They were so much bigger than Greg as well. I wondered how much he could ejaculate. I guess I was going to find out soon enough.

I licked back up the shaft and resumed sucking on his cock, and I opened my mouth wider and tried to take more of his shaft into my mouth. Greg was pretty easy to take entirely into my mouth, but Max wasn’t, and I could only manage a few inches. I held on to his muscular butt and squeezed it as I deep throated his cock, looking up into his deep, dark eyes.

“That’s it baby, you’re hungry for this black cock aren’t you?” Max said.

I nodded, with my mouth full, looking up at him. As I pulled away, the dark skin of his manhood glistened with my spit and I used it to stroke him faster. Max held his dark cock and gently slapped my pale face all over, slapping it on my lips, my nose, my cheeks and my forehead.

“God I’ve wanted to do this for years,” he said.

He offered his cock to my mouth once more and I started sucking on it once more. I began to bob my head up and down trying to fuck his cock with my mouth. From his slight gasps and groans I could tell that I was doing a good job.

“Good girl,” he whispered, making me feel all giddy inside.    

My pussy was begging for attention, and underneath the wedding dress I couldn’t reach it to rub myself, and my arousal only heightened without relief. Max pulled me up, and embraced me tightly and began to kiss me like I had never been kissed before, with passion that felt obscene and hungry and intense. I kissed him back, tasting the alcohol on his tongue. His hands ran all over my body, squeezing my breasts and my butt and taking in the curves of my flesh. He pulled the top of my wedding dress down, exposing my braless breasts to his view. This was the first time a man other than Greg had seen them, and I couldn’t help but blush furiously. Max and I both laid down on the couch, him on top of me, and he began to lick and suck on my breasts, and I held his head and stroked his hair, the touch of his tongue sending sparks of electricity across my chest. I didn’t know my nipples could get this sensitive. Greg hadn’t really done anything like this before. I could feel his erect, throbbing cock on my tummy, separated from my skin by the thin layer of the dress’s fabric, and with my other hand I began to stroke and caress it once more.

Max began to pull my wedding dress up my legs, and I spread my legs wide. He bunched it up around my waist, and pulled my white panties to the side, and lined the head of his enormous cock against my little opening, and slowly pushed.

“Oh!” I gasped before I could stop myself.

Max rested his body on top of mine and kissed me, our tongues entwining together. The head of his cock slowly parted my fleshy lips and began to stretch my opening, and I tried my best not to make any noise. And then it popped inside, and I failed to suppress the moan that it elicited from me.

“Oh lord it’s so big,” I groaned softly.

I had never felt anything like this before. I had never masturbated with anything even half as big before, and Greg could never hope to feel the way Max felt right now. His big, black cock inched deeper inside of me, sending bolts of sensation radiating through my nerves, making me tremble and quake. I wrapped my arms and legs tightly around his muscular body, clinging on for dear life. I couldn’t believe how deep it was going, touching places inside of me that had never been touched before. I could never have thought that my tiny pussy could accommodate such a monster.

I could feel an intense orgasm beginning to build up deep inside of me, and as Max bottomed out, he pushed me over the edge, and I convulsed and trembled, clinging to him tighter and clenching my teeth, trying desperately to not make any noise.

“Ohhhh, fuck!” I moaned softly through gritted teeth.

My pussy wildly massaged his thick cock. It was an incredible feeling to be filled up like this. For a couple of minutes Max stay still inside of me, gently kissing me as I came back down from my orgasm.

“God that was incredible,” I said, in between labored breaths as I struggled to regain control of my senses.

Max kissed me hungrily as he slowly began to thrust in and out of me, fucking me on my wedding night. Every time his cock went deep inside of me I was thrust onto another plane of ecstatic pleasure, and every time he almost pulled out entirely, I was left with a vacuum inside of me that I desperately wanted filled again. My pussy was soaked, and his cock moving in and out of it made lewd, wet noises and queefs.

He began to pick up pace pretty fast and soon fell into a steady rhythm. I could feel how wide my pussy had to stretch to accommodate him, but it felt easier than it had a few minutes ago. Pretty soon he was pumping his entire length in and out of my married pussy. Along with the squishy wet sounds of my pussy being railed by Max’s big black cock, the slapping sounds of his cock slamming into me filled the room up, accompanied by the soft rhythmic gasps and moans escaping my mouth as I tried my hardest to make as little noise as possible. My head was completely occupied by the sensations that were rushing over me like a raging river. I doubt I could’ve remembered my own name had you asked.

Max was unlike Greg in every single way. Tall, big and muscular where Greg was average, skinny and flabby; resilient and possessing amazing stamina, where Greg would need a break every two minutes of lovemaking. I’d never realized until right now how unsatisfying my love life had been. I felt another orgasm build, and build. Until Max suddenly pulled out of me, making me whine with irritation.

“Bend over on the couch,” he commanded, and I quickly rushed to obey, wanting desperately to be filled up once again.

I stuck out my butt to him seductively, wiggling it to tease him, feeling naughtier than I ever had in my life. Max quickly and firmly held my hips, and lined up his cock with my opening once more and slid deep inside of me with one, swift thrust, balls deep. This was a completely different angle than before, and his cock was touching different parts of my pussy, and it felt incredible.

Max quickly began to fuck me hard once more, slapping my ass occasionally. The thought that the loud sounds of his slaps and our fucking could wake Greg up never even crossed my black cock addled mind. My legs twitched and trembled and almost gave way as his balls slapped my clit every time he thrust.

“I’m gonna cum, fuck,” Max declared after five minutes of relentless pleasuring that had almost reduced me to a drooling heap.

He redoubled his pace, slamming into me like a wild animal. We were both sweating now from the exertion, but he didn’t tire, and quickened his pace even further. Until he groaned and thrust as deep inside of me as he could, making me moan involuntarily.

“OH,” I moaned, and covered my mouth to stop any more sound.

He held on to my hips tightly and I felt his thick, black cock pulsate as he began to cum. I didn’t even know it was possible, but I felt the first couple spurts of his cum deep into my pussy. On and on he came, and I felt my pussy get completely filled up, and his cum began to run down my pale thighs. He leaned forwards, and I turned back and kissed him deeply.
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Greg
I was woken up by Nicole’s moaning. I looked at my phone. 12:45 am. I still hadn’t processed what I was hearing, and it took me a few seconds to realize it. My heart sank. It had to be him. I knew it. I wanted so desperately for it not to be true. I wanted to know that Nicole would never do this to me. I’d never heard her make these noises. I quietly got off bed and tip-toed to the open door, and peeked out at the couch.
They were on the couch. Nicole was facing me, her eyes closed in the same expression that Ashley had on her face that day: pure, heavenly joy. I had never seen it on Nicole’s face, and she looked angelic. I quickly got hard. Nicole’s wedding dress was bunched up around her waist, and her breasts were exposed, along with her legs and her pussy. Nicole’s married little pussy was stretching around the thick, veiny black shaft of my bully as she rode him in reverse cowgirl. Her cream coated the shaft as she bounced on it, her breasts heaving with the movement.
I did what I had done that day, watching Ashley, and I silently unzipped, watching my bride get fucked by my bully.
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Conservative Christian Wife Gets Seduced By Arrogant Eighteen Year Old’s BBC
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Meadow

“God you look hot in that dress, Meadow,” Jordan said to me.

I could see his reflection in the polished surface of the wall. He was standing behind me, staring intently at my bottom with a sly grin on his handsome face. The nerve of this guy. I rolled my eyes and watched my sandwich slowly turn inside the humming microwave.

“I’ve told you before, Jordan. Mrs Brady. Not ‘Meadow,’” I said, trying to sound stern.

The microwave dinged and stopped.

“That’s cold. I want our relationship to be more than just strictly professional, you know?”

“Is that why you’re here? To form personal relationships? Make friends?”

He walked closer to me. Closer than was appropriate. I felt him place his hands on my waist, and my heart began to beat faster in my chest.

“Only one personal relationship, really,” he whispered into my ear, sliding his hands down a couple inches to my hips, before stepping away once more. “Enjoy your sandwich, I’m gonna head downstairs.”

He shut the door behind him and I immediately walked to the water cooler and downed a glass of water.

If there was one thing I hated in the world, it had to be rich spoiled brats. And no one could exemplify “rich, spoiled brat” better than Jordan Miller. He had turned eighteen just a month ago and was interning at the hotel I worked at. I guess his father must’ve decided that it was time for him to learn the ins and outs of the family business. And it was my bad luck that he chose this hotel rather than any one of the dozens his father owned all over the planet.

He was rich, handsome, and built like a greek god, just to ensure that he had every reason to be an arrogant arse with no repercussions. He had a broad chest, thick muscular arms, and was tall, probably over six foot three. The moment our hotel manager had introduced him to me, I knew that he was going to be trouble. As he had held my hand his eyes had scanned me from top to bottom, lingering at my breasts shamelessly as he clearly undressed me with his eyes.

I’m a five foot two blonde and at that time I was just dressed in my usual work formals. It was the brazenness of this eighteen year old who towered above me that had surprised me as he ogled me, a thirty five year old married woman who worked for his dad.

“Meadow, you’re going to be his mentor,” our manager Peter said to me. “Jordan, you’re going to work under her and learn how this whole hotel works.”

Peter had informed me about this beforehand, and I couldn’t see a downside. Having an assistant who at the same time could act as my connect to the owner of the whole hotel chain? That was a pretty good deal. Or at least that’s what I had thought. It quickly became clear to me that things weren’t that simple.

Jordan knew that he had power over almost everyone who worked in the hotel. Every job I gave to him he could relegate to someone else entirely. And he knew that I probably wasn’t going to speak up against him. The flirting had begun from day one.

“This is my office,” I had said to him as I opened the door and showed him around. “We can get you a desk here if you want. Is that alright?”

“Anything’s good as long as I get to look at you all day, Meadow. You’re a beautiful woman,” he said smoothly, standing very close to me.

“Oh stop that, you” I had said, feeling flattered more than anything else.

It had felt good to be the object of attention of an eighteen year old hunk. One who could probably have any hot girl he desired. I had no idea that Jordan wasn’t just throwing a harmless compliment in my direction, he was starting a full fledged pursuit to get into my pants!

He had worked under me for four weeks by now and he’d slowly just pushed the boundaries more and more, getting bolder and bolder. I hadn’t been able to gather the courage to say something that would shut him down definitively. I loved the job, and I loved this city. Every time I wanted to say something I pictured that I’d get a letter of transfer the next day that would put me up in a MIller hotel up in Alaska, away from my husband and child.

Taking advantage of my silence, Jordan progressed from undressing me with his eyes and flirting with me to feeling me up. He’d at least try to make it look like an accident at first. A brush against my bum as he walked past, an ‘accidental’ touch of my breasts. A caress of my thigh as he stood beside me. These moments would make my mouth go dry, and make my heart jump. And as much as I hated and tried resisting it, I’d feel a warmth between my thighs that would refuse to go away, making me feel guilty about being felt up by an eighteen year old.

The first time he walked into the office in the morning and greeted me with a “Morning, Meadow,” accompanied by a slap on my butt, I was stunned into silence. The entire day I had seriously debated going to the manager and filing a complaint, or giving Jordan a verbal lashing, but I hadn’t. And as a result he started doing it every single day. Always making me jump.

He had tilted the balance of power between us towards him. It was as though I was some school girl being teased and bullied by an alpha jock, and not a married mother in her thirties.

I grabbed my warm sandwich from the microwave, and sat on one of the chairs in the break room. As I ate I wondered what I should be doing about Jordan. I had to tell someone. I was a married mother of one I couldn’t let things go on like they had been. After a few minutes of quiet thinking, I decided that I’d ask my husband Paul.
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Paul

Meadow came home around ten. This was pretty early for her, by the usual standards. That was the price of her working in the hotel business. Luckily I was perfectly capable of taking care of our six year old son because I wrote from home. I was on the couch watching television when she walked into the living room and immediately collapsed beside me, her head resting on my shoulder, groaning miserably.

“Long day at work?” I asked her.

“Yeah,” she said.

“The owner’s son still bugging you?”

“Yeah, he’s just getting bolder!” she said.

“What do you mean?”

Meadow had told me that the owner’s son who was now working under her, loved to flirt with her and make her uncomfortable, but from all she had told me, it had never gone farther than that. I was interested to see what he had done this time. I could sense the hesitation within her.

“He-...” she began. “Well.” She sighed. “He said that he wanted to form a ‘personal relationship’ with me.”

“That’s all?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Um...yeah,” she said, looking down at the carpet.

She was hiding something from me. I trusted that she’d have told me if it was anything significant, and so I didn’t think too much about it.

“The balls on this fucking kid, huh?” I said. “I guess this is how you turn out if you live your entire life with no one ever saying no to you.”

She gave me a weak smile.

“Yeah, I suppose.”

“Besides, can you really blame the poor guy? What man could look at you and not get immediately turned on? You’re a proper goddess,” I said.

She playfully hit me on the shoulder.

“Come on!” she smiled. “I’m gonna go freshen up.”

“Alright, be quick. I’ve made some chicken tikka masala for dinner,” I said.

“Is Aaron asleep?”

“Yep, no worries.”

I could never have been surprised that a man, even an eighteen year old, would flirt with her. She was a stunning beauty. My wife Meadow was a five foot two inches tall blonde, with a delightfully curvaceous body. She was one of those women who were just genetically gifted when it came to body proportions, and I always counted my lucky stars that I got to be with her. She had bright, blue eyes and soft, pink lips. Whenever I was out with her I'd never fail to notice the second looks she would get, even from men who were already with their girlfriends and wives. Her big, round butt also drew a lot of eyeballs to itself. And I’d never admit this to her or to anyone else, but it kind of turned me on. Knowing how much other men wanted to be with her. Meadow was a pretty conservative woman who had grown up in a restrictive Christian family, so she’d never wear anything that was too revealing or provocative, but even in modest dresses the figure of her body stood out, making people look.

When she had first mentioned Jordan MIller I googled him. He seemed to be the typical sort of rich kid playboy heir. He was a tall, hulking, muscular guy. I saw a couple of photoshoots he had done for a magazine. Sculpted abs, a very handsome face and glistening dark skin. This was the kid who was trying to pursue my wife. Much more handsome than me, much taller, and stronger and more muscular.

The thing is, and my wife had no idea about this, but ever since early teenage after I got access to the internet, I had found myself drawn to interracial porn. And from there I had found cuckold porn. And I had found that nothing turned me on more. I used to watch it before I even met Meadow, and I watched it as we dated, and got married, and even now. Completely in secret. I wouldn’t be able to look her in her pretty eyes if I knew that she found out.

Meadow wasn’t the most...sexually liberated woman. Just like any woman brought up in a restrictive Christian household, she too wasn’t too keen on having her sexual horizons expanded. I felt lucky that she would let me change up sex positions once in a while, and I thought it was unfair to ask for more. I wasn’t ever going to ask her to indulge my strange fetishes. But I would be lying if I said that I hadn’t fantasized of her with another man. Usually a large, muscular, strong, alpha black man whose manliness and charm my wife just wouldn’t be able to resist. I fantasized that he’d fuck her like I couldn’t have ever dreamed of fucking her, and I’d hear her moan like she’d never moaned with me, and they’d kiss intimately while I got to watch, my heart pumping in my chest while I stroke my cock.

After Meadow began to tell me of Jordan and how he’d flirt relentlessly with her, the man in my fantasies turned into him. Knowing that my wife was spending her days with this strong, assertive, black hunk pursuing her tirelessly turned me on, and I must’ve masturbated dozens of times thinking of her bent over her office desk, being railed by him. The thought of her giving in to this spoiled brat turned me on like a magic spell.

The next day when Meadow came back home she looked overjoyed. I was in the kitchen cooking when she hugged me from the back.

“Oh hey,” I said, kissing her. “How was work?”

“Good, good. Guess what?”

“What?”

“Peter told me that he was going to send me over to one of the beach resorts owned by Miller! Santa Catalina Island, off California. Ever been there?”

“Not really,” I said, laying down my spatula on the counter. “When do you have to leave?”

“Day after tomorrow,” she said.

“Hmm, alright. Just you?”

“Plus one other guy, Peter hasn’t decided yet. They need someone to inspect the entire resort and do a write up. So I have to stay there for a whole week. You know what that means?” she asked me excitedly.

“What?” I asked.

“I get to be done with Jordan. Just one more day! I have to be on a beach for one week and he’ll be gone by then,” she said, hugging me tightly.

“Sure you won’t miss the poor guy’s flirting?” I asked, chuckling.

“We’ll find out,” she replied, rolling her eyes.

That night when I made love to her, I fantasized that it was Jordan who was making love to my pretty petite wife. I imagined her pale arms and legs tightly wrapped around his black, muscular body as he pumped his massive black cock rapidly in and out of her. I groaned and fucked Meadow like I hadn’t in months, and it didn’t take me too long to cum in the condom.

“What got into you tonight?” Meadow asked me, in between labored breaths as I collapsed on top of her and kissed her neck gently.

“You’ll be away for a week, I have to satisfy my baby enough to last a week,” I said.

“Awh, baby.”

We kissed.

When she came home from work the next night, a lot of the happiness that showed on her face the night before had gone.

“What happened?” I asked my morose wife.

She sat down on the couch and slumped back, staring up at the ceiling.

“They’re sending me to Santa Catalina with Jordan!”
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Meadow

I woke up early, warm and comfy in the sheets, with a wetness and warmth between my thighs. I recalled the dream I had just had. I’d been in my office. Jordan was sitting on my chair and I was in his lap, my arms around his neck, our lips together in a passionate kiss. My pussy was stretching around the wide girth of his penis, as I slowly rode him, my breasts exposed, bouncing up and down with my thrusts. The dream had felt so...real. As I sat in bed remembering the dream I could almost feel echoes of the sensations I had felt. He had gone so deep inside of me. Deeper than Paul ever had, and he’d stretched me so wide.My pussy twitched. Guilt rushed in. What was wrong with me? Had I just dreamed about fucking an eighteen year old kid? The one who had been flirting with me for four weeks now? The one I was just about to go to a secluded beach resort with?

When Peter told me yesterday that he had decided that Jordan was going to go with me, I was mad at first. I tried negotiating with Peter to get someone else to replace Jordan.

“Why? It makes perfect sense. There’s no one else available, and Jordan’s already been working under you for four weeks now. It’s going to be a great experience for him, seeing how the other properties his father owns work. Plus, if you go with him you two can take Mr Miller’s private jet there and back. If someone else went with you it’s economy air travel,” Peter had said.

I was miffed but I hadn’t pressed the issue. The plane was scheduled to leave at three and Jordan was going to come pick me up hour and a half before that. Still in bed, I unlocked my phone. Six forty three A.M. I had to get ready and pack clothes for a week along with a couple swimsuits.

The flight was at three and Jordan drove over in his black, asphalt hugging sports car at one thirty. Paul and I were at the dining table drinking some juice when we heard the loud engine sounds of the car approach.

“That’s probably him, right?” Paul said.

“Yep,” I replied, walking to the window and peering outside to confirm.

“Alright babe, have fun, okay? I’m sure he’s not going to be too annoying. Wait let me help with the bag,” he said, picking my clothes bag up.

We both walked out. Jordan had stepped out of the car and was walking towards us.

“Good afternoon, Meadow!” he said, and walked up to me and embraced me intimately for a full ten seconds, clutching me close to him before he let go. “And this must be Mr Brady.”

“Nice to meet you,” Paul said as they shook hands. I saw Paul look him over from top to bottom. “Where do I…” Paul gestured to the bag.

Jordan pressed a button on the car remote and the hood of the car opened up with a pleasant mechanical hum.

“Isn’t one and a half hour cutting it too close?” I said as we walked to the car.

As I was talking, he reached down and squeezed my butt, making me gasp. “It’ll take us an hour just to-oh….g-get to the airport.”

He opened the door for me, flashing me a cocky smile.

“You’ve clearly never flown on a private jet.”

I got into the second seat and he closed the door with an airy thump. Jordan got into the driver’s seat and Paul walked up to my window.

“Have fun babe,” he said, winking at me and momentary glancing at Jordan.

I rolled my eyes at him as Jordan started the car.

Jordan was right. Getting to the plane didn’t take too long at all. I had no idea that the city airport I had used dozens of times had a completely separate terminal for private jets that you could just drive into. He handed off the keys to a chauffeur who was waiting for him at the plane who drove it back while we boarded the jet, ‘Miller’ emblazoned onto the side elegantly.

I felt wildly out of place once I was inside the plane. Jordan promptly threw his bag onto one of the seats and plopped down comfortably on the couch. The cabin was colored white with a black carpet and dark furniture. I kept my bag on the couch beside Jordan and sat down on one of the separate seats.

“What do you think? This one’s my favorite plane, we’ve got four others ready to fly at any moment.”

“It’s nice,” I said, trying to sound casual.

I would’ve been much more at home in the middle seat of a row in economy, with a crying baby behind me. Jordan patted the spot right beside him on the couch.

“Sit next to me, we’ve got three hours, we can talk. We’ve barely gotten to know each other even though I’ve known you for almost a month now.”

The planes engines ramped up.

“That’s how things are between co-workers,” I said.

The crew told us to buckle our seatbelts, and they took our bags and slid them into compartments under the seats. And within five minutes the plane taxied to the runway and took off. Once we got up in the air and unbuckled the seatbelts again, I pulled out my bag and got my laptop out, and started working on a couple of write ups I had been procrastinating on. Jordan stared at me with a slight smile on his lips.

“So, how many boyfriends did you have in college?”

I didn’t take my eyes off my laptop monitor.

“None of your business, I think.”

“Incredibly pretty woman like you? I’d say more than five. With a whole bunch of flings. Or else it’s a huge waste. Especially if your husband’s your first,” he said.

I sighed.

“Can you let me concentrate on what I’m doing? Thanks.”

“Not until you answer the question,” he said.

“Alright.” I looked at him. “I’ll tell you if you promise to stay quiet for the rest of this flight. Deal?”

“That’s unfair,” he said, chuckling.

“Take it or leave it, kid.”

“Alright, fine. Deal.”

“I didn’t have a single boyfriend in college until I met my husband Paul. My parents were strict, conservative Christians and they forbid me from seeing people.”

“Oh wow, it’s the actual worst case scenario. Holy shit,” he said, looking offended. “You’ve never even dated a black dude?”

I went back to my laptop.

“Deal was that you stay quiet,” I said. “Time to stay true to your word.”

“Hey, just saying. If a hottie like you didn’t even get to try out black cock in college, it’s a damn shame,” Jordan said, shrugging.

I ignored what he had said, but I couldn’t help but blush at his words.

True to his words, he didn’t talk to me for the rest of the flight and watched the TV in the plane or used his phone. The crew served us coffee and some incredibly good parfait. Two hours later I looked out of the window and saw the coastline in the distance ahead, the blues of San Pedro Bay, and Los Angeles below us as the sun started to head down to the horizon. I packed my laptop into my bag once again and in the next ten minutes we landed at LAX.

We stepped out of the plane right into the backseat of a Mercedes Maybach that drove us to the port.

“Glad we got off that plane. Now we can talk again, I really love your voice,” he said to me in the car.

After an hour’s drive from the airport to the port we stepped onto the yacht that was to take us to Santa Catalina. Jordan and I stood at the front of the ship on the deck, enjoying the cool breeze as we left the port, watching the sun sink to the horizon and set all the clouds in the sky alight with blood orange flame, while the skies to the east turned a deepening blue. It was another two hours till we’d reach Santa Catalina island.

The yacht itself was an enormous thing, and once you were in the interior the only thing that’d make you think that you were on the water was the gentle swaying of it on the waves.

This time I had my own comfortable, cozy room for an hour and a half, which meant that I wouldn’t have to be bothered by Jordan. But it would mean missing out on the fresh sea air and the starry sea sky. When was the last time I had seen a clear sky filled with thousands of stars? I couldn’t remember. So after freshening up in the little bathroom attached to the room, I headed out onto the upper deck and sat on a recliner, enjoying the wind and the view of the night sky, munching on tasty fried shrimp that one of the crew had brought up for me.

“Enjoying the view?” said Jordan, giving me a start.

He was standing near the railing, side lit by the rising moon.

“You don’t get to see the stars like this in the city or around it,” I said to him.

“True. Where’s the clearest sky you’ve seen?”

I wondered if I should answer him. It wasn’t too personal of an answer but I wanted to maintain my distance from him. I wanted to make sure he didn’t start believing that any of his tricks were working. But I was on the top of his family’s yacht after all. It was because of him that I’d got to ride a private jet and this big yacht.

“My grandparents’ house. They live in a farm in Iowa, and the nearest big city is a hundred miles away.”

“Cool. Two years ago my mom and I went on a vacation to the Swiss alps, and there was this observatory on one of the mountain peaks. It was snowy even in the summer, and I’ve never seen more stars in the sky. Even the moon looked like it was closer than anywhere else on earth.”

“It sounds pretty,” I said.

“Still wasn’t half as pretty as you,” he replied, flashing me that cocky smile once again.

Caught off guard, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“We’ll be there in half an hour,” he said. “A car from the resort will pick us up.”

He walked downstairs.
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“What do you mean there’s just one room available?” I asked.

I stood at the reception desk. We were the only three people there.

“Well, not a room, it’s one of the cabins outside,” he said.

“Weren’t you guys told that there will be two guests for the inspection?” I asked, starting to feel indignant.

“Yes, ma’am I know, but I told them that we were all sold out except for one cabin and they said it was going to be alright,” he said.

I couldn’t be angry at Peter. Or the resort staff. There was no reason why a married woman and the owner’s eighteen year old son would have a significant issue sharing a room together.

“Don’t worry,” Jordan said to the receptionist. “It’s all good, take us to the room.”

“Yes, Mr Miller, this way.”

I sighed.

“Hey, some things are just destined, what can I say,” Jordan said, shrugging.

A rock pathway lit by dim garden lights led through the thick foliage and shrubbery to the various cabins, and ours was at the very end of the resort premises.

“The beach is that way,” the resort worker who was leading us gestured, “just about a hundred feet away. ”

The cabin was more like a small house, with a hedge wall going all the way around it. A swimming pool in the back, an outdoors waterfall shower in one corner hidden away with vegetation for privacy. It was airy, and open. And there was just one bed, surrounded by a white, floor length mosquito net.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, as I stood before it. “You guys don’t have an extra mattress that you could send over?”

“I’m sorry ma’am, there’s none available right now,” he said.

“What, you got a problem sharing?” Jordan asked me.

“I-...” I began but stopped.

I couldn’t ask my boss’s son to sleep on the couch. And I didn’t want to sleep on the couch. What was so wrong with sharing a bed out of necessity? What was Jordan going to try, I thought. I bit my lip. There were a lot of things he could try. I was tired. And I wanted to eat and sleep.

“Fine, we’ll share. Send us some dinner, alright?”

“Yes ma’am,” the man said and walked out quickly.

“Not a good start for the inspection,” I said, sitting down on the bed.

It had a been a long day.

“It’s no fault of theirs yet,” Jordan said. “You know, when I first met you I told myself ‘I need to sleep with her,’ but I could never imagined things turning out like this.”

“You better stay on your own side of the bed,” I said to him.

“Please tell me you prefer to sleep naked,” he said.

“I’m going to go change,” I said, sighing.

Dinner didn’t take long to arrive, and at least it was absolutely delicious. I wolfed it down in record time, and went to bed. Jordan walked in through the mosquito net in a few minutes, shirtless and in gray pajamas. I spotted the outline of a thick penis, and averted my eyes immediately, gulping.

“Goodnight,” he said to me.

“Night,” I replied, and he shut the bedside lamps off and got into bed.

Moonlight from the ceiling to floor windows bathed the room in blue. I could hear the faint sound of the ocean waves over the low hum of the AC.

“You’ve never thought about trying a black cock, huh?” Jordan said, breaking the silence.

“No,” I said.

“Not even at college? That’s where most girls like you have their first taste, you know.”

He was right. I remembered college. And how other girls just like me, from small white towns had given in to the temptation. I guess my parents had drilled the taboo deeper into my head. A lot of guys did flirt with me, I knew I was pretty, but I resisted and kept everyone at an arm’s length. All the times the other girls ranted and raved about these guys, about how big their dicks were, and how they had never had sex like it before, and how amazing it all was and how I had to try it.

“No,” I said.

“Sad. I’m right here for you to take, just so you know,” he said.

“I’ll go sleep on the couch if you don’t let me sleep,” I replied.

“Alright, alright.”

He was quiet after that, and it didn’t take long for me to fall asleep.

In the morning I was having that same dream again. I was in my office. Jordan was fucking me. But this time I was bent over my desk, and he was behind me, pushing deep inside of me, stretching me, with every thrust of his dick.

I started waking up. Paul had me in his arms, and he was hard, pressed up against my butt. As I lay in bed with my eyes shut, my brain started to catch up with reality. I wasn’t at home, was I? Paul was back home, he didn’t come with me. And the dick pressed up against my butt was so much big- oh no. My eyes shot open, and I realized that it was Jordan who had clutched me in his arms at some point in the night. It sounded like he was asleep, from his breathing. I quietly freed myself from his grip, and slid off the bed. He’d pushed the sheets off himself at some point in the night, and there was a significant tentpole in his pajamas. He must be massive. I felt a warmth between my thighs, and my heart beat faster. Why are you thinking this, I chided myself, and walked away.

I called the desk and ordered breakfast, and as I was sipping on coffee fifteen minutes later, Jordan joined me. His body was impressive for an eighteen year old. Broad chest, sculpted muscles and defined abs. Something straight out of a male model catalog. His boner had receded but I could still spot the outline of his dick.

“Morning,” he said, rubbing his eyes as he sat down on the table.

“Good morning,” I replied.

“What are we gonna do today?” he asked.

“Take a tour of the entire property, check out the kitchens and staff areas, everywhere basically. And note down whatever we see.”

“Alright,” he said, biting down on one of the spring rolls.

I ate the breakfast and went to shower. I couldn’t stop thinking of the morning. The way his thick cock was pressed up against my butt...the way those muscular arms had me enveloped. A shiver went up my spine as I washed myself, trying to keep the water out of my hair. Right then I heard the door to the bathroom open,and Jordan walk in.

“Um, excuse me, I’m in here!” I said, hiding my breasts with my arms.

The glass wall of the shower cubicle was frosted, and I knew that he couldn’t see my body properly, but I was unsure about how much he could actually see.

“Just gonna brush my teeth, be out in a bit,” he said. “Carry on showering. I can come in and lend a hand if you need!”

“No thanks,” I called out from the cubicle.

I didn’t resume until he left the bathroom once again. I couldn’t believe someone would be this ballsy. A whole week of this was ahead of me.

The day went by fairly uneventfully. The resort was well run, and the staff was competent. Other than a few minor complaints I didn’t have much to go on. Jordan trailed behind me, scrolling through his phone for the most part, yawning occasionally. By two in the afternoon we were back at the room.

“So is that it? Are we free for the whole week now? That was quick,” he said,

“Yeah, no. That’s not how it works The inspection is going to go on for as long as we’re here. Observe how the guests interact with the staff, and just the entire thing in general.”

“That’s fucking boring, Meadow.”

“It’s work. It’s not supposed to be fun.”

Jordan stepped up to me, towering above me. He placed his hands on my waist, making my heart jump into my mouth.

“I disagree. I think it can be as fun as you want to make it.”

His hands slid back to my butt, and he gave it a squeeze.

“I'm gonna take a nap. I want to drive down to Avalon later, and hit the clubs. You should come along, you can shop there if you want and we can eat out tonight."

My first instinct was to say no, but I did plan to get a bit of shopping done while I was here. It wouldn't hurt to head out tonight, and see the island at night.

"Alright," I said.

Three hours later we were in a car driving towards Avalon, on the other side of the island. Santa Catalina was mountainous, and the road from our side of the island to Avalon hugged a mountainside overlooking the ocean, and as we drove by it we were afforded a brilliant view of the setting sun and the unending Pacific. It was twilight by the time we reached the harbor city, and as the skies darkened, the town lit up colorfully, a bright beacon in the middle of an infinite ocean. The driver parked at one of the streets that were lined up with fashion stores.

“You know what, I’ll come with you,” Jordan said, getting out of the car after me.

“Yeah, no. I think I’ll be alright by myself. You can go check out the clubs like you wanted,” I said.

“They’ll just be like clubs everywhere else.”

“The stores I’ll go to will just be like they are everywhere else as well,” I said.

“Not really, they’ll have you. Come on, I won’t be a nuisance, I promise. And I can lend you second opinions about stuff,” he said.

He told the driver to park the car nearby and that he’d call when we were done, and the car drove off.

“So let’s go,” he said, flashing me a cheerful smile.

“Fine,” I relented.

As we walked through the streets and traversed the shops, I noticed the looks he was constantly getting from women around us, some of whom even had their hands in their husbands’ and boyfriends’ hands. He was, of course, happy to look back. Jordan was wearing a trendy black and gray hoodie over a black shirt that stretched taut across his chest, along with dark gray jeans and black and white sneakers. I guess he did look pretty handsome, and sharp. Meanwhile I was dressed in a modest blue dress that came down to mid thighs, with a subtle v neck. Just as Jordan was getting looks from the women and girls, I was getting stared at by the men and boys.

We only came across a few big brand stores, the rest were all locally managed, and I managed to find some pretty nice dresses.

“I can come into the changing room with you, if you want,” Jordan said, smirking at me as I twirled in front of a mirror and checked the dress I was trying out.

A couple of girls who worked at the store heard him and giggled amongst themselves.

“Thank you, but your services won’t be needed.”

I tried a few more on, and despite me not really asking Jordan for his opinions, he went ahead and gave me his verdicts. And for an eighteen year old he did sound sensible.

When we walked up to the cashier while my dresses were getting packed, Jordan insisted that he was going to pay. The cashier looked between us as we bickered about paying, but Jordan got his credit card out much faster than me as I rummaged through my purse, and by the time I took it out, the clothes had already been paid for.

We went to three more stores, and I bought a nice shirt and jeans for Paul as well. By the time we were done, both of us were holding a whole bunch of shopping bags. Jordan had insisted on paying every time, and so none of it had cost me a dollar, which relieved me just a little bit.

“What restaurant do you suggest? I want a nice view,” Jordan asked the driver as we got into the car after keeping all the bags in the trunk.

“Well Sir, there’s a nice one up there on that hill with a pretty scenic view of the ocean. I have no problems recommending it,” the driver replied, a young latino man with long hair.

“Alright then, let’s go,” said Jordan.

As the car pulled away I felt Jordan casually place a hand on my thigh. I gulped.

“You really turn a lot of heads in public, you know that?”

“Likewise,” I said. “Not bad for a spoiled teenager.”

HIs hand on my thigh gently stroked my skin. I felt the same warmth in my panties as from the morning, and the memory of the tentpole in his pajamas flooded into my head, making me feel dizzy.

The name on the structure read ‘Orizaba Peak Bar & Grill.’ We walked in, and saw that Ben wasn’t wrong in the slightest. It wasn’t a very large establishment, but it had an open air area that overlooked the ocean, giving us an incredible view of the rising moon over the ocean, surrounded by millions of stars.

“This will do,” Jordan said, and I agreed.

Indoors on the left was a bit of a dance floor where a few couples were dancing together to Ocean Drive. How appropriate. We walked out onto the balcony and sat at a table, lit by the warm light from inside the restaurant and by the cool moonlight. Almost immediately a waitress appeared and we ordered a pasta and seafood platter, and Jordan ordered an expensive wine.

“Alright, can I have an ID from both of you?” the waiter asked, a young girl who I noticed made sure to look Jordan up from top to bottom.

“Sure thing,” Jordan said, surprising me as he handed her one, and I handed hers mine.

After she left, I looked at Jordan.

“Show me that,” I said, and he handed me the ID.

Jordan Miller, 22.

“Huh. That’s interesting,” I said.

“Don’t tell me you’re surprised that I have a fake one ready,” he said. “I’m not used to be denied anything that I want.”

“Clearly.”

The waitress returned with the wine, and uncorked it with a loud pop. She poured us two glasses, stealing glances at Jordan.

“You know, this week is going to be the last time we get to spend together,” he said. “I wasn’t really too happy when dad decided to put me up in that hotel, but the moment I laid eyes on you that first day, I knew things were about to get interesting.”

“Did they get interesting?” I asked, sipping on my glass of wine.

“You’ve really proved immune to me,” he said, shrugging. “But we still have this week. You know, we’re not going to take anything back from here. Your husband will never know.”

I looked away from him, at the sea. The waters sparkled in the moonlight.

“I know you want me. I can see it in your eyes, the way you look at me. The way good Christian girls look at something they’re stopping themselves from having.”

When I looked at him he had his trademark arrogant smile on his lips.

Our food didn’t take too long to arrive. Creamy, rich pasta and succulent seafood. It went well with the wine which was stronger than I had anticipated. We hadn’t even finished the bottle and I was feeling tipsy. Both Jordan and I must’ve been famished because we had the table cleared in a few minutes, and we lay back on our chairs, filled up with delicious food, sipping on the last of the wine as the moon rose higher in the star filled sky.

“This is a pretty place,” I said.

“Yep.”

When I woke up it was the same as the day before. Jordan’s big, muscular arms clutched me close while his massive, completely erect member was pressed up against my butt. One of his hands was on my breast, giving it a firm squeeze as he held on to me. I lay there for a few minutes, absorbing how it felt. It felt comforting to lay there. Almost instinctively I grinded my butt against his morning erection, relishing how naughty it felt. The touch of his palm on my breast was sending sparks up my nerves. It felt good to lay there in the embrace the young hunk. I got a sudden impulse to reach back and get a feel of his manhood in my hand, to wrap my fingers around it and give it a few strokes. But I resisted, and slowly pushed his hands away from me and slid out of bed once again, dizzy with arousal, my heartbeat loud in my ears. He stayed sound asleep. I hadn’t had an urge this strong to masturbate and to give myself release. The firestorm in my groin demanded it.

I looked in the mirror after washing my face. What was wrong with me? I really wanted to make love to this guy who was half my age. I felt guilty admitting it. But the guilt was less potent than before, and my arousal and lust for him had only grown more strong. Just like yesterday Jordan joined me, shirtless, at the breakfast table as I ate. As he walked out of the bedroom I saw that the tentpole in his pants hadn’t receded much at all. He didn’t care. It was incredible how big his cock seemed to be. ‘Wonder what it would feel like to put it in my mouth,’ a small voice said in my head, and I tensed my thighs together as my pussy twitched.

“Morning,” he said as he sat down on the opposite side of the table. “How you feeling?”

“Alright,” I said, buttering the toast on my plate.

“Last night was pretty fun,” he said. “We should go out tonight again.”

“Deal. Thanks for paying for the clothes,” I said.

“Don’t even mention it,” he said, smiling.

We made small talk while we ate, and I decided to go for a run by the beach.

“Wanna come along?” I asked Jordan.

“Not really, I’ll hang back,” he replied.

I came back from my run an hour and a half later, my sports bra damp with sweat. The beach near the resort was really pretty, and the greenery and the morning sun was so immensely pleasing. Half of me just wanted to take the bra and shorts off and jump into the cool ocean water. When I came back to the cabin the first thing I wanted to do was take a long, cold shower. I remembered the outdoors waterfall shower that was in the backyard of the cabin. The second best thing behind a dip in the cold ocean waters, I reckoned. Walking straight to my bag, I took my towel and a dress to change into, and began walking to the backyard. Jordan was nowhere to be seen. I wondered where he was. I walked out into the sunny backyard, and around the edge of the swimming pool. A small rock path led to the waterfall shower at the end. I opened the little wooden gate covering it, and walked in. Thick vegetation on either side isolated the path and the shower area. I turned the corner and froze, as I made contact with Jordan, who stood under the running water, completely naked, his enormous black manhood completely erect, jutting out in front of him. He gave me a cocky smile.

“I’m so sorry, uh, I’ll go back to the house,” I said, turning away.

“Wait,” Jordan said firmly, the sheer authority in the hunky eighteen year old stopping me dead in my tracks.

I had my eyes averted, and he walked out of the shower and grabbed my hand.

“There’s enough space here for two,” he said, and pulled me to him, while my heart fiercely thumped in my chest.

He held my waist and pulled me against him, and his thick, long shaft pressed up against my bare tummy. I felt the heat of it against my skin, sending shivers through my body.

“Shame that you keep this sweet body covered up, you know,” he said, sliding his hands down to my butt and squeezing it.

He stepped back into the shower with me, and I felt the cold drops of water on my skin. Water dripped across his chest, catching sunlight and sparkling like diamonds on his dark skin.

“I...we can’t…,” I began to stammer out, but I was soon cut off when Jordan leaned down and planted his lips on mine.

For a few seconds I stood stiffly, wide eyed, as intense arousal overcame every part of me, and I didn’t know how to react. And then as Jordan’s arms enveloped me and hugged me tighter against him, I relaxed and let go, and I began kissing him back. In the sunlight we stood, embracing each other as cold water drenched us, artificial rocks and greenery surrounding us. His body was cool to the touch, and so hard and muscular.

Everything about him felt so foreign and exotic to me. I couldn't believe I was doing this with a black man. The thought of it made my pussy twitch. Our tongues came together, and I shut my eyes and immersed myself in the sensations I was feeling. I felt his girthy, black manhood enlarge against my bare skin, growing bigger and bigger, harder, pulsating. His hands held my bottom firmly, and he lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck as we kissed passionately.

I had never kissed someone like this before. And the intensity of my own passion was a surprise to me. 'How long had I been wanting this?' I wondered. Paul wasn't nearly strong enough to pick me up like this, and Jordan felt so powerful. I felt his thick, erect shaft rub against the crotch of my shorts, putting pressure on my quickly soaking wet pussy, making me gasp. I needed it desperately. I need to put my fingers around it and squeeze it, and I needed to stroke it and kiss it, and feel it deep inside of me. There was no use pretending otherwise now.

"I've wanted this for so long," Jordan whispered to me, potent lust dripping from every word of his.

He kissed my cheeks, and my chin, and my neck, and my chest, and my shoulders.

"Wanna try my big, black cock baby girl?" he whispered into my ear.

I nodded, gasping as he thrust his cock against my crotch.

“Say it,” he commanded.

“I want your big, black cock,” I quietly said, the words sending a wave of arousal across me as I said them.

“Good girl,” he said, making me feel like a schoolgirl who’d just made the teacher happy.

What had happened to me? Jordan walked me to the bedroom, stopping from kissing me only to see where he was going, so that we didn’t both splash right into the pool. He dropped me onto the bed, and stood in front of me like a Greek god, powerful and strong and imposing. I sat on the edge of the bed, his immense black cock a couple of inches from my face. I could smell its manly musk. I felt something I had never felt in my life before. Sex was always a naughty thought, and I’d often enjoy myself with Paul, but even then I had never sucked him off, and I wasn’t too entranced by his white penis that was less than half as big as Jordan’s. But right here, right now, I wanted to please Jordan so badly. Nothing else was on my mind.

I reached out and held the thick shaft, my pale fingers against his dark meat, not even going all the way around his girth. My wedding ring glittered.

“Like it?” Jordan asked.

I looked up into his eyes and nodded.

“Mhm,” I said. “I didn’t know they could get this big…”

“Didn’t girls at college tell you?” he asked, as I stroked his big black cock.

“I didn’t believe them…”

“Well it’s never too late,” he said, winking at me.

He leaned down and unclasped my sports bra, and I took it off, and for the first time in my life a man other than my husband saw my breasts.

“God damn you’re gorgeous, Meadow,” he said, squeezing one of my breasts, and flicking the already hard, pink nipple with his finger.

I was stroking his cock with both of my hands now, marvelling at how small my hands looked on his mammoth manhood.

“How does this even fit inside a woman?” I said in pure awe.

“You’ll find out soon enough. Give it a kiss,” said Jordan, and I obeyed.

I leaned forward and planted my lips on the bulbous, pink-purple head and kissed it. One of my hands went to his large, heavy ballsack which was so much bigger than my husband’s, and I began touching and caressing it as I opened my lips wide and took the head of his cock into my mouth. I didn’t a lot of experience in doing this, and I hadn’t ever done anything like it without being completely in the dark with the lights off. I began sucking on the tip and licking it, like a lollipop, desperately hoping that I wasn’t going to embarrass myself in front of an eighteen year old.

Jordan placed his hands on my hair and stroked it gently, and nudged me on to take more of his cock into my mouth. I did. I reached down into my shorts and began rubbing my clit and my pussy, which was begging desperately for attention at this point. A burst of physical pleasure shot out from my clitoris, making me moan onto Jordan’s teenage cock in my hungry mouth.

“That’s it sweety,” Jordan said, over the distant sound of the ocean waves and the sounds of me struggling to take more of his cock inside of my mouth.

A minute later I slowly pulled away, taking his cock out of my mouth, and I began planting little kisses down from the head of his cock to his shaft, and all the way down to his big balls. I began sucking on his balls, while his hefty, dark cock rested on my face. I stuck my tongue out and gave his entire length a long lick. I wondered if my father would be mad if he saw me worshipping a black eighteen year old’s cock like this.

“That’s it baby, you’re a natural. You look so hot right now,” Jordan said.

I took my shorts off, revealing my hairy pussy to Jordan, and then took his cock into my mouth once more, and began fucking it with my head, bobbing up and down the shaft with my hair bouncing around me. I felt like an absolute slut, and my body was loving it. I was only gently touching my soaking wet clit now, spreading my legs wide, and occasionally pushing a finger in and fingering myself. I could never have dreamed that it was possible to feel this way.

Jordan pulled his cock out and began to rub it all over my face, and gently slapped my cheeks with it, and my forehead.

“I’ve wanted to do that ever since I first met you,” said Jordan.

Jordan kneeled between my legs while I slowly fingered myself, and began to kiss my legs. I couldn’t even remember the last time Paul had seen my pussy exposed in the light, but here I was, lewdly displaying myself to this hunk who was close to half my age. His lips were making their way up from my foot to my calves, my thighs, and then to the other leg. He was kissing my inner thighs once again, making me shiver with anticipation. I’d let Paul eat me out quite a lot of times before, but I had never really attained any sort of joy from it, and so I had never looked forward to it. This was a morning of firsts.

The first touch of his tongue on my clit almost blew me away. It felt like nothing I had ever experienced before. The rough, wet friction of his tongue on my clitoris made me shudder and moan loudly with pleasure. I had never made noises like this before in my entire life. Jordan swung my legs over his shoulders, and scooted closer to my crotch, and began licking me with broad strokes of his tongue, hungrily. My legs twitched and I tensed up from the sheer power of the sensations he was sending through me. He began lapping up all my juices from my arousal. I’d never been wet like this, and he was hungrily eating me up. I was being worshipped by the hunky, teenage brat.

“Oh God…” I moaned.

When in college I’d hear about girls raving about how good someone was at giving them head I was always disgusted. How could they actually enjoy the act? Well, now I knew. Paul hadn’t been a quarter as good as Jordan was proving to be with his tongue. I covered my face from embarrassment as Jordan smelled my pussy, and drove his tongue into my opening, a completely alien feeling. As he ate me out more I couldn’t help but thrust my crotch back at his head. My moans and gasps, and the wet, squishing noises of his tongue working my soaking wet sex filled the room.

I felt him slowly push one of his fingers into me, and it quickly went deeper than my husband Paul’s penis had ever gone. And then another. Jordan began to finger me, thrusting his thick fingers in and out of my pussy, quicker and quicker. He curled the fingers upward and touched some part of my pussy that almost made my head explode with pleasure. I moaned loudly.

“Oh LORD, oh FUCK! That feels so good…”

My moans became louder and higher pitched as he fingered me, and a deeply intense orgasm began to build deep inside my body. Faster, and faster it approached, until I was lifting my butt off the bed trying to get a hold of my senses against the overwhelming pleasure, and clenching the sheets in my hands.

Jordan didn’t relent, and he began to lick my clit while slamming his fingers into my pussy. That pushed me over the edge and I had the strongest, most intense orgasm of my entire life, and the first one I had had in several months. My entire body tensed up and waves of pure ecstasy washed over me like a tsunami. And before I could stop myself I found myself squirting right onto Jordan, who was lapping up all my juices hungrily.

It took me a few minutes to find myself again and make sense of where I was, my skin covered by a fine sheen of sweat and my body occasionally trembling and twitching from the aftershocks of the orgasm. Jordan stood up and climbed onto the bed, on top of me, kissing his way up from my pussy, my tummy, my breasts, my neck and finally my lips. Once more we kissed passionately, our tongues dancing together, our fingers entwined in each other’s as we held hands.

Jordan lined up his massive black cock with my wet, married pussy, poking the bulbous head against my pink opening.

“Are you ready?” he asked me.

“Yes…fuck yes,” I answered back.

We kissed once more and he reached down and held his cock, and thrust gently, pushing the head of his cock against my opening, slowly stretching my wet and waiting hole. I wrapped my arms tightly around his large, muscular chest and my legs around his waist. I felt like a teenage girl about to lose her virginity.

It was finally happening. I’d had so many dreams about this. The head of his cock slowly stretched my opening further as we kissed hungrily, and his cock began to slide into me, inch by pleasurable inch.

“Ohhh…” I moaned loudly.

I was prepared for the length of it but the sheer girth and thickness was what caught me off guard, as it stretched me more and more, my vagina struggling to accommodate his immense size. It felt like losing my virginity all over again, but thankfully I was so turned on that the natural lubrication from my body was making things a lot easier.

“It’s so fucking big,” I moaned as Jordan’s big black cock drove deeper inside of me, making lewd, wet noises as it pushed my juices out of its way.

I was being touched where I had never been touched before. Jordan took his time, giving my pussy enough opportunity to accommodate his massive size, but he finally bottomed out inside of me, and I was amazed that I could take the massive tool all the way up inside my five foot two frame. I clung on tighter to him, completely filled up by his massive size. It was an incredible feeling. I couldn’t believe I’d been missing out on this all my life. All those wasted years…

Jordan slowly began to pull out of me, the friction between his enormous cock and my pussy sending waves of pleasure reverberating through my nerves, until just the tip of it remained inside of me. He slowly pushed back in, and then begun to fuck me. I squeezed and massaged his cock with my pussy as he thrust deep inside of me, sending me into senseless spirals of ecstatic lust, making my eyes roll back with the sheer pleasure. It was exhilarating.

Jordan quickly fell into a steady pace which he slowly started to quicken. The sound of the ocean waves in the distance, and the wet sounds of his cock slamming deep into my pussy, and my wanton moans and gasps. Every time he thrust inside of me his balls slapped my taint. Jordan was covered in a fine layer of sweat now too, but he kept pumping into me with the relentless nature of a well-oiled machine. Completely unlike my husband Paul who would get tired within a couple minutes of lovemaking.

We kissed hungrily once again as he slammed his cock in and out of me tirelessly, and then he pulled out, leaving my pussy begging to be filled up once again.

“Get on all fours,” he said to me, and I obeyed immediately.

He held my hips and directed his cock at my gaping, wet opening.

“Such a cute, little ass,” he said.

Once more he pushed his thick cock inside of me, pushing all conscious thought out of my mind. My mouth hung open as I gasped and moaned and got ravaged by the eighteen year old’s cock. Pretty quickly he was slamming his cock into me once again. In this position it was touching me so differently, pleasuring me in a new way, touching parts of me it hadn’t before.

“Oh yes, yes, yes!” I madly squealed in delight as I got nailed by the young hunk, my legs twitching and trembling.

I felt another orgasm quickly beginning to build inside of me. Jordan slapped my butt, making me moan as the pleasurable sting of it echoed out from my butt. Why did this feel so good?

“I’m gonna cum, Meadow,” he grunted.

“Cum…oh-inside me! Oh..,” I pleaded with him in between my gasps and moans of pleasure.

I could feel his vice like grip on my hips as he redoubled his efforts and pumped into me harder and faster, the vast momentum from his muscular body making the whole bed shake, making my petite body heave from the force. My own orgasm approached fast and I squeezed and massaged his cock with my pussy, and he came first. I didn’t even know it was possible, but I felt the first jet of his warm, thick cum hit my cervix. That was enough to trigger my orgasm as well, and an unstoppable wave of absolute pleasure hit me like a truck, and I screamed loudly from the pleasure, grinding back at Jordan desperately, trying to regain control of my body. Jordan’s cock filled me up with his cum, and I felt it begin to leak out of me, dripping down my thighs.

I didn’t do much else that entire day. Both of us locked ourselves in that cabin, our minds focused on one sole purpose: making the most of the days we had remaining at the resort. We made love countless times on the bed. We fucked in the swimming pool. We fucked at midnight on the beach, we fucked in the outdoor shower, in the indoor shower. I caught up on every single thing I had missed throughout school and college, and when I got home I was a changed woman. I’d turned into a black cock slut.
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Paul
It had taken a long time to get to the island itself. After I got through the long lines at airport security, I found out that the plane had been delayed by a couple hours, and the ferry was slow and also delayed. When I finally got to Avalon I had to walk around looking for taxis to take me to the resort, and I didn’t even have any idea where it was. All of this just to surprise my wife.
I had got the idea and booked the tickets a day before Meadow had to leave. I was going to arrive at the island on the third day of her stay, and we could have a nice four days together, a little mini vacation for the two of us. And I’d save her from the rich kid’s harassment. Initially I had wanted to book a room at the resort itself but it turned out that they were just completely booked for weeks in advance. So I booked a tiny room in Avalon instead. I was sure Meadow wouldn’t have a problem staying there with me. She could commute to the resort for work.
I’d talked to Meadow’s manager back at the hotel, Peter, about the plan and he told me that he’d vouch for me at the reception so that they’d allow me to go to her cabin to surprise her. Well, the day after I arrived at the island, I went to the resort. Everything went as planned, and the desk gave me the cabin number. I did notice the two staff workers at the desk exchange strange looks, though. That I couldn’t really make sense of.
It was about ten in the morning. I walked down the rock path that led to the cabins, looking for the number I had been handed. I found the cabin right at the end. As I opened the little wooden gate and walked in, I heard some strange noise. It sounded...like Meadow’s voice, shouting something. Maybe she was scolding the rich kid, I chuckled to myself. I quietly walked around the cabin, to try and spot her first. As I rounded the cabin her voice became louder and clearer. Those sounds...weren’t the ones you make when you scold someone. The moaning and screaming seemed to be emanating from the open window ahead. My heart in my throat, I slowly crept up to it, and it took all the guts I could muster to peek inside. And I’ll never forget the sight.
My innocent Meadow was on the bed, her arms and legs wrapped around the muscular, large, black body of the eighteen year old brat. They were kissing passionately, like she had never ever kissed me, as he pumped his thick, black cock into her pussy. They were like lovers on their wedding night. It was just like all those interracial and cuckolding porn videos I’d seen. Except none of it was as hot as this. I watched them for an hour as they relentlessly fucked like rabbits, before I quietly went back to my room. And then back home that very day.
When Meadow came home she was just the same as she ever was. But I sure wasn’t. I’d masturbated to the memory of her fucking Jordan dozens of times before she came back home. And I knew I needed to see it again. I’d turned into a proper cuckold.
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Conservative Christian Holly Gets Ganged By BBC At Her Bachelorette Party
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Liam

Our glasses clinked together, sparkling with the colored lights in the bar that were pulsing in time with the music.

“To happy days ahead,” said John, my best friend, raising his voice so that we could hear him over the din of people all around us.

“To happy days ahead,” everyone repeated.

We all downed whatever drinks remained in our glasses.

“That’s gonna be it for me, lads. Gotta work on that polymerization project tomorrow in the morning,” said Ali, standing up.

“Oh come on,” I said. “It’s not even ten yet!”

“Hey, you’ve already found a bride. If I don’t get top grades in this course, I won’t,” he said, making everyone laugh. “I’m happy for you, I really am. Holly’s the most beautiful girl in the entire university. I know you guys are going to be so happy together.”

“Hold up, I think I should leave too,” said John. “You were my ride here, so just drop me where you picked me up,” he said to Ali.

“Oh you can’t be serious. Come on, boys!” I said. “Tell me the two of you are staying at the least.”

Jason and Paul looked at me awkwardly.

“Three people is hardly…,” Jason trailed off, embarrassed.

Some stag party this had ended up being.

“No, I get it. It’s alright, I have to get up early tomorrow as well anyway,” I lied. “Let’s all go.”

And so we shook hands, and exchanged hugs, and they congratulated me once more, and we all just...walked out of the bar.

I hailed an Uber home and collapsed onto the bed. I looked at my phone. 10: 30 pm. I hadn’t consciously thought about it at any point, but maybe somewhere along the way in my life I had developed some sort of visualization of what my bachelor party would be like.

I thought I’d be home so much later. Drunk, stumbling into bed. With secrets to keep from my would-be wife that would stay between my friends and I forever. Maybe they’d have hired strippers for me, for the last night before I got tied down forever. I’d have resisted, trying to put up a front to save myself, but I’d have given in to their efforts and enjoyed the night.

Instead of all that, me and my four nerdy friends had sat at a bar in a corner, drinking like we’d done so many times before and we were home before bedtime. I tried to tell myself that it didn’t matter either way, but it still stung somewhere deep.

Holly wasn’t home. I wondered how her bachelorette party was going. I wondered if she was having more fun than I was. I remembered what she’d said to me as we were discussing our stag and hen dos.

“Honey, my friends...they’ve asked me to tell you to forgive whatever happens on my bachelorette’s night. They said that it was going to get wild. And that you should give me the permission to do whatever I wanted for one night.”

It was Holly, I’d thought. My innocent little Holly. With her big, blue eyes and her golden blonde hair coming down to her shoulders. How ‘wild’ could it get? She was a good, Christian girl. And I trusted her completely.

“Babe, you have my word. Go out and do whatever you want, okay?” I had said. “Whatever happens that night stays there.”

When I’d said that...in all honesty I was imagining this reasoning saving my own butt from potential sins. Now that I was lying in bed alone, dressed to the nines, with Holly off somewhere with her friends doing God knows what...my words were echoing in my ear.

I trusted Holly. I had known Holly since I was twelve. I knew her parents, and she knew mine. But what I hadn’t considered was the fact that her friends weren’t really like her. I’d managed to somehow find the nerdiest people in the entire year to be my circle of friends but it wasn’t really the same for her. Probably because she was so incredibly pretty. I was more or less an average looking guy, I had no doubts about it. And my friends reflected that. Holly’s friends were the pretty party girl/sorority girl types who couldn’t wait to get close to her since day one. Everyone’s drawn to the pretty girl, everyone wants to be friends with the pretty girl. I hadn’t really factored in what role those friends were going to be playing in her bachelorette party. Because I trusted Holly, but I didn’t trust them. At all.

I lay in bed, scrolling through my twitter feed, watching videos on youtube, netflix, waiting all the while.

11 pm.

11:30.

12.

1 am.

And no sign of Holly. Now I was sitting up, my feet tapping on the carpeted floor as I awaited her return. I was in half a mind to start ringing up her friends, the few whose numbers I had, but I really didn’t want to be known as ‘that’ boyfriend in Holly’s circles. These girls were all pretty independent and modern in their sensibilities and they despised that sort of thing.

‘What are you scared of?’ I said to myself as I sat on the couch impatiently. ‘What’s the worst that could be happening? So maybe she’s drunk. Maybe her friends hired a male stripper for her, maybe she saw some other random guy’s dick. What’s the big deal?’

Wasn’t it only fair? I’d watched my fair share of pornography as a teenager and Holly had denied herself even that. She was a pure woman.

We had both promised each other our virginity. We would make love only after our wedding. It was a small part of why I had popped the question to her at such a young age. You have no idea how hard it is to be a young man and have a beautiful goddess like Holly as your soulmate, but to be unable to make love to her. Holly wasn’t too resistant about it. Her parents and mine had both married earlier than us even and both of them had long, strong relationships that carried on, resolute, even now.

It was at 2:15 am when I heard the key turn, and Holly swung the door open, walking in, redness on her soft, pale cheeks and her golden blonde hair looking messy. She was staggering, clearly drunk, and wearing a different dress than the one she had told me that she was going to wear. She’d pointed out a yellow, knee length sundress. This was a figure hugging minidress. Something straight out of her friend McKayla’s wardrobe. She’d never looked so slutty before. Those god damn sorority girls. One strap of her dress had slid down her arm and had almost exposed her breast, and I slung it up properly again. Hadn’t she been wearing a bra?!

“Honey, baby? Are you alright?” I asked, escorting her to the couch which she tripped onto and laid down on.

She giggled.

“I’m more than okay, baby,” she said, giggling, her breath reeking of alcohol.

Just then there was a knock on the door.

“Who is it?”I called out.

‘It’s McKayla, Holly forgot her phone in the Uber,” she said.

I walked to the door and opened it, and McKayla, one of the aforementioned sorority girls, flashed me a cheerful grin, her eyes glittering with secretive mischief as she held it out for me. She looked ravishing. She was a pretty brunette with pale skin and dark hair, wearing a strapless mini similar to the one Holly was, that was struggling to cover her privates.

“Don’t snoop,” she said to me, winking, as she handed me Holly’s phone.

“What did you guys do?” I asked her with a straight face.

“Nothing that you’re supposed to know about, little boy,” she said, leisurely strolling away.

I shut the door and walked back to Holly.

“What happened at the party tonight?” I asked, burning with curiosity.

“It was the best night of my liiiiife,” Holly said like an awestruck child, before falling asleep right there and then on the couch.

I sighed, and carried her to bed, and tucked her in. I was sure that nothing that happened in that party could be worse than her being drunk. I walked back to the living room and I saw her phone just lying there on the tabletop. I wondered what photos and videos were in there. She was sleeping like a log in the bedroom. We didn’t keep our passwords secret from each other...she’d never know.
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Holly

I could scarcely believe it. Time had flown past like an arrow. It had been a month since Liam had proposed and it was the day of my bachelorette party already. It felt like only a few seconds had passed. I was about to be married! The very thought of it made my heart flutter. I’d dreamed of it since I was a little girl. Liam was going to be a great husband, and I was going to love every moment of being his wife. I couldn’t wait for it all.

Liam had proposed to me in a cafe on the hillside, as the sky turned blue in the twilight and the city, sprawling beneath the hill, began to come to life with its streets lighting up; veins of light in a napping behemoth. I could barely find the words to express my joy to him when I saw him kneeling in front of me, with the ring in his hand. My eyes had welled up and all I could do was cover my mouth and gasp and whimper with happiness. He was a good man. He was a Christian like me, and even in this day and age he had agreed to my wishes that we wait until marriage before making love. It wasn’t going to be too long now. I was going to lose my virginity to him finally.

We had started dating back at school and even then both of us felt that peer pressure as our friends and classmates lost their virginities left, right and center. The girls I was friends with would call me a naive prude for wanting to be married to Liam first before doing it. Liam, on the other hand, got harassed by the jocks and bullies in our year. They’d say horrible things to him mocking his manliness and the size of his member, and even lie. They spread the lie that Liam and I hadn’t lost our virginities because Liam couldn’t get his manhood to get hard. Even if we had decided not to fornicate, we had still touched each other and I knew that to be a lie firsthand. No pun intended.

It was Liam who had first mentioned having a bachelor and a bachelorette party. I hadn’t really given it much of a thought. I’d pictured it as a kid watching romantic movies, I suppose, and I had always pictured a dignified affair with my closest friends. When I had told McKayla that Liam wanted a stag and hen do she’d piped up in a way that frightened me just a little. I had given her this information as we sat in our psychology class, a few rows from the back. She had leaned in close to me.

“Darling, don’t you worry. I’ll plan all of it. We’re gonna have so much fucking fun. I know exactly what you need,” she had whispered to me.

She had smiled a naughty smile at me that made me very curious as to what was going on in her head right then. A couple of days later we were in the library when she told me the date of the party.

“And I need you to do one thing,” she had said, trying to keep her voice down.

We were standing between the tall shelves in a secluded corner. Columns of sunlight wafted down from the high windows and bathed McKayla, making her look radiant.

“What’s that?” I asked her.

“I...just need you to talk to your boyfriend. Ask him for his word that whatever happens on that night stays there. No judgment, no insecurities, no matter how wild it gets. It’s the last night of freedom -for both of you- after all.”

I glared at her with suspicion.

“What are you planning…?” I asked.

“You don’t need to know that now, do you? It’s exactly what you need, that’s all. Don’t worry. I’ve thrown parties like it before even back at school. Just trust me.”

“Okay,” I said.

McKayla was the first person I had made friends with when I came here. She was a beautiful girl who’d grown up here in Denver itself unlike Liam and I. I knew girls like McKayla back at school, but I had never really been friends with anyone like her. She was the cute, fun party girl who was outgoing and never afraid of what people thought of her. The sort that girls like me always envied a little bit. All my life I had to think fifty times before making every decision to make sure that I wasn’t going to shame my parents, or my Church, or my school. She had quickly become part of a sorority and drank and partied a lot. She was a wild girl. But somehow we managed to become good friends even though we were so different. She never forgot to invite me out to parties even though I had been turning her down since the start of college. When we did hang out it was usually just dinner and a movie together, sometimes with Liam and her together.

Slowly my friends circle at college expanded to include other girls from our year, and some of McKayla’s sorority sisters. All of them were very surprised by me. By the fact that I didn’t party, or drink, or the fact that I wanted to wait until marriage to have sex. Even back at school a lot of my classmates thought that I was a fun hating prude, and even though the girls here were nice, I could tell that they thought the same.

Another thing about McKayla was that she had a very specific taste when it came to men. She only dated black men. Strong, athletic, jock types. She was a petite girl, just five two, but she always got together with muscular black jocks above six foot two in height. She told me that she’d only exclusively dated black men ever since she’d been a teenager. She told me that most of the girls in her sorority were the same. The whole thing was unthinkable to a girl like me from a mostly white, conservative town. My parents would’ve lost their mind if I had started dating a black man.

There were a few black boys at school in our year and above and below, all of them the jock types for the most part: big and strong and on the sports teams. They always flirted with me every chance they got, and I had to keep turning them down. Even when Liam and I started dating they didn’t stop, and they often told me how I needed ‘a real man.’ I had never told Liam this but one of them used to send me pictures of his...thing. It was a boy named Jackson and he was the star football player, and the most popular jock at our school. In fact he was the one leading all the bullying against my boyfriend Liam. Jackson was big, muscular and broad chested, and very handsome. And the pictures he had sent me showed me that his penis was black, veiny and...so big!

I had touched Liam and he had shown himself to me and so I knew how big his manhood was but this guy was...monstrous. The pictures were usually accompanied by flirtations, compliments about my body, especially my butt and my breasts, what he would do to me if I let him, and the like. At the start my first instinct was to show the texts to the school authorities and my father so that he would all get into trouble, but I didn’t want to be the center of attention and start that sort of drama. He was the most popular kid in school after all. And the star athlete. This happened to most girls, didn’t it? They didn’t make a noise. And all of it felt...so naughty. I could never admit it to anyone but the pictures and the flirtations always left a little tingle between my thighs.

I would delete the texts so Liam could never see them, but they continued until the end of school. Jackson was in the same college as us now, and he had run into me a few times and tried flirting with me. I had never mentioned this to Liam.

McKayla never hid from me what the reason was for her dating black men. Pretty often, the morning after a date, she would tell me how sore she was and how much the “big black cock” had stretched her out. She lived at the sorority house and told me that sometimes one or more of her sisters would join in. It was all so foreign to me, so alien. I'd act like I was always reluctant to hear her stories and that I disliked hearing about her sinful life, and she'd tease me by telling me more of the salacious details of her love life. The truth was that I liked hearing about it. Her life was so different from mine. I had never made love. I had never pleased someone with my mouth or been pleased that way. I hadn't even seen pornography. Well...McKayla had changed that, kind of. She’d often record herself as she made love to these black men, and a few times she had shown me!

She was always showing me things on her phone, cute videos on the internet, news that made her happy or infuriated, and so I was never prepared when she’d show me those videos and I’d be caught off guard. I’d turn my eyes away as she laughed at my embarrassment but I had seen enough. The images of her with her dates were seared right into my head.

The one I remembered the most was one she’d shown me just a couple of weeks after we first became friends. In the video the man was sitting on a couch and she was in his lap...bouncing on his...thing, an expression of pure ecstatic pleasure on her face, her round, shapely breasts heaving. She looked so small compared to his large, muscular frame. Her soft, pale skin in stark contrast to his dark skin almost gleaming in the flash from her phone. When I recognized the face I had gasped. It was Jackson! That was how McKayla got to know that he used to bully Liam at school and that he used to send me pictures of his member, and would flirt with me.

When I asked Liam for his word that he’d let me do whatever I wanted for the bachelorette party, I was surprised at how easily he agreed. He didn’t show any suspicion or ask any questions. He had never been an insecure man and he had always trusted me, so I wasn’t too surprised, but I had expected some curiosity from him. But he told me that whatever was going to happen that night would stay there. That gave me a bit of relief. Somewhere within me I did want to let go. To enjoy myself without putting what others were going to think before me. I wanted to be McKayla for one night. To prove to all the girls that I wasn’t a fun hating prude.
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The day of the party came and I woke up with butterflies in my stomach, accompanied by wetness and warmth between my thighs. I had just been dreaming of one of the videos that McKayla had shown me of herself and Jackson, her under his huge, muscular body, the two of them kissing as she clung on to him and he made love to her, hard. As the memory of it filled my mind, the kiss they had shared, the sounds of her pleasure and their union; I was flooded with guilt. I looked at Liam who was still sleeping soundly beside me. I’d just been dreaming of his bully making love to my best friend. What was wrong with me?

It was a Saturday and so neither of us had to go to uni. The entire day I was a ball of anxious excitement. I was wondering what McKayla had planned. I knew she loved to drink, so I assumed that alcohol was just going to be a thing. I had never drunk before, and I didn’t like to hang out much with drunk people, but I guess for one night I could let loose. Right?

McKayla arrived a few minutes after six, and I opened the door, waiting for her reaction as she looked at me. I almost always wore jeans and tied my hair in some way, but today it was a knee length yellow dress and my hair was down, soft and bouncy. Her dark eyes scanned my body from top to bottom, and she wolf whistled, making me blush.

“Ooh la la, you’re dressed to kill aren’t you? Come on, the Uber’s waiting,” she said.

“Be right back!” I chimed in, and I rushed back upstairs to the bedroom to kiss Liam goodbye.

“See you later honey, have fun,” I said to him as I kissed his cheek. “I love you.”

“I love you too babe, enjoy the night” he said to me.

McKayla and I got into the Uber.

“Where are we going?” I asked her as the car took off.

“You’ll see,” McKayla said, winking at me.

Quickly I became aware of the fact that we were heading towards the uni. And five minutes later we were parked in front of McKayla’s sorority house.

“You’re hosting it here?”

“Uh huh. No worries, they’re cool with it. No rules and limits here, and no one comes in who isn’t allowed,” she said.

“Okay.”

We walked through the front lawn and into the imposing mansion-esque structure that housed Phi Sigma Sigma, the Greek alphabets embossed into the stone on the exterior. The Sun had almost gone down, and the white walls of the building were covered in its orange hue. I had been to the sorority house many times, and I knew a lot of the girls there. They were almost all party girls like McKayla, who never had any qualms about bending any rules. They smoked, they drank, they did drugs, and they fornicated like it didn’t mean anything. It was strange that somehow I had made friends with them.

“Wow, I love it!” I said, looking around in the foyer.

Balloons and streamers, flowers and colored lights, it was like a proper party.

“The sisters and I are all pretty excited,” McKayla said.

I could see that there were just a few girls in the living room and dining area. McKayla saw me look and said:

“Don’t worry, everyone’s going to arrive an hour from now. I just thought I’d bring you here early so that we could get you all nice and prepped,” she said. “Come on.”

She led me up to her room, and she told me to close my eyes.

“Why?” I asked apprehensively.

“Just do it, you’ll see,” she cooed.

I did as she asked and she opened the door and walked me in. I heard her walk to the bed and I heard the rustle of fabric.

“Alright, you can see now,” she said to me.

I opened my eyes to see her holding up a gorgeous, brilliant white wedding dress. I couldn’t help but gasp as I saw it.

“Oh my, it’s so gorgeous!”

“And you’re going to wear it tonight,” said McKayla. “I wanted it to be a surprise.”

“How much...did this cost? Is it a rental?”

“You don’t need to worry about any of that, hon. Now come on, put it down, no arguments, okay? One of the sisters from first year gave me the idea: Rachel, you know her?” McKayla said as she walked behind me and began to help me take my dress off.

“Yeah,” I nodded.

“Hmm.” McKayla scanned my body once more as I stood in front of her in my bra and panties, blushing.

I still wasn’t used to anyone seeing me like this. McKayla was very open and close with her sorority sisters and she was the same with me. She was never afraid to get naked in front of me, or to borrow clothes from me, and change in front of me. I had been very hesitant the first few times she had asked me to put something on for her so she could see how it looked on me, but eventually I had become more comfortable. I still hadn’t ever gotten naked in front of her.

“You know what,” she said. “I think the dress will work best if you take off the bra and panties as well.”

Record scratch.

“What?!” I exclaimed.

“The dress has a steep neck, alright? The bra lines will show, maybe even the bra itself. Look, don’t worry alright? I put the dress on earlier to check, it’s very snug and no one will even notice. Now take them off,” she said.

“Okay. Um…,” I looked at her, hoping she would step out of the room so I could change.

She rolled her eyes.

“Babe, don’t be a child, come on. I’ve gotten naked in front of you how many times, it’s no big deal.”

She walked behind me and undid the hook on my bra and pulled it away from my grasp before I had a chance to even process what was happening. I covered my breasts and blushed hard.

“Now take the panties off before I pull them off you as well,” McKayla said.

I walked out of her room almost forty minutes later, feeling like a bride about to step into the chapel. The dress was incredibly beautiful, and I had just stood in front of the mirror for a full minute admiring how I looked in it.

“Come on, let’s get you drunk,” McKayla said.

Pretty soon I found myself having a fair bit of fun. My friends started arriving, and McKayla had given me my first taste of alcohol. I was surprised that it wasn’t too bad, but that was probably because McKayla had made sure all the alcohol at the party was in the form of fruity cocktails. McKayla, in her turn, was surprised that I hadn’t resisted her peer pressuring, and that I seemed quite eager all on my own.

The house started filling up with girls: friends of mine from my classes, girls from the sorority coming back to the house from uni, girls McKayla had invited. They all congratulated me and told me how pretty I looked in the wedding dress. One of the girls from the sorority started playing music and as more girls started to get buzzed from the selection of cocktails, several of them began to dance. Now it felt like a proper party. They dimmed turned off the normal lights on the ground floor and let the whole place only be lit up with the colored lights they had put up. I was quickly starting to feel the effects of the alcohol. I was already feeling more chatty and sociable, and warm. And I found the music feeling so good. I wanted to dance. The cocktails tasted pretty good, and that didn’t help matters at all.

I heard one of McKayla’s sorority sisters ask her, “When’s the entertainment going to be here?”

“Half an hour,” she replied. “I just talked to Jackson.”

She walked away, chatting with some girl I didn’t know, before I could ask her what ‘the entertainment’ was. And was she...referring to the same Jackson I knew? Why had she invited him? I had read about how bachelorette parties were. Had she hired a male stripper? My heart raced at the thought. What was I going to do if she had? Walk out? And be called a fun-hating prude for the rest of my time in Denver? Liam’s voice echoed in my head.

‘Babe, you have my word. Go out and do whatever you want, okay? Whatever happens that night stays there.’

I didn’t get more time to mull it over because a friend of mine, Lisa, saw me standing pensively near the food table and pulled me into the crowd which was dancing to the music, and made me dance with her. She had a lit cigarette in her hand, and she placed it in between my lips.

“Here, take a drag,” she said.

Well, first time for everything. I took a drag, and immediately realized that it was -not- a cigarette. My dad was a smoker, and that’s not what cigarettes smelled like.

“What -cough- was that?” I said, in between coughs.

“Just a little joint. To loosen you up!”

It must’ve been really strong because I immediately felt a hit, and suddenly the music felt different to my ears.

“Now come on, let’s dance!” she said.

The alcohol had done a good job loosening me up. And so I continued to dance with her, and as the music filled my head up and I danced carelessly under the colored lights. For the first time in a long while, I knew what having fun really felt like.

A few minutes later someone stopped the music and turned the normal lights back on, and we all groaned together.

I heard McKayla speak up over the crowd.

“Alright, everyone! Come on, the entertainment is here!”

The girls around me cheered while I watched, nervously.

“Please welcome,” she shouted, “the Colorado Rhinos!”

The girls cheered and I watched as one by one, the players of our college football team entered the foyer and then filed into the living room among claps and hoots from the girls. They were all hulking black guys, mostly from second year to fourth, so nineteen years old at the least. All of them had similar builds; broad chests and thick, muscular arms. I knew a lot of girls from university who harbored intense crushes on one or more of them. They were quite handsome. And then there he was. Jackson. At my bachelorette party. I couldn’t believe that McKayla had invited him even though she knew about his history with Liam and I.

I did feel a wave of relief mixed with confusion at the same time. Not male strippers. Good. But why the football team?

The music started up once again and the normal lights went dark as the boys began mingling and drinking and dancing with the girls. Very quickly almost all of them had drinks in their hands. I imagined that they’d probably show up anywhere as long as free drinks were provided. I felt a bit of resentment that they were here. I was dancing and having a fun time but now...in front of guys...I felt self conscious. I began walking up to McKayla who was chatting with someone in a corner to ask her why she had invited these guys. I hadn’t even gotten across half the room when one of the guys planted himself in my way. Jackson.

I’m just five foot three and he was a full foot taller than me, towering over me. I looked up at him. Close cropped hair on the sides with dreads up top.

“So you’re the young bride, huh?” he asked, smiling at me. “I had no idea, what a pleasant surprise this is.”

Everything he was as a bully in high school, he was now. With the unfettered, cocky confidence, the good looks, the dominant physical form.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling back at him politely.

“You know I’ve always found you hot. A lot of guys here do too. Shame that you’re going off the market at what, twenty?”

“I haven’t been on the market for years now,” I replied.

The alcohol had loosened my tongue.

“That’s just cruel to men,” he said. “But you can make up for it by dancing with me.”

At first I began to search for the most polite way to turn him down. But then a little voice in my mind asked me when the last time was that I had ever danced with a man? Other than the two minutes with Liam at prom. Didn’t I want to be McKayla for tonight? Why was I turning him down? This would be the last time I’d get to feel it. And it’s not like Liam was going to find out about it. Celebrations were the best times to let go of the past, after all. I mustered up a lot of strength and surprised myself.

“Alright.”

Jackson reached down and grabbed my hand and walked me into the mess of people dancing beside us. Immediately he pulled me very close to him and we began to dance, a column of violet light illuminating both of us. My heart immediately began to speed up. He was so different in every way than Liam. Than everything I was used to. A huge, muscular black man had me in his arms.

“God, you look so fucking sexy in this wedding dress,” he said.

I felt his hands on my waist as I blushed.

“Th-thanks,” I said.

“Your husband is going to be lucky to have you,” he said, leaning in close to my ear.

Somewhere inside me I felt pride, that this guy who so many girls in the university had a crush on, was complimenting me. I was very conscious of the touch of his hands on my waist.

I must’ve drunk more than I should’ve because now I was feeling really tipsy. A soft synthwave song played over the speakers that reminded me of 80s pop songs that my dad loved to play in his car when I was a kid. It was so easy to let loose. I felt Jackson’s arms slid just an inch lower, and towards my back.

More people joined the crowd that was dancing, almost filling the living room completely and spilling out into the foyer and dining areas. I saw that the guys all had girls in their arms already. McKayla was grinding lewdly on a tall guy. It was a bit strange, seeing it. Girls from first year, mere eighteen years old...a few of my friends, older sorority girls like McKayla, all paired up with these massive black men. I wondered how I looked. With my pristine white wedding dress and pale skin, with a strong, black man’s arms at my back. I felt Jackson almost imperceptibly slid his hands down towards my butt. A shiver went through me right as a spark went off between my thighs. And then suddenly his hands grabbed my butt and squeezed it, making me gasp. Before I could process any of it he turned me around and pulled me close once more, so that my butt was pressed up against his crotch. I felt a big bulge...was that his manhood? I felt the heat spread through my body as my heart began to race. I was frozen, and I had no idea how to react. I couldn’t believe how brazen he was being, this total stranger!

I willed myself to feel anger and rage. That’s how I should’ve been reacting, right? I should’ve been screaming at him and making a scene. But I gulped, and my body refused to react that way. Instead its reaction confused me. I felt my nipples harden and poke through the dress, and I felt a twitching in my sex. I felt arousal.

‘Go out and do whatever you want, okay? Whatever happens that night stays there.’

If you asked me why I did what I did next, I wouldn’t be able to tell you. Maybe it was Liam’s voice in my head telling me that tonight was going to have no repercussions. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was all those years of me suppressing every urge and want within me. Maybe it was just the taboo nature of it all. I pushed my butt back against him, feeling his bulge pressing into my butt. I’d done it without thinking.

Jackson leaned in and whispered into my ear, “You’ve never had a black cock before, right? Remember those pictures I used to send you?”

I gulped, as my heart raced even faster.

I felt his hand grab mine, and pull it back, between us...behind my back...and he pressed it against his bulge, letting me feel the warmth of his member through the jeans he was wearing. He felt massive. So that’s what one felt like. All those pictures the black jocks at my school used to sent in came rushing back into my memory. My mouth felt dry. We were both moving and swaying to the music. A fast pop song playing now, and he was slowly thrusting against my bottom. Everything felt like it was happening at a third of normal speed. Jackson’s hand came up and he held my chin.

“Every girl deserves a taste of black cock before she gets locked down, you know,” he whispered into my ear once more, sending chills down my spine.

He turned my head to him, and planted his lips on mine, leaving my eyes wide with shock. His tongue asked for entrance at my lips and I...just let him. What had been a spark between my legs had grown into a raging flame as we kissed. And just as abruptly as it had happened, he pulled away.

“I’m gonna go grab a drink. There’s other people who want a dance with the bride as well,” he said, flashing me a cocky smile and walking away out of the dancing crowd, leaving me standing there, breathing hard.

My body was buzzing with electricity. I had never felt excitement like this before. The lights came back on, and the music stopped once again.

“Alright guys, listen up!” I heard McKayla say, standing near the speakers. “It’s time for the entertainment to start, so take a seat if you can and clear the room!”

The living room had couches in a large semi circle and a bunch of chairs that the girls had pushed near the walls to make space for people. There was a quick rush to grab these spaces to sit. I looked around, and McKayla beckoned me to her, and made me sit on a chair she had saved next to her.

“Having fun?” she asked me.

I could still almost feel Jackson’s hand on my butt and the way his tongue had felt against mine.

“Um, yeah,” I said, blushing.

“Well you haven’t seen nothing yet,” she said to me.

She addressed everyone once more.

“You all probably came to this bachelorette party expecting strippers and drinks and weed. Well we’ve got the drinks and weed covered, but we couldn’t get the strippers. But the good men of our college football team have agreed to help us out! Give a hand to the Colorado Rhinos!”

The boys all stood up, and music started playing again. I was wondering what was going on, until I saw them start to dance and take their jackets off.

“Feel free to help them out!” McKayla shouted, and the girls all cheered and clapped.

I saw Jackson walking towards me.

“Help me out with these jeans?” he asked me, and he lifted his leg and placed his foot on the armrest, cornering me.

I looked up at his handsome face, blushing even harder than before, my heartbeat rising once more. I wanted to obey him. I reached out and with trembling hands, began to undo his belt and unzip him, while McKyla clapped and cheered me on. He was still hard, I could see from the bulge. His belt hung open and I pulled his zip down.

“Pull it down,” he said to me quietly.

I reached out and pulled down on the jeans from either side of his waist, and dragged it down. My pussy demanded attention urgently. Might as well get this over with quickly. He could give me a lap dance or whatever McKayla had planned and we all could go home. As the hem of his jeans cleared his bent penis, it popped out. I had leaned in closer to him as my hands had dragged down the jeans, and the proximity meant that when the massive black member of his that I had seen in pictures, it hit me on the nose. I recoiled and covered my mouth with my hands as McKayla laughed out loud and whooped.

“Go girl, get it!”

There it was, right in front of my face. Massive, veiny and bobbing to the pulse of his heart. My head was spinning. A few girls had gathered around us now and were cheering me on. I wondered how I looked right then, sitting on a chair in a wedding dress with a huge black man standing in front of me, his massive penis right in front of my face.

“Touch it!” someone shouted.

“Woooo, give it a kiss babe!” said someone else.

I couldn’t really see what was going on in the rest of the room. My mind was racing.

‘Whatever happens that night stays there.’

I reached up and wrapped my fingers around the thick shaft. And I began to stroke it up and down while the girls around me cheered and hooted. Jackson took his shirt off and now stood completely naked in front of me, his muscular black form exposed completely to all the girls in the party. My fingers couldn’t go all the way around his girth. He felt so different from Liam. Liam’s thing was barely half the size and girth. It was incredible.

I could feel the pulse of his heart in the shaft of his black penis...no, not a penis. McKayla called it a big black cock, didn’t she? So did all the other sorority girls. I was transfixed. I began to stroke him with both hands.

“Help her out, McKayla,” Jackson said.

McKayla giggled, and kneeled beside him. She then leaned in and began to suck on one of his big, black balls! I couldn’t believe my eyes, as I watched my best friend lap up the ballsack of this hunky black jock who had bullied my boyfriend. All of it felt so surreal. McKayla looked at me and winked.

“Kiss it, kiss it, kiss it!” the girls around me were cheering now.

Jackson held the back of my head with his hand and pulled my head towards his black cock, while I looked up at him with my blue eyes. As the head of his cock neared my mouth I had no option but to part my lips. So much for being a fun hating prude. For the first time in my life I felt a man’s cock touch my soft, pink lips and enter my mouth.

“Open wide,” Jackson said to me and I obeyed.

I opened my mouth wider, letting him push more of his cock into my mouth. I sealed my lips around it and began sucking, hoping that I wasn’t displaying my absolute inexperience in front of all the other girls who were witnessing this. They cheered wildly once more, with their drinks in their hand. McKayla was looking at me and smiling while sucking his balls as Jackson began to slowly thrust his cock in and out of my mouth.

I could feel the wetness between my thighs. If I was wearing panties they’d have been soaked. Is this why...was this McKayla’s plan all along? Getting me drunk and high...inviting Jackson here knowing my past history with him...it was adding up. I was holding my thighs tensed together. My pussy was begging for attention.

“Mmm, suck on his balls with me, darling,” McKayla said to me.

Jackson pulled his cock out of my mouth and held it up, presenting his balls to me. I leaned forward gingerly, and stuck my tongue out, and gently licked the side McKayla wasn’t sucking on hungrily. She was still going at it, eyes closed with a satisfied expression on her face. She really loved doing this. He tasted manly, and a bit salty. The taste of his cock had rekindled a fire within me, and I could feel a growing urge to please him. I was surprising myself. Shouldn’t this have been disgusting me?

“Mmm, good girls,” Jackson said, reaching down and stroking McKayla’s hair and mine. “Come on boys!” he called out. “Let’s give the bride her gift!”

McKayla pulled away and stood up and I stopped as well, wondering what he meant. Jackson moved aside, and I finally got to see what the rest of the football team was up to. My jaw dropped. All of the guys were completely naked and spread around the room. Most of them were getting sucked off by the girls; first years, third years, fourth years, some of my friends from class even! Three of the guys were in the middle of fucking girls! One of the girls was bent over on the couch while this huge, black jock was railing her soul out, another girl was riding in the lap of another athlete who was sitting down on a chair, and the third girl was just supporting herself with her hands on the wall, bent over and being fucked!

“Now that’s what you call a bachelorette’s,” McKayla said. “Thank you, Jackson.”

As Jackson called out, three of the ones who were being sucked off pulled away, to groans from the girls, and they placed a chair in the middle of the room. Jackson took my hand and walked me over to it and made me sit down. Jackson and those three stood in a semi circle right in front of me around the chair, close enough that their hard, veiny black cocks were just inches from my face in every direction. The whole room was cheering me on at this point.

“Go ahead, honey. Kiss these black cocks, it’s good luck for the bride,” said Jackson.

All the girls woo’d and clapped, and I looked back at McKayla who was just standing behind me. She smiled and nodded.

I leaned forward and began kissing the tips of the cocks one by one, from right to left. I felt an instinct I had never felt before right up until now. I wanted these cocks inside of me. I wanted to be filled. I needed to be fucked. I reached out and held the two cocks on the side, one in each hand, and began to stroke them while licking and kissing Jackson’s cock and the cock of the guy next to him. I opened my mouth wide and began alternating between their shafts, bobbing my head up and down them. All the while my hands were stroking the cocks of the guys on the sides.

“That’s it baby, you’re doing so well,” McKayla proudly said, amidst the cheering and clapping from the other girls.

The guys all stepped forward and began rubbing my face with their giant black cocks, rubbing my lips, my chin, my cheeks, my forehead, and then letting their shafts rest across my face as I smiled up at them. The good CHristian girl within me was gone, and a raging slut had been unleashed. I focused my attention on the two cocks of the guys on the sides. I felt McKayla’s hands on my breasts, and she pulled down my dress, exposing them to the room along with my hard nipples, to loud cheers and hoots from the girls.

Among the cheering noises where the moaning and groans from more girls who were getting fucked by the football players now, and more girls were beginning to undress as well. I was still sucking the cocks of the four guys in front of me, A few minutes later McKayla said, “Come on, time for the main event.”

She took me by the hand and walked me over to the couch, and made me sit down. I would’ve had to think before I could tell you my name, had you asked me right then. My heart was pounding in my chest and I was in a blurry daze of lust. I felt annoyed at having been removed from that chair. I wanted to please. I wanted to get fucked.

McKayla leaned down and grabbed the hem of my dress, and began pulling it up and over my legs…revealing my calves to the room, my knees, my thighs…until she had bared my sopping wet pussy to everyone, to a round of claps.

“Want a taste?” she said to Jackson.

“Don’t mind if I do,” he said, kneeling in between my legs and diving in.

The first touch of his tongue on my soaking wet sex sent a burst of sensation radiating through my entire body the likes of which I could never have dreamed possible. I moaned, loudly.

“OH LORD!”

And I held his head, spreading my legs further apart and lifting them, my pretty little heels in mid-air. Jackson quickly began to lap up my juices and began to stroke my clit with his tongue, and occasionally dip his tongue into my little opening, making me squirm and groan with utmost pleasure. Meanwhile two of the guys climbed onto the couch and offered me their cocks on either side of my head and I began alternating between stroking one and hungrily sucking on the other.

I hadn’t ever known that anything could feel so good. Right up until today the idea of a man licking me down there had been revolting to me. Oh, what an utter fool I had been. Jackson’s tongue was eliciting sensations from me that I couldn’t have imagined. He slowly pushed two of his fingers into me, stretching me out and making me groan, and began fucking me with them.

“Oh, oh oh,” I gasped and moaned in time with the rhythm of his fingering.

He curled his fingers upwards inside of my love hole and suddenly began to rub an area which sent a burst of extreme pleasure up through my spine, making my legs twitch, making me let out a wild moan of pure ecstasy.

“OH GOD YES, FUCK,” I groaned wildly, unmindful of the fact that I was in a room full of people, uncaring that I was cheating on my boyfriend of five years.

Jackson began fingering me hard, moving his fingers in and out and the loud squishing sounds of my soaking wet pussy audible throughout the room. I felt something rise within me. Something building up. Something elevating. I began to moan, faster and faster, higher, until the first orgasm of my life hit me like a lightning bolt sent from the heavens. I had no words, just a long wail of animalistic pleasure.

It coursed through me like a hurricane, leaving me twitching and convulsing like I was about to die.

“God that’s hot,” one of the guys said.

The girls cheered loudly and clapped. I could barely understand what was going on. I had been shot into the heavens, and I was descending slowly on a feather. I barely remembered my own name.

“Time for the bride to get fucked!” McKayla shouted, and everyone hooted once more.

Jackson pressed the head of his massive cock against my virgin pussy, and slowly pushed it in. I thought it was going to hurt. I thought there was no way I could take something that large within me, but my body was ready. All the copious juices and my heightened arousal helped him, and the head of his cock stretched my opening and popped in. The two guys I had been sucking off stepped off the couch and two other guys stepped on, and I began sucking and stroking them in turn. My pussy was making wet squishing noises like I had never thought it would make. Jackson slowly pushed deeper, giving my pussy time to adjust to his girthy shaft. He leaned forward and I wrapped my legs around his waist tightly, our eyes locking as I sucked on his friend’s cock.

Inch by inch he went deeper, until he bottomed out inside of me, with still a few inches of his cock outside of my body. And then he began to pull back out, and thrust back in. I slowly began to get the first fucking of my entire life. He began to quicken his pace, and in a couple of minutes he was properly giving me a railing, making me grunt and whimper with the pleasure of his thick black cock within my virgin Christian pussy.

One of the guys got onto the couch and began to suck on my pink nipple. Jackson was fucking me harder and harder, and soon enough the slapping sounds of our fucking were echoing around the living room.

I was sucking off a guy, another guy was sucking on my nipples while Jackson fucked me. All the other guys were busy fucking girls as well. McKayla was on the couch right beside me, riding a thick black cock as she kissed its owner.

Jackson's rapid hammering was raising another orgasmic wave deep inside of me. I was thrusting back, trying to meet his passion with mine, trying to drive his cock deeper and deeper inside of me. He was relentless, passionate. He drove me higher and higher, making me scream with pleasure as he fucked me, until I went over the edge for the second time in the previous hour. My pussy contracted and massaged Jackson’s thick cock as I screamed with pleasure, my voice joining the cacophony of lustful moans and wails that filled the room. Jackson slowly withdrew, and climbed up onto the couch while the guy I was sucking off moved to take his place, and pushed his cock into my well lubricated pussy and began hammering away immediately. I began to suck on Jackson’s cock once more, trying to deep throat it, and sucking on his balls.

I wasn’t too aware of who was in my pussy, and who I was stroking with my hands, and who I was taking down my throat, but I think one by one all of the football team took its turns fucking my pussy. But none of them had cum. I soon found out why.

“Al...alright, oh-” McKayla called out, bent over the couch and getting fucked hard by the biggest black man on the team, “give it to her, boys!”

“You heard her!” Jackson said.

All the football players pulled out of the women they were in, leaving a bunch of disappointed groans and whining. McKayla pulled me up and to the middle of the room once again and made me kneel on the floor. All the guys immediately crowded around me, and began stroking their cocks. My own hand was down between my legs, quickly rubbing my wet clit. I opened my mouth wide and stuck my tongue out, letting them use my face to get off quickly, and they rubbed their thick, manly black cocks all over my tongue and my face. I don’t know who it was who came first, but a thick spurt of milky cum erupted and streaked across my tongue, upper lip and cheek. Over the next five minutes, one by one they all came. Most of them came all over my little face. Some of them pushed their cocks into my mouth and made me swallow their cum. Just this morning I would’ve told you that I couldn’t even have thought of something so disgusting. And here I was, kneeling on the floor in a wedding dress, my face covered with cum that was dripping down onto my breasts and the dress. And I was in heaven.

It didn’t take long for all the girls to get the guys ready for action once again, and McKayla undressed me, baring my body for all to see. The alcohol and weed fuelled orgy of my bachelorette party continued until eleven, when people began to leave. Jackson and three other guys came up to McKayla’s room with me and they fucked the two of us for an hour and a half more. It had been a night of so many firsts. And by the end of it I was so drunk, high, and I had never felt that satisfied.
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Liam
I ejaculated hard, squirting several feet and onto the bathroom floor. As soon as the high of intense arousal left me, its vacuum was replaced by feelings of guilt, anger, jealousy and shame. I still had Holly’s phone in my hand. Now she was sucking off a big black guy while Jackson was pumping into her hard. I couldn’t believe she had done this. I couldn’t believe that my innocent, pure, Holly was capable of it.
I asked her about the party the next morning. Just to see what sort of reaction that would elicit. She was cooking pancakes for us. She didn’t even flinch.
“Yeah, sorry for drinking babe. I didn’t want to but McKayla and all the other girls were pressuring me and I thought, what the hell it’s just one night, right?”
“Did anything else interesting happen?” I asked.
“Hmm….no, not really. Just a bunch of party games, karaoke, the usual. It was pretty fun.”
Calling her out would mean the end of our relationship. And she...wouldn’t do it again, right? It was just her bachelorette’s, and I did tell her that she could do whatever she wanted. The videos I had found on her phone I had saved on my laptop already. I guess...she didn’t need to know that I know.
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My Boyfriend's Bully: Innocent Christian Blonde Hazel Gets Seduced By BBC
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Philip

I stood by the door to Zara’s room. It was open just a couple of inches but it was enough to afford me a clear view of what was going on, on her bed. The moans of my girlfriend Hazel and her flatmate Zara had woken me up. They were all completely naked, lit in the warm light of the lamps beside the bed. Hazel was on all fours, and Idris, my school bully was behind her, his hands on her waist, and his thick, veiny black cock stretching her pussy open as he rammed it in and out of her. Her blonde hair bounced with each thrust of his cock going deep inside of her. Zara stood beside Idris, kissing him hungrily as he railed her flatmate.

And to think that Hazel was was my innocent, virgin girlfriend just a week ago. If you had told me that in a week this was going to become her routine, I’d have told you to take meds for psychosis. It’s amazing how quickly things can change, and how quickly your world can turn upside down. I quietly unzipped and began to stroke my cock as I watched the show.
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Hazel

It was a strange feeling. For the first time in my life I had complete freedom. I could do whatever I wanted, and I had everything I wanted. After 18 years with my parents. They were not too different from the thousands of conservative mothers and fathers you’d find in the Bible belts all over America. They were doting, but they’d always been controlling. Nothing out of the norm in our small midwest town. They hadn’t approved of me living in the university dorms, because they thought that living with girls from all over the place, the lesbians and the sluts, the party girls and the spoiled brats, it would corrupt me in some way. So they told me that they wanted to put me up in an apartment, and I was more than happy about that. It meant my boyfriend of three years, Philip, could live with me! It would have to be a secret, of course. They were adamant that I was not to have a male roommate.

Zara knocked on the door to my room.

“Come in,” I said.

The door opened and Zara’s pretty face poked in. She had long, beautiful eyelashes and jet black hair. A very pretty girl. We didn’t have many middle eastern beauties like her back in our town.

“Hey, Haze, I’m going out, alright? You wanna come with me?” she asked.

I was lying on my bed in my pajamas and tank top, with Netflix open on my laptop beside me.

“The club?” I asked her.

“Where else?” she replied, rolling her eyes.

“I’ll pass,” I said.

“Alright, you want me to get something to eat for you on my way back?”

“I’d love that.”

Zara looked at me for a couple of seconds before she spoke again.

“Haze, this freedom we have right now, don’t waste it okay?” she said, winking at me as she shut the door once more and disappeared.

My parents were extremely shaky on me having a Muslim girl as a roommate at first, but finding a good apartment and a good roommate, someone that was perfect in every way for them, was proving to be a tough job.

“Well, I guess those Moslems are pretty strict when it comes to girls,” my dad had said. “What’s she gonna do, convert you?” He had chuckled.

And that’s how I’d ended up with Zara. When my dad and I had met her at the apartment for the first time, she’d given an Oscar worthy performance. She was dressed like a pastor’s wife, and she was as timid as a sunflower, and my dad was pretty impressed. I’d be lying if I said that I wasn’t tentative about living with a muslim girl as well. In all my life the only people of another religion I’d encountered in our town had been Jewish. And with all the things people said about Muslims…

Well. Zara had surprised me. If only my dad could see the dress she had been wearing right now on her way to the club. She was an absolute wildfire. Zara had told me that she had pretty conservative, strict Muslim parents as well: first generation immigrants living on the east coast. And now that she was free of them, she intended to try every single thing that she had been missing out on. We had been living together for a month now, and she’d gone out every second or third night like clockwork, and eighty percent of the time she would be back with a guy.

Different races, different sorts; she was on a mission. Short haired blonde jocks from college, a goth looking older DJ, an asian nerdy fellow, tough looking latino guys...she was determined on sampling. And she had tried her best to tempt me as well. I had told her that at home I had a pretty similar situation as hers, and she always made sure to invite me along whenever she headed outside. But I never really felt like it.

Philip had an assigned dorm at the university but more often than not he stayed with me. I came home a lot earlier than him most times, because he’d have a shift at his part time job at a local restaurant. Tonight was one such night. It was around eight thirty, half an hour after Zara had left, when Philip came home from his job. We kissed each other innocently on the lips. Just the way I liked it. I was always put off by the filthy shows other people put on, all tongues and spit, when they kissed.

“Zara’s out?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I replied. “You want some dinner? I can cook you some.”

“I’d love that honey,” Philip said, as he sat down on the living room couch and switched the TV on. “This restaurant shit is getting really stressful. The manager there is really grinding me.”

“Awh babe, you’ll make it through, don’t worry,” I said, as I got started on some spaghetti for Philip.

Philip was a nice guy, and I loved him. He was a skinny, five foot eight (I was five one) guy who I’d started talking to in high school after we were put together on a group project. He was funny, and witty, and nice, and he always went above and beyond for me. He had met my parents and they had approved of him, even if my dad constantly taunted him about his physicality. My father was a macho man, and he wanted his daughter to be dating a protector type, an all American jock. But that’s not who Philip was. In fact it was that sort who had really made his school life tough right up until we graduated. But that was all behind us now, and we could be happy with each other.

Zara took another three hours before she came home. Philip was already in bed beside me, fast asleep. I was lying beside him, sitting upright with my laptop in front of me, going over the day’s notes I’d taken in my classes. I heard the door to the apartment open, accompanied by laughing and giggling; Zara and some new boy toy of hers. Didn’t take long for them to walk into her room. When I heard her shut the door to her room, I got off the bed, turned on the lamp on my side of the bed, and quietly opened the door. I walked into the living room. Zara had left a bag of Subway on the table for me. She never forgot. My stomach growled, and I grabbed the bag and walked back to bed, making sure to make no noise.

Zara rarely had much tentativeness when it came to noise. Pretty soon the noises of Zara’s pleasure filtered through the walls and the doors of our rooms and reached my ears. This was the one downside of living with her. Every time she came home with a guy, they’d make love. Not like you would assume of her if you looked at her innocent face. The bed would creak, and her moans would echo throughout our apartment. She would shout out obscenities, and say filthy things that I couldn’t think of repeating.

“Oh yeah daddy,” she moaned right now. “Oh fuck yeah. Stretch me with that big black cock, daddy!”

She was with a black man tonight! She hadn’t brought a black guy home yet so I guess it was only about time, but it shocked me nonetheless, for some reason I can’t explain. Maybe it was all those years of having the taboo nature of dating a black man being drilled into my head by my parents. I knew it was probably my dad’s worst nightmare, from the way he talked whenever he saw an interracial couple on the television or in a movie. His disdain was blatant.

“Oh God it’s going so deep!” Zara moaned, as I bit into my subway sandwich.

It was hard not to picture her. The sort of guys she brought home were, most of the times, the same sort of jocks that my father had wanted me to eventually marry. Broad chested, hunky, rugged men. A picture of her under a large, muscular black man formed in my mind. Try not to think of something, and the thought forces itself upon you like cold rain seeping in through your clothes. I felt a pulse of warmth between my thighs.

Philip turned in bed and let out a slight groan.

“Ugh she’s back at it, huh?”

“Yep,” I said, chewing on my delicious sandwich.

Philip and I had almost gotten used to this routine of Zara by this point. More than once her noises had turned him on, and I’d be lying if I said they never had an effect on me as well. Philip would run his hands along my body, making me shiver and gasp, wetness in my panties. Very early on in our relationship I had told him that I was going to wait until our wedding night before I’d give myself to him. And he had respected that. That’s what I loved most about him. Something like that would be considered so old fashioned and out of touch by other people our age, other eighteen year olds. I didn’t dare mention it to Zara. But Philip wasn’t that sort of guy. He was understanding and respectful of my faith and beliefs, even if he disagreed with them sometimes.

Back home our playtime activities had been limited to maybe a handjob here or there, sneaked when we were alone together. Or maybe him touching and kissing my breasts, flicking and pinching and sucking on my nipples, and rubbing my sparsely hairy pussy when we were alone in his dad’s car in some secluded corner around our town. But here, alone at last with no one to hound us, we could be free and we could experiment. He had gone down on me for the first time on our first night together in the apartment. It had felt so lewd for me to spread my legs apart for him, and to let him lie between my thighs, and look at me that close, bared open for him.

His tongue touching my clit for the first time had sent a little burst of pleasure scattering throughout my body, and I had clutched the bedsheets in my hands. I loved every part of the sensations he had given to me with his mouth. A few hours later was the first time we had heard the show Zara had been putting on in her nightly escapades. We’d been awkward and giggly at first, finding amusement in the absurdity of it. Neither of us had been so blatantly confronted with someone else’s sexuality like this in our entire lives. Eventually I noticed the small tentpole in his shorts, and I knew that Zara’s moans of pleasure and her filthy words of encouragement to her nightly lover were having an effect on him as well.

When we brought each other off this time, it felt different. There was a charge in the air, an intensity that wasn’t there a few hours ago. I knew both of us had felt it. Maybe it was just the naughtiness of it all. When he went down on me this time, it was pure magic. I wrapped my legs around his head and my fingers held his hair as his tongue worked my virgin pussy. All the while we could hear Zara’s relentless wails and moans, and her dirty talking. Philip had pushed a finger inside of my vagina and he’d begun to finger me, and my heartbeat had shot through the roof. I’d felt good things indulging in my lust Philip, but this was something else. Within a minute of his fingering I had the first orgasm of my life.

After that it became...normal. A part of the routine. Her moans with her different lovers turned us both on, and I would stroke Philip’s dick while he sucked on one of my pink nipples; or he would lick my pussy and finger me while we both listened to Zara. Neither of us discussed it, or talked about it. We never brought it up with Zara. We just did it.

I finished my subway sandwich and quietly walked out once more to throw the bag into the bin.

“Oh yeah daddy, just like that! Oh God that big black cock is going so deep inside of me,” Zara moaned.

It was so lewd. And shameless. I admired her and I felt revolted at the same time. She just didn’t care. I came back into bed and switched the lamp off and went to sleep, a warm throbbing between my thighs. Zara’s moans continued well into the night, with intermittent breaks as her lover and her took a few minutes to rest each time before they went at it again.

I pulled the curtains open the next morning, filling my room with light. The apartment overlooked a nice park, and the greenery and the blue sky was always soothing to look at early in the morning. Philip’s morning class was earlier than Zara’s and mine, so he was usually already dressed and in the kitchen getting something to eat when I’d wake up. Zara would wake up when I had already left the apartment. I usually cooked enough breakfast to last her as well. She wasn’t the best at the whole “cooking for yourself” thing. Her parents had been fairly wealthy, so she had always had a maid to cook for her. Or she would have food delivered.

I picked my phone up and walked into the bathroom. And then I headed to the kitchen. Philip was sitting by the table eating scrambled eggs with a glass of milk. He was wearing his usual plaid shirt with rolled up sleeves, jeans and sneakers. His bag lay on the floor beside the chair.

“Hey babe,” he said, looking up at me and smiling . “Morning.”

“Morning,” I said back, yawning. “Sleep well?”

“As well as I could with all the...you know,” he said, gesturing towards Zara’s room with his eyes.

I giggled.

“Yeah I know,” I said.

He finished up the last bit of milk and eggs he had left and stood up, slinging the bag over his shoulders and kissed me goodbye.

“See you soon, be safe! I love you,” I said, as I walked him over to the door.

“I love you too honey,” he replied as he walked out and shut the door behind him.

I walked back to the kitchen and began working on breakfast. I always liked to wake up earlier than I had to so I had more time to cook and get ready, and I never had to hurry. I was slicing up some cilantro and tomatoes when I heard the door to Zara’s room open. I didn’t turn to look. The footsteps told me that it wasn’t Zara, and I really didn’t want to interact with a stranger I was going to be seeing for one day. They approached the kitchen and then I heard them stop.

“I can’t believe it,” he said. “Hazel Brewer. Imagine running into you here of all places.”

I turned around to look at the mystery guest. As I turned I realized that the voice was familiar. Very familiar. In fact, I knew exactly who it was. It had only taken me this extra half a second of realization because I hadn’t been expecting him at all in this setting. And by the time my eyes locked with his I was already feeling a chill go down my spine. Idris Scott stood there, leaning against the wall, his strong, muscular arms crossed, looking at me. His lips curled into an arrogant smile, like they did so often back at school. He’d traded in his long dreads for short, close cropped undercut hair.

“Surprised?” he asked, chuckling as his eyes scanned my body from top to bottom.

I suddenly became conscious of the way I was dressed. I wasn’t wearing a bra under my tank top, and my pajama bottoms hugged my butt pretty closely. My boyfriend’s school bully was undressing me with his eyes. Idris was shirtless, wearing gray sweatpants. His chest muscles and abs bulged under his dark, glistening skin. I could see that he was semi-erect under the sweatpants, his penis clearly outlined in the gray fabric. It was thick, and big. I gulped.

“Morning,” I weakly said, trying to sound devoid of any emotion.

“Come on, we’re from the same school and the same town, don’t act like we’re strangers,” he said, walking towards me, and spreading his arms.

“I-”

Before I could tell him to back off he had spread his arms and embraced me tightly. He was a tall, broad chested guy, about six foot four, and his body enveloped mine as I felt his arms go around me and clutch me firmly. My face was buried in his bare chest, and my breasts pressed up against his bare skin, separated from it by the thin fabric of my tank top. I could feel something on my tummy, and my heart raced as I realized what it was. Sandwiched between his body and my bare tummy I could feel his bulge, warm, and I swore I could feel it get more erect. I felt an unexpected twitch in my panties. He squeezed me harder, and then stepped back once more, leaving my heart thumping in my chest. My mouth was dry.

“So what are you cooking?” he said, walking away and sitting down at the table.

“Just s-some sandwiches,” I said, gulping once more.

I became conscious of the fact that my nipples were getting hard in my tank top. What was happening to me?

“Mind if I have some?” he asked.

“Uh, yeah sure, no problem,” I timidly replied.

Zara’s filthy words from last night echoed in my head. Suddenly the black man I had pictured had a face. And it was a face I knew pretty well. Idris had been the most popular guy at our school. He was one of a few black guys there, but he was athletic, funny, attractive and charming. The most gifted football athlete at our school, tight with all the other jocks. And he had picked on Philip for the better part of two years towards the end of high school. I couldn’t help but feel guilty about it because Philip had only become his target after he and I had started talking and becoming close.

Most of the jocks had tried to talk to me and to get close to me back then, and I’d turned them all down completely. I knew the sort of guys they were. I knew what they had wanted. My mother had always told me that my blue eyes and my blonde hair and my round butt and my curves were going to attract men who were going to want just one thing. And I was ready.

I had heard the stories from the girls in our year. The other girls might have loved the affections of someone like Idris. But I didn’t. They loved to talk among themselves at how large his manhood was, and how good he was at lovemaking. But I didn’t care. I guessed that rubbed him and his friends the wrong way, it hurt their fragile male ego. And so when I started getting close to Philip, and when it eventually spread that we were in a relationship, Idris and his muscled up gang of jocks couldn’t handle it.

Idris would humiliate him in class and whenever he’d see him outside. He wanted to attack his masculinity. He made fun of his height, and the size of his penis, and his clothes and everything else he could think of. It was especially severe when Philip was with me. They wanted to embarrass him in front of me. Idris would text me pictures of his penis and tell me how I needed a real man’s cock instead of my boyfriend’s, and how much better he would be at satisfying me.

I had never replied.

Until a few weeks before graduation.

School was about to end, and I didn’t know if our plans for college were going to work out. If either of us weren’t accepted, our plans would go to shit. And even then a thousand things could go wrong. It could possibly have been our last couple of months together. And so I wanted them to be good for Philip. So for the first time I had messaged Idris. Behind Philip’s back.

I didn’t beat around the bush.

‘What’s it going to take for you to stop picking on my boyfriend?’ I texted one day after coming back home from school.

In a few minutes he replied.

‘Hmm. Seeing my cock changed your mind huh?’ he said.

I didn’t reply.

‘You know what, you’re an innocent girl. I’m going to go easy on you. Send me a picture of your ass and your tits, and I’ll let your boyfriend be,’ he said.

My first, immediate instinct was to say no.

‘You’re serious? I have your word?’ I asked him.

‘Yes.’

‘I need time to think,’ I said, truthfully.

They were just two pictures. Two pictures of some skin on my body and Philip and I could have a peaceful end to our school years. I knew Idris had the clout to make sure that no one else would trouble us either.

‘No one can ever find out. And I want your word that no one else will trouble us either,’ I had texted him.

He had agreed. And I’d locked the door to my room, my heart thumping in my chest.

I’d never told Philip that that was the reason why Idris and all the other jocks had left him peacefully as we graduated. He thought they’d just gotten bored of him. I never heard about the photos from anyone, Idris seemed to have kept his word. He didn’t stop texting me though. And I resumed ignoring him. But now there was a different energy between us. He had seen me. And I had seen him. The only person who I’d been to that depth of intimacy was Philip. It felt almost like I’d been unfaithful. Now when he texted me pictures of his body and his manhood I didn’t hesitate to look. It was only fair, wasn’t it? He had a delightful body. The sort you all those Greek artists chose to sculpt in marble. He was the physical opposite of Philip.

And now he was back in our lives.

I set down a sandwich and a glass of juice in front of him.

“Oh wow, thank you,” he said, flashing me a generous smile.

I couldn’t help but notice the way the muscles in his arms swelled and moved and flex as they moved food from his plate to his mouth. I also couldn’t help notice the way his eyes were prodding my tank top. I wondered if my nipples were visible to him.

He took a gulp of juice.

“You’re still with Philip?” he asked, taking another bite of the sandwich.

I nodded silently.

“Where is he?” he asked through the food in his mouth.

What a brute.

I sighed.

“Philip’s at class. He’ll be back here in the evening,” I said.

Idris made a show of almost spitting out his food.

“He lives -here-??”

“Yes,” I said sternly.

“The lord truly works in mysterious ways, doesn’t he?” he said, the arrogant smile returning to his mouth.

I finished up the last of my food and stood up.

“Well. This sure has been a blast from the past. I’m going to go get ready and go to class now,” I said.

“Alright,” Idris replied.

I put the dishes in the sink and walked to my room. What kind of fucked up coincidence was this? How had Zara brought the worst possible guy in the entire world over to our apartment? I sat on the bed with my face in my hands. I hoped to God that Zara got rid of him and that Philip never had to come across Idris ever again in his life.

I was in the shower when I heard Zara and Idris begin again. How the hell was most of last night not enough for the two of them?! I tried to ignore the noises. I did my best. But as my hands went over my breasts and my thighs as I cleaned myself, memories rushed back to me. The pictures of his body that I had since deleted from my phone. The outline I had seen in his sweatpants earlier. I knew his manhood was humongous. And Zara’s voice clearly demonstrated how effective it was at pleasing women. Almost absent mindedly my hand slid in between my legs and I began to rub myself, listening to their passionate lovemaking.

“Oh yeah daddy, god damn that’s good! Holy shit,” Zara screamed as she got rammed by the enormous tool Idris possessed.

I couldn’t help but picture it. My beautiful, petite middle eastern beauty of a roommate under my boyfriend’s bully. I felt guilty. But my fingers wouldn’t cease at my clit. I raised a leg and placed it on the rim of the bathtub and rubbed myself, my fingers slick with my juices and water from the shower.

“That’s it baby, just like that,” Zara moaned, getting louder and higher in pitch.

Her voice betrayed every thrust. And when she let out a long wail of orgasmic pleasure I came along with her, panting as I slowly regained control of my senses.
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Philip

It had been another tiring, stressful shift at the restaurant. I loved cooking. Which is why when I saw this opening at the restaurant I took it immediately. It paid well, and I could use the money. I never could splurge much on my girlfriend Hazel when we were back in our town, but I was determined to be better now.

As I walked home, my bag slung over my shoulder and my airpods effused dance music into my ears, I wondered if Zara would be gone tonight as well. One of three nights she’d be out clubbing when I’d get to the apartment. I didn’t disapprove of it or anything. She had lived with strict Muslim parents all her life, it was finally time for her to enjoy freedom. I wouldn’t mind if Hazel went with her some times either. She’d barely lived. What got to me was what always happened after she got home.

Yesterday Hazel and I had heard her well into the night. It...it was a weird experience. You’d expect that it would be something that would be incredibly annoying to hear so often. But the reaction I had to it surprised myself. And I think Hazel felt the same. It was a bit of a turn on for both of us. It had been awkward that first night we’d heard her, but when I had eaten her out during it and she had jerked me off, it was....it felt so naughty. Something about it was an intense turn on.

It was a warm day, and I was beginning to sweat by the time I got close to the apartment. I loved being in the city. Everything felt so alive and vibrant. Nights like these in our town were quiet. A silent breeze and the sound of crickets in the twilight. City nights were the honking of cars, the red light trails they left behind them as they passed you, the glow from neon signs in front of shops on the streets. Before I knew it I was in the elevator pressing the button for Hazel’s apartment floor.

Zara was bent over rummaging through the refrigerator for something when I opened the door and walked in. She turned to look at me.

“Ssup, Phil?” she said.

She’d caught my eyes staring at her ass blatantly. She gave me a wicked smile.

“I-...uh, I’m good, what about you?” I said, trying to sound casual, like she hadn’t just caught me doing what I was absolutely doing.

She was wearing a pair of pink shorts and a halter top. Zara had a great body. I was devoted to my girlfriend and I worshiped her and her body but as a man I’d be lying if I said I didn’t notice these things.

Just then I was grabbed, a pair of strong arms going around me and lifting me up bodily.

“Guess who?!” Idris said.

All the blood in my body froze. He kept me down, and I stood still, shocked.

“What are the odds huh?” he said, grinning widely as he looked down on me.

He was wearing dark jeans and a tight t shirt.

“Idris tells me he knows you and Hazel from school,” Zara said. “Must be so great meeting each other, right?”

“Uh-...yeah. What are you doing here? How long have you been here?!” I asked, stonefaced.

“I’ve been here since last night. I’m sure you heard,” he said, and Zara blushed.

“Stop it,” she said, slapping his shoulder and giggling.

“Where’s Hazel?” I asked.

“In her room,” Zara replied.

“I’ll...see you guys later,” I quickly said and retreated to Hazel’s room.

Hazel was at her table reading a college textbook when I walked in, and we immediately made knowing eye contact.

“I know,” she sighed.

“What the fuck is this luck,” I said, exasperated and trying to keep my voice low enough so that it didn’t penetrate the door.

“I know babe, I know,” Hazel replied.

I sat down in the bed with my face in my hands.

I didn’t know if Zara could sense the tension in the air as Hazel and I cooked dinner for all of us an hour later. She had no idea of anything that had transpired between us and her new lover, and it was no fault of hers that she had been thrust into the middle of this messy, impromptu rendezvous. I was acutely conscious of the fact that Idris was hungrily stealing looks at my girlfriend’s body.

As we sat down for dinner and conversed, we were back in class.

“Zara you’ve got to hand it to Hazel, honestly. She’s an absolute bombshell isn’t she? Every guy in our whole school wanted to get with her. But she said no to every one of them. Guys every other girl would’ve killed for. Just for her one true love here, our very own Philip. Even though he has...how do I put this, not the biggest of tools to work with?” Idris said, chuckling heartily.

Zara giggled, blushing. I went red in the face and so did Hazel but we just quietly ate, occasionally replying to Zara and Idris’ questions.

When we had all retired to bed, Hazel and I lay in the darkness, staring up at the ceiling as Zara and Idris began to violently make love once more, getting louder and louder. I couldn’t help but imagine Idris fucking Zara. She had an innocent face. Long eyelashes and big, dark eyes. The same eyes that were probably looking up into Idris’ as she sucked his big, black cock on her knees, her lips stretched around his girth. The same eyes that were now probably closed as he thrust inside of her. I knew he had a giant size.

“Oh yeah daddy, give it to me. Oh yes, yes yes yes,” Zara moaned.

I’d seen him in the locker rooms back at school. Everyone had. And everyone envied him. I was just a bit below average in the size department, and Idris had made sure that the whole school knew. From girls below our year, to girls above our year, to Mrs Allison who taught us trigonometry. And especially Hazel.

“God that’s so deep, your big black cock is so deep in me,” came Zara’s voice.

I was hard under the sheets. I had to go to sleep listening to my bully making love. The guy who had seen my girlfriend’s breasts and ass. Hazel thought I didn’t know. When I’d received the two pictures from Idris’ number that day, claiming that it was my girlfriend who had sent them to him so that he’d stop bullying me, I hadn’t believed a word of it. And then I had zoomed in. That was definitely the wallpaper that Hazel had in her bedroom at her parents’ house. I had never felt conflict like I’d felt that day. The thought that she’d done this made me incredibly hard for some reason. I couldn’t blame her, she had done this for me, for us. I knew how fiercely she guarded herself, and she had made that sacrifice just for our peace.

I fell asleep listening to Zara being fucked, imagining her delightful, small body being rocked by my bully’s muscular, large frame.
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Hazel

Zara had chosen -not- to discard Idris after one night of fun, unlike every single guy before him that she had brought home. Just our luck, I suppose. I was in half a mind to just tell her his school antics and try to get her to throw him out. But I felt like that would be unfair to Zara. Maybe Idris would behave, and not go back to his old ways entirely.

One more night of us sleeping to the soundtrack of Zara being pleasured. And this time I knew that both of us could picture exactly what must have been going on on the other side of the wall. I wondered what Philip was thinking. I wondered if he felt the echoes of the same arousal that I was feeling. The entire day I had felt guilty about what I’d done in the shower that morning. I had fantasized of Zara and Idris and come to orgasm. Since when I was like this? This depraved? I fell asleep, wondering.

Just like every day I pulled the curtains open once more, the next morning. Philip was eating breakfast, ready to leave, and I kissed him on the cheek as I walked in. He left for his classes and I started cooking breakfast. Zara’s door opened, and I rolled my eyes at the kitchen counter. I knew that Zara wouldn’t be up this early, so it was her lover who was going to get on my nerves early in the morning. Not the best way to start off the day.

“Good Morning,” I heard him greet me.

“Hey,” I coldly replied.

“Anything to drink?”

“I’m making some coffee if you want.”

“Cool. Hey, you two could hear Zara in the night, right?” he asked.

I still hadn’t turned to him, I was busy washing a couple of plates in the sink. I had a pair of pajama bottoms and a tank top on.

“She’s a goddamn wildfire. Her first time taking black cock as well,” he said.

I didn’t reply. Images of his penis from the pictures he had sent me flashed through my head. I heard him walk closer to me. And then I felt his large hands on either side of my waist, holding on gently.

“Remember all those pictures I sent you?” he whispered into my ear, making me shiver.

I gulped quietly.

“I know you do. I remember yours,” he said.

He stepped closer. His hands slid down the bare skin of my waist to my hips, and then up again. I held my breath, hearing my racing pulse in my ears.

“Live a little, why don’t you?” he said, and he thrust gently forward, pushing himself against my butt.

He pressed his girthy, long black cock against the cheeks of my butt, nestling it in between them. I held on to the sink as all conscious thought almost escaped my head completely, blood rushing down from my brain into places I didn’t want it to go.

“Nothing I haven’t seen before,” Idris said, and he moved his hands up...and up, and he cupped my breasts over my tank top, making me gasp softly.

“What are you-” a sharp intake of breath as he thrust against my butt once more, gently dry humping me in the kitchen. “-d-doing,” I completed the sentence.

And then suddenly he stepped back.

“You know what, I think I’ll nap a little more, I’ll have coffee later,” he said, and he walked away.

I stood there, knuckles white as I gripped the sink tightly. My thighs twitched, and my heart was a restless drum. And as I regained my senses once more I realized the wetness I felt down there. How could he have such an intense effect on me?

I resumed washing the plates, with shaky hands. When I got in the shower, just like yesterday I heard the voices of Zara and Idris fucking once more, and I masturbated again. I needed release, or I wouldn’t have been able to focus on anything the entire day. And this time when I pictured them together, for a fraction of a moment my mind was substitute my own image instead of my roommate. I pictured my own pink lips sealed around his veiny shaft. I pictured my own soft pale body under his black muscular one. I pictured him thrusting inside of me to the rhythm of Zara’s moans. I almost screamed when I reached my orgasm. And for the first time I squirted. I didn’t even know I could do that. And when the orgasm subsided I crumpled down into the bathtub and lay there for ten minutes with my eyes closed, trying to come back to earth.

The entire day I debated if I was going to tell Philip about what had happened in the morning; what Idris had done.

‘Be truthful,’ said a voice in my head. ‘Hearing about how he had acted would probably disillusion Zara as well, and you and your boyfriend will be free of your boyfriend’s bully living in your home.’

‘He might be gone in a couple more days anyway, why bother?’ said another voice. ‘Any confrontation gives him the upper hand. He has your pictures, and your boyfriend doesn’t know what you’ve done. He could expose you at any time and end your relationship. If Philips decides to fight him or something, he was going to get his butt kicked by Idris. It’s a lose-lose situation.’

The second voice was more convincing. But the first one just sounded...right. It sounded like advice my parents would’ve given me, and I decided to tell Philip what had happened. The entire day I was on the edge, fidgety. Going through the scenario over and over in my head, imagining his possible reactions. Zara and Idris were both out when I came home. And when Philip came to the apartment later, he found me waiting for him on the bed.

“Babe, I have to tell you something,” I said.

“What is it?” he said.

He looked so earnest. And puzzled. He was sweaty from the walk from the restaurant to the flat, probably another stressful day at work.

‘Is this really the time,’ said the second voice.

“I-...I have to wake up early tomorrow, so I’ll sleep soon,” I said.

“Yeah, no problem! I’ll wake you up babe,” Philip cheerfully said.

I gave him a weak smile.

“Alright baby, love you,” I said.

“Love you too.”

The correct time to tell Philip what was going on behind his back didn’t come that night. Nor the next, nor the one after that. Meanwhile Zara didn’t throw Idris out, and Idris didn’t relent in his efforts towards me. The very next day he had repeated the same stunt, and this time he’d even pulled his thick, black manhood out. My eyes had gone wide when I felt it against my butt. And just like the last time he just..walked away.

He knew what he was doing. Thoughts of his touch and his penis and his body made my mind their home, reinforced by the love noises Zara would make when she would get rammed by him. My boyfriend’s bully was a constant fixture in my fantasies now. I’d even begun dreaming of him. Of being in Zara’s place while he used me. In the mornings when I’d shower I would orgasm thinking of him inside of me. The guilt didn’t dissuade the fantasies now, they felt way too good.

Idris began dressing more sparsely at the apartment, and he moved in there for good. Most of the times he’d just have a pair of shorts on, and would leave his muscular, fine black body open to exhibition for Zara and I. I could tell that Philip was uncomfortable with how things were progressing, but all three of us knew he wasn’t going to complain. Idris began to get bolder. He was already perfectly fine in ogling my body when my boyfriend was right there in front of him, but now he was fine with going a step further. He would slap my ass as I passed, or hold my waist if he stood beside me, and hug me tightly whenever I came home. He had me on edge all the time, ready to explode. He wanted to make me beg for him. And I was getting close.

Philip and I continued our nightly playtimes to the sound of them fucking, but now the fantasies in my mind were different. And I didn’t know if it was the same for Philip. But I was feeling way too good to care.

It was our anniversary when things flipped upside down and the world turned to haze. Idris had moved in three and a half weeks ago. Philip and I had decided that we would go out for a nice dinner and a movie after he came back from work. That morning Idris had actually taken my hand and placed the head of his black cock in my grasp. The rest of the day that’s all I had been thinking about. On my anniversary with my boyfriend his bully’s cock had been on my mind all day.

What I hadn’t told Philip was that I planned to skip my last class, come home early and bake a cake for him, just a nice little gesture of love to commemorate the day we became a couple. And so I headed home early. I already had everything I needed in the kitchen, from my last shopping trip. Up the elevator and in front of the door I stood. I reached out for the door knob and heard something. Zara’s voice. The sounds I was so intimately familiar with at this point. But they were definitely louder. I knew it wouldn’t sound like this if Zara and Idris were in her bedroom. I quietly turned the knob and walked into the apartment. The apartment echoed with the sounds of their lovemaking. The door opened into a small hallway that opened into the kitchen, with the living room on the opposite of it. The kitchen was empty, and so I peered round the wall into the living room, and saw them both. They were both on a couch on the far side.

“Oh yeah, oh oh oh,” Zara gasped and moaned as she rode the enormous, thick black cock embedded deep inside of her.

They were both completely naked, and Zara was riding Idris reverse cowgirl, her magnificent middle eastern body in glorious display. I held my breath and watched wide eyed. They were too lost in their own world right then to notice me, even if I had somersaulted across the kitchen to the door to my room.

“God I love your black cock, daddy,” she said, leaning back and kissing Idris, their tongues coming together in a lewd display of unashamed passion.

I felt a throbbing heat down south as I felt my panties start to get soaked. I couldn’t stop watching this carnal display. Zara’s pussy was stretched wide open to accommodate the enormous cock that Idris was driving in and out of her repeatedly and rapidly. I could hear the squishing sounds of her wetness as the thick black shaft pumped her. I hadn’t ever seen anything like this. And yet it didn’t seem too unfamiliar. Hadn’t I been imagining what had been going on on the other side of that wall for so long?

I was staring, hypnotized, when Zara and I made eye contact. She smiled wide as she saw me looking and bit her lip.

“Looks- oh...like we’ve got....an audience,” she said to Idris in between her labored breaths and gasps.

Idris spotted me looking. I was caught, there was no use hiding. They stopped making love.

“Wh-what the hell are you guys doing?” I managed to get out, much more quieter and softer than I had intended.

“Having fun,” Zara said as she got off Idris.

The big shaft slid out from her love hole, glistening with her ample juices. Idris stood up and Zara walked towards me.

“You’ve never had a black cock right?” she asked me.

I looked down onto the floor, blushing intensely.

“I’m-I’m a virgin,” I softly said.

“You know, your old schoolmate here and I have talked a lot about how beautiful you are. I’ve imagined doing this with you so many times,” Zara said, reaching out and taking my hand.

She pulled me along with her into the living room, to Idris, and I followed like a hypnotized slave. My mind was racing with the possibilities of what was going to happen.

“We didn’t think you’d be home so early but I’m glad you are,” she said, as she led my hand to the wet, black cock.

I held it in my hand, feeling its warmth, the way it was throbbing.

“You won’t have this freedom for long,” Zara whispered into my ear.

Idris held my waist once more, as Zara stepped behind me and unzipped my dress. I let it all happen, like I was a spectator sitting in a theater watching. Idris leaned down and planted his lips on mine, pulling me closer, against him, his enormous black cock sandwiched between our bodies. When I felt his tongue on my lips I let him enter, and he kissed me just like all those people kissed in all those movies and TV shows that my father disliked so much.

It was surprising. I had always thought it would feel disgusting, letting someone kiss you like that. But as I stood there, Idris’ muscular black arms enveloping me and his tongue on mne, I wanted to kiss him back. I wanted to return his passion. It didn’t feel filthy. It felt right.

And so I kissed him back. I reached out and wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him back fiercely, our tongues sparring together hungrily. There was a storm within me that needed to be quenched. I was so small in the embrace of his large, hard body. It felt right. In a way that nothing else ever had. Zara pulled my dress away and I let her, and I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the ground as the muslim beauty dragged my panties down my legs, and I stepped out of them.

“Just like I remember them,” Idris said, looking down at my breasts, his hands sliding down and squeezing my ass while I blushed fiercely.

Zara wolf whistled.

“Damn, babe. You’re so damn hot,” she said, kissing my neck.

“Sit down,” Idris told me, pointing at the bigger couch.

I obeyed, and Zara sat down beside me while Idris stood in front of me, tall and imposing.

“Spread your legs, baby,” he said, and I obeyed once more, looking right into his dark eyes.

He kneeled, and leaned forward and kissed me once more. Meanwhile Zara’s hands were squeezing my breasts, pinching and flicking my nipples, sending little tingles of electricity scattering under my skin. He began kissing his way down, my chin, my cheeks, my neck, my shoulders and my breasts. He kissed my tummy, and finally he planted a kiss right on my mound. I wished that I had shaved that morning. Idris planted a wet kiss right on my clitoris, and I almost burst like a balloon with the pleasure. My clit was sensitive already from having been aroused for most of the day. Zara took one of my pink nipples into her small mouth and began to suck. I gasped, and held her head with one hand, the other on the head of my boyfriend’s bully, who stuck his tongue out and gave my pussy a lick, lapping up my juices which were flowing so freely now.

I had never in my entire life imagined that I was going to be in a situation like this, a beautiful woman and a strong, manly man pleasuring me with their mouths. Idris kissed my thighs and my calves and my feet, every touch of his lips on my skin a gift that I wanted to cherish. It was too much, the two mouths on my body. It was delightful sensory overload.

I moaned for the first time in my life as his tongue licked my clit. Idris began eating me out earnestly, better than Philip had ever done. Idris had done this before many times, because he was clearly an expert. He lapped up all my juices while Zara kissed and sucked on my breasts. She began to make her way up, kissing my neck, and my chin, and then just like that her tongue was in my mouth, and I was kissing her back. I was kissing a woman.

Idris began driving his tongue into my opening while rubbing my clit with his finger. He knew precisely what to do to accelerate me towards my climax. I was getting even wetter. I wondered why I had chosen to miss out on all of this. I could’ve had this, I could’ve felt this in high school itself if I hadn’t been so stubborn.

Idris gently began pushing two of his fingers deep inside of me, making me moan with pleasure. They were the biggest thing to enter my pussy ever. He gave my pussy time to accommodate his fingers before he began sliding them in and out, while his tongue worked my clit relentlessly. I was being propelled forwards towards an intense orgasm, twisting and trembling on the couch as Zara held on to me. Idris only fingered me harder, making me moan louder and louder, until he pulled me over the edge, and my pussy began to wildly squeeze his fingers as a thunderous orgasm washed over me. I screamed with pleasure.

“OH GOD….OHHHH.”

I guess now I knew why Zara was so loud. She kissed me gently as I descended from the heavens slowly, a smile of contentment on my face.

“That was so fucking hot, Haze,” Zara whispered, kissing me once again.

I whimpered when Idris licked my sensitive clit and my pussy again, lapping up the juices from my orgasm.

“How did that feel?” he asked, looking up into my blue eyes.

“Incredible,” I replied.

“Let’s get your education started for real now,” Zara said, as Idris stood up in front of me once more, his fully erect cock hovering in front of him.

Zara and I sat upright, our faces inches from his cock.

“Is Philip this big?” Zara asked me, reaching out and putting her fingers around his thick shaft.

I shook my head.

“No,” I said softly.

Zara took my hand and moved it to his shaft once more, and I held onto it, stroking it. My fingers wouldn’t go all the way around it. I felt Zara’s hand on the back of my head.

“Live a little,” she said, moving my head forward.

I looked up into the dark eyes of my boyfriend’s alpha bully as I opened my mouth and Zara guided me towards Idris’ thick, black cock. I planted my mouth on the bulbous head and began to suck like a lollipop, and Idris placed a hand on my head.

“Good girl,” he said, and I felt a flutter in my heart.

I had never given Philip a blowjob before. I thought the idea itself was the most disgusting thing, and whatever I had heard from the girls at school had only served to reinforce that belief. Philip had asked me, but I’d always said no. But here I didn’t even think twice. I wanted to please Idris. I wanted to feel that black meat in my hand, in my mouth, on my face, and inside of me.

His hand pressured me and I took more of his cock into my small mouth, while trying to stroke his shaft with both of my hands. Zara leaned forward and began to suck on one of his balls. One of her hands had slid in between her legs and she was rubbing herself. I began to bob my head up and down the small length of Idris’ cock that I was able to accommodate inside my tiny mouth.

“Doesn’t she look so adorable sucking on your big black cock,” Zara said, kissing the base of his shaft.

“Damn right,” Idris said.

“Your cock’s bigger than her whole face,” she said, grasping it when I pulled away, and slapping my face gently with it.

It felt so hefty and manly. Especially when compared to Philip’s cock, which was so insignificant in comparison. Idris’ big black cock smelled so manly. Everything about it elicited some deep, primal, womanly instinct from within me, making me want to obey and please him and to give myself completely to the alpha before me. It was making my mouth water, and my pussy was wet and begging for attention once more already. I had never been this horny.

“Here,” Zara said, holding his cock up and presenting his big black balls to me.

I leaned in and open my mouth wide and took one of them into my mouth and began to hungrily suck on it while Zara began to suck, kiss and lick the other one.

“God damn you’re a natural honey,” Idris said to me. “You were made for this. Time for you to become a woman.”

Idris sat down on the couch beside me, and told me to climb into his lap. Zara sat beside us, rubbing her pussy and watching the show unfolding before her intently. My feet on the couch on either side of his hips, and I lowered myself onto his lap, sitting right on top of his cock, his shaft against my soaking wet bare pussy. The mere feel of his warm, throbbing cock against my bare, virgin pussy made me gasp and let out a little moan.

All the things I’d been taught by my parents had flown out the window. All those things that a good girl should be doing, all those things Christian girls didn’t do. My father’s dislike of interracial couples, all thoughts of my boyfriend, none of it was in mind my mind. My thoughts were all aimed at a singular cock: to get off on the huge black cock I was presented, and to please my black master. I grinded my pussy against the thick shaft nestled between its lips, coating it with my slick juice.

Idris held my waist once more and lifted me, and Zara held his cock upright, pointed at my sex. She held it upright as Idris slowly began to lower me. I held onto his strong shoulders to support myself.

“Be gentle,” I whispered to him.

“Oh baby, you’re never going to forget this,” he replied.

I felt the head of his cock press up against my opening, parting my slick pussy lips. This would’ve been so much more difficult if I hadn’t been the wettest I had ever been in my entire life. His cock slowly stretched my opening. I didn’t feel like it would go in. And then the head of it popped in, and I moaned loudly.

“Oh god, so big,” I groaned, shutting my eyes, trying to bear the burst of pleasure that had just radiated from my pussy.

Gradually his manhood stretched me, and my innocent little virgin pussy accommodated it, making it easier for more of his shaft to slowly inch inside of me. Beside us, Zara gasped and moaned, fingering herself.

“God that’s so fucking hot, Haze,” she moaned.

She sat up and leaned over to me and began sucking on my breast once more, and I held her head close, with my other hand still on the shoulder of my boyfriend’s big, black bully.

“You’re so fucking tight,” Idris said.

His cock went deeper, and deeper. I didn’t know my small pussy was capable of taking a massive cock like this, but it did, and he bottomed out inside of me.

“Oh, Jesus,” I cried out ecstatically, as a sudden orgasm took me within its grip, and my pussy wildly massaged thick manly cock embedded within it.

There’s no way I can do justice to the sensation with mere words. It was a feeling of womanly satisfaction on some deep subconscious level. Every part of my being knew that this was the natural order of things.

I slowly began to ride, the friction between my pussy and his big black cock creating sparks of pleasure in my nerves, making me moan and gasp and twitch. Zara licked and sucked on my breasts, and held me steady as I began riding harder, my blonde hair bouncing around me. Idris was thrusting from below, and the slapping sounds of our lovemaking along with the wetness of my pussy and my loud moans filled the whole apartment.

We fell into a steady rhythm, and I rode him like Zara had just half an hour ago. All the girls had been right all along. This was amazing. This was the best. I was a fool for having missed out for so long. I didn’t know anything could feel this magnificent. Droplets of sweat had appeared on his glistening black skin, and I could feel sweat on mine skin too. I had already orgasmed twice but I could the beginnings of another one deep in me. With every thrust of his cock deep inside of me I was being thrust higher into the heavens.

We switched positions, and Zara and I bent over on the couch and presented our round butts to our black daddy, and first he re-entered my pussy and began to ram me while fingering Zara with one hand. He kept alternating between us, fucking her and fingering me, and fingering her and fucking me. Occasionally he would slap our butts, and it stung but it also felt good.

We were both moaning, senseless slaves of this alpha specimen of a man. I wondered what the neighbors thought was happening. I came for the third time as his cock pumped me from the back, and he didn’t even stop. My toes curled, I twisted and trembled and screamed with pleasure but Idris kept on fucking me deep, thrusting in and out relentlessly until I almost passed out.

“Get down in front of me,” he told us, and we quickly obeyed and kneeled in front of him.

Both of us opened our mouths and stuck our tongues out, our cheeks pressed against each others, our mouths an inch away from the head of our black master’s delightful manhood. He groaned, and began to cum. The first spurt landed right on my tongue, and my cheek. He aimed it at Zara next and spurted thick, milky white cum onto her nose and into her mouth and her forehead. He came more than Philip had ever cum in my hand. Philip would dribble some cum out, but Idris was squirting powerfully, covering our faces with it. When he was done we were both left cum covered messes, his cum oozing down under gravity and onto our breasts. We looked at each other and giggled before we began to lick and suck and clean his black cock, getting all the remaining cum out and swallowing it.

“Enjoy the show?” Idris said to someone, looking at the kitchen near the wall where I had been peeking from.

There stood Philip, his cock in his hand, red as a beet.
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Philip
It was our anniversary, and I knew how much Hazel loved special gestures. I had told her that we would go out for a dinner and a movie after I came home from work. What she didn’t know was that I planned to skip work. And that I was going to ask her to be my wife. I’d cashed out all my earnings from the restaurant and bought a small ring. We both knew that we were right for each other, so what was the point in staying single? I knew that her family would be delighted at the news.
I was giddy with anticipation and excitement as I rode up the elevator after my classes were over, fiddling with the small box in my pocket with my fingers. She was usually home by now. My heart was racing as I walked to the door of her apartment. That was when I heard it. Moans of pleasure. My cock twitched. It was probably Zara, getting a head start tonight. But...no. Something was different. There was a second voice now. There were two women. And the voices were louder than they should’ve been. What was going on? I quietly turned the door knob and slipped in. The kitchen was empty. I peeked round the wall into the living room. And there she was.
The love of my life, bent over the couch, completely bare. Being railed by my bully. I felt numb as I stood and watched and listened to the loud moans of pleasure escaping her soft, pink lips that I had just kissed that very morning. My sweet, virgin soulmate. No longer. Zara was right beside her in the same position, completely naked, being fingered by him. I didn’t know what to feel right then. I felt empty. Like a desert with nothing inside it. Until I became aware of just how hard my cock was, watching this erotic show.
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Good Christian Girl Amber Cuckolds Her Fiance With Her First BBC
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Will

I rolled my eyes as I filled my coffee cup. There he was again. Same shit, another day. Bragging to the same people about another conquest of his. They seemed to believe every word that came out of his slick mouth. I wasn’t too sure. I knew people like him.

Leon was handsome, that was for sure. He had a strong, exquisitely sculpted face. Broad chested and muscular, thick, strong arms. You could clearly tell even when those features were hidden under the crisp, expensive suits he wore to work. I knew he came from money, the suits, and that high end Audi he drove to work every day said enough. And I’d seen the way most of the women in the office looked at him, sizing him up like men did when they admired a woman passing by from the wayside. Even the female executives didn’t mask it. And he didn’t mask how much he loved the attention. He was arrogant, and cocky and more confident than anyone should be. And young. He was the youngest person in the office, early twenties compared to everyone else who were at least close to thirty. I was 31 myself.

To hear the way he said it, you’d think that no woman in the world could resist him. Always with the tales of him stealing someone’s wife, someone’s girlfriend, someone’s sister who couldn’t control herself once she saw his supposedly massive penis. No way all of that was true, I thought.

My cup of coffee now filled up, I turned and walked to the small circle of people listening to him during their coffee break, and joined them to see what bullshit it was that he was spouting today.

“I shit you not, this girl gave me the best blowjob I’d received in years. While her husband was right upstairs, sleeping! You know, I’m not gonna lie, I think they had some sort of arrangement or something, maybe he was in on the whole thing, and knew that his wife was gonna get fucked downstairs. Tons of white couples do this these days, get a black guy to fuck the wife. If any of you ever need my services, hit me up,” he said, the whole group laughing except for me.

“What if they were recording you?” asked Paul, a balding white colleague in his forties, wearing thick spectacles.

Leon towered above all of us, we were all average in height while he had to be beyond six foot three.

“If they were, I’ll be pissed. Because I want a goddamn copy of it.”

The circle laughed once more together. I turned to walk away.

“I put on a show the way I fucked this wife, people, she’s gonna call me again tonight, I bet my ass,” I heard him say as I shut the door behind me, walking to my cubicle once again.

He came back half an hour later and sat down in his chair. I’d often wonder why he even chose to work in this place. He clearly had money. He pulled out his phone from a pocket inside his suit, and began to text someone with a slight smirk on his face, leaning back on his chair comfortably. A minute later he sat upright again and put the phone back in the pocket, sighing.

“Man. Women, I swear. This chick wants to get with me again, even though I just fucked her soul out just last wednesday. Did I ever tell you about that?”

“Ye-” I tried to get in but he continued to speak over me.

“This petite, short hair blonde chick I met at fucking Walmart of all places. I’m in the parking lot and I see this pretty girl struggling to put all the heavy bags in her car so I offer to help. I’m absolutely towering over her, she’s tiny, wearing like a knee length dress type deal. I’ve always had a weak spot for those good girl dresses, you know? I put the bags in her car, and I’m thinking that that’s it, because I spot a wedding ring on her finger. But she says that her place is just a block away and that I should come over and have some hot chocolate because it’s so chilly. And if you know me at all you know that I said yes.”

I’d heard the story before. But it wasn’t like he was going to let me interrupt him. I fired up my computer again and resumed working on the report I had to submit later that day.

“So we drive over to her house. She unlocks the door and we get inside. Now this chick is rocking that good Christian girl look to hell and back, and it’s got me turned on,I’m not gonna lie. She was probably in her 30s. I look around the house and it’s all Jesus, and crosses, and family pictures. She’s got a son and a daughter, I think they’re probably at school because it’s like 11 am right then. She tells me that her husband is, I shit you not, a pastor, and that he was out of the country on some mission in Africa or something. At this point I now want nothing more than to fuck her world upside down. She goes into the kitchen and that’s when I decide to make my move.”

Just like the last time he shared this story with me, what struck me was how familiar this woman felt to me. She reminded me of my fiance, Amber. Her father was a pastor, and our own house had a bunch of crosses up on the walls. We weren’t married yet, so kids had been out of the question. But my fiancée was also a beautiful, blue eyed, petite blonde. Except for the fact that her hair came down to her waist. She also dressed like this woman in Leon’s tale. She loved her dresses, and for the most part they came down to her knees. They showcased her curvaceous body in the most delightful of ways, and she was a magnet for the eyeballs of men wherever she chose to go.

“I walk up behind her as she’s making the hot chocolate, and I hold her tiny little waist with both my hands and ask her if she needs any help. I immediately feel her gasp, and see the red in her cheek from her reflection on the window. She softly says yes, and I can tell just how badly she wants it. I ask her if she’s ever been with a black man before as I push up against her ass, letting her feel my cock, probably fuckin double the size of whatever her pastor husband was packing. She whispers no, and that’s the final green signal for me.”

As I listened to his story, I felt my cock begin to get erect. It was hard to resist. I couldn’t help but think that all of it was probably bullshit. That’s what people do, don’t they? They help out a pretty woman in the parking lot, she drives away and goes her way, and the guy imagines up a fantasy. What could have, what would have. Nevertheless, I found myself fairly engaged with the story as I was the last time he told it. I also noticed that Leon wasn’t really talking quietly. I wondered if it was for my benefit or the benefit of Heather and Abigail who worked in the cubicle next to ours.

“First my hands went to her boobs, she’s got these nice sized, soft, round breasts and I begin squeezing and lightly pinching her nipples, and slip my hand into her dress from the top, caressing her bare skin. The other hand went down and lifted her skirt up, and I saw her sweet, round ass. Let me tell you Will, an ass like that is wasted on a pastor, I swear.

“I felt her up for a while, and she just got heated and wet. And then I unzipped and showed her probably the first black cock she’d seen in her life. You should’ve seen how wide her innocent blue eyes got, it was the hottest fucking thing. She got on her knees and wrapped her hand around it. She was so tender and careful, like she was handling a rifle or something. It was fucking hot seeing her small white hands trying to handle me. I ask her to suck on my cock and she doesn’t hesitate for a second and gets to it, on her knees in her kitchen. I start undressing and throw my clothes away onto a chair at the dining table, while she’s going at it, sucking on my cock like she’s putting on a show. You would never have expected it if you just knew her from the pictures hanging in her wall, an innocent MILF next door. I grab her by her little waist and hoist her up on the kitchen counter, and drag her panties down her sexy legs and onto the floor. She immediately spread her legs for me. Told me she’s never had anything as big as my cock inside of her.

“The noises that this chick made, Jesus. I’m getting fucking hard just remembering, Will. I mean phew. Some real unchristian stuff came out that woman’s mouth, I’ll say that.”

My phone was lying on the table beside my keyboard, and the monitor lit up with a photo of my fiancée as it began to ring.

“As enjoyable as your story was, give me a moment, it’s the missus calling,” I said, giving him a quick half smile as I picked up my phone.

“Hey babe, how’s work going?” Amber asked me.

Her voice was my most favorite sound in the entire world.

“It’s good,” I said quietly. “What’s up? How are you?”

“Just got home from the school, babe-,” she said.

She was a teacher a local elementary school.

“-Listen, I’ve texted you a list of groceries I need for the work picnic with the teachers on Sunday, okay? Don’t forget to get it.”

I checked my texts and there it was.

“Yeah, I have it. I’ll get it,” I told her.

“Alright babe, I love you. Have fun at work, okay?”she said sweetly.

“Love you too,” I said.

‘That was a picture of her?” Leon said as I kept my phone down again, the screen going dark once more.

“Of who?”

“Your fiancée. ‘Amber,’ I heard you say?” he said.

Something about him uttering my fiancée’s name gave me an uncomfortable sensation in the pit of my stomach.

“Yeah, that’s her,” I quietly said, returning to the report on my computer monitor.

He gave me a smirk, flashing his perfect teeth right at me.

“You’re a lucky bastard, huh? She’s way out of your league, Will. Well done!” he said.

He must’ve noticed the displeased look on my face because he threw his palms up defensively and said, “Just pulling your leg, no worries. You’ve got a beautiful fiancée  though, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do,” I said, still not looking at him.

“She reminds me a bit of that Walmart Jesus chick, you know?” he said.

“Well the difference is that my fiancée would never go for someone like you,” I said, without thinking.

The slight smile on his face transformed into a cocky grin.

“That’s what they all say,” he said.

I looked at him.

“What are you trying to say here?” I asked, annoyed now.

“I’m not saying anything. But you know, I know her type. And their husbands and boyfriends and fiancés always think the same, that their lovely girls and lovely women would never even think of cheating on them. But trust me Will, when these chicks see my cock, something they’ve never seen the likes of, they can never resist it.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. His ego must’ve driven him crazy or something, for him to be saying shit like this. All the people constantly looking up at him in this office must’ve driven him mad or something. His brows tensed as I laughed at his words.

“Good one, Leon. Good one,” I said.

“Want to put your money where your mouth is?” he asked me.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“Well if you trust your little Amber so much and have so much faith in her, how about we make a bet?”

“What the fuck are you on about?” I said, exasperated.

“I say that all I need are three days to get your lovely fiancée to beg for my cock.”

“Are you fucking insane?!” I exclaimed, trying to keep my voice from rising.

“How about I give you an incentive? You know and trust your fiancée, right? Well if I fail in fucking her, I’ll gift you two a paid vacation to anywhere you want. I’ve never seen you take a leave of absence from this place, I know you and the missus would love an island getaway somewhere? I’ll even talk it out with the manager so you have no problems getting the leave.”

I stared at him incredulously. I still couldn’t be sure that he was a hundred percent serious.

“You’re actually serious about this?” I said.

“Yep,” he replied. “But if I win…”

My brows furrowed

“What?” I asked.

“I’ll be the one taking your fianceé there.”

I knew he had the money to afford it easily. I knew he was thick enough with the managers here that he’d be able t get me the leave. And I knew my Amber. She was never going to allow this jerk to get close to her. It had taken me months of begging to convince her to let me make love to her before marriage. She was that sort of a ‘good Christian girl.’ It was right there in front of me: a free vacation for my fiancée and I. And God knows we needed one, the last one had been two years ago. It was all right there for us to take. If Leon was enough of an egotistical fool to throw his money at us, what was wrong if I chose to let him?

“Huh,” I finally uttered. “You know what, we have a bet.”

He held his hand out and we shook hands. It was strange to see that there was someone like him who could just throw money away like this at his strange fantasies.

“I’ll need to make use of the three days, so here’s what we’re going to do,” said Leon.
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Amber

I was sitting on the couch watching the news when I heard Will’s car pull up on the driveway. The garage door opened, and I heard the car park. A couple of minutes later he entered the living room.

“Hey babe,” I said to him as he hugged me from the back, leaning over the couch, and kissed my neck. “Get everything on the list?”

“Yeah I did,” he said. “How’s your day been?”

“Good, good. Yours?” I replied, looking up at him.

“Uh...yeah it was nice,” he said to me.

I saw the uncertain look on his face, but I didn’t give it more thought.

“Dinner’s ready, alright? Wash up quickly,” I said to him.

“Alright. I love you,” he said.

“Love you too honey,” I replied, smiling at him as he peeked down the top of my dress at my breasts.

As we ate dinner, I noticed that Will was much quieter than he usually was. He was quietly sitting and munching his food, and he looked lost in thought.

“Is everything alright, babe?” I asked him.

“What? Oh yeah, of course. Well. Okay. I had to tell you something,” he said.

“What is it?” I asked, not really too concerned.

“You know Leon, right? From the office?”

“Uh the big womanizer jerk? That guy?”

He nodded.

“Yeah I remember you talking about him. He always talks about how many women he’s bedded and stuff like that, right?” I said, slightly chuckling.

“Yep...that’s the one,” he said. “Well his house apparently has a big rot problem, and he told me that tonight he was going to be staying at a hotel. They’ve told him that it’s going to take three days to fix the whole situation and get everything back to normal.”

“Uh huh. That’s pretty annoying,” I said, eating another mouthful of the curry I’d made.

“He had a room booked tonight, but for tomorrow and the two days after I offered him a room at our place,” he quickly said. “It’s...not going to be a problem, right?”

I was a little taken aback.

“I...uh...you should’ve asked me first,” I said, frowning a little.

“Yeah I know, I was just trying to be helpful. I didn’t think he would actually take me up on my offer, to be honest,” he said, immediately taking a gulp of water.

I thought about it for a second. It probably wouldn’t be too much of an inconvenience. It was just a matter of three days after all, and I’d be gone in the mornings, and he would be gone for most of the day with Will, so I guessed I’d barely have to see him. Besides, we had a guest room clean and ready, so I wouldn’t have to do much to prepare.

I hadn’t ever met Leon, but I’d heard my fiancé talk about him. I couldn’t help but roll my eyes as Will would recount the things he would say to his office mates. Every woman knows a guy like that, so sure of himself that it almost amounts to delusion.

“It shouldn’t be a problem,” I said, smiling warmly at Will. “No worries. It’s good of you that you helped him. I love you, babe.”

“I love you too,” he said weakly.

He must’ve been really apprehensive about how I was going to react.

“When will he come over?” I asked Will.

“We’ll come over after work together, tomorrow” Will said quietly.

That was good. My morning routine wasn’t about to be interrupted, at least for one more day.

We finished up with dinner and went into the bedroom, and unusually quickly Will began to kiss and touch me. Something was different about tonight. He was more eager. He was more insistent. I kissed him back, enjoying the warmth that his touch was beginning to radiate through my body, outwards from between my thighs.

This was the third year of Will and I having been together. I was 24 when I met him, and I had always been determined to stay a virgin until my wedding night. He didn’t seem too happy when I had revealed this fact to him, but he had always been respectful about it. Eventually after several months he’d worn me down. He’d opened me up a fair bit from the way I’d been after leaving home and college. I looked around me and saw that no one really was that way anymore. If everyone was doing it why shouldn’t I?

The first time he had suckled on my nipples, the sparks of electricity that I had felt were like nothing I had ever felt before. The first time we were about to make love, I had found myself as excited as Will was. It was too bad that it had been so underwhelming. I don’t know if it was me, or if other people really liked to overhype sex. But it had been nothing like what I always had been told it would be like. It felt...good, but nothing that I couldn’t have done without. And it was all over so fast. Right as it would start to feel good, Will would be done. It always left me feeling...hungry. I had concluded that it just wasn’t for me. Some people weren’t built to play a certain sport, some people weren’t built to do certain jobs, and I wasn’t built to enjoy intercourse. There was nothing out of the ordinary about it, I guessed.

Will was on top of me, in the dark of our bedroom, and I clung on to him as he began pushing his manhood against my sex, slowly and tenderly. I wasn’t too wet and it felt a bit uncomfortable. But I knew that it wasn’t going to last too long. This night he was especially eager, and after a couple of minutes of vigorous, quick thrusts, Will reached his release. Right as it finally started to feel a bit nice.

I was woken up by my alarm the next morning. Will was still asleep, his mouth slightly ajar, diffused sunlight from the curtain lighting our bedroom in warm colors. I got up, and became conscious of the wetness of my sex. I was...aroused. I looked at Will again. He would be up an hour and a half later, and I’d have to leave the house soona after. Too bad.

I remained on edge the entire day. Buzzing with lustful excitement, probably because of the unfulfillment from the previous night. An ever present tingling between my thighs. I got home at my usual time, to the empty house that I still had to myself for a couple of hours before Will and his womanizing co-worker arrived. Ignoring the tingling, I busied myself in cleaning and cooking, like I usually did.

I heard Will’s car pull up after two and a half hours. I walked up to the window and pulled the curtain to the side. I looked into the car as the garage door opened slowly. Will sat at the driver’s seat, looking anxious. Beside him sat a very large, broad chested, handsome black man. This was Leon? The car entered the garage.

I sat back down on the couch and straightened my dress and tried to spot any imperfections. A couple of minutes later from the door to the garage, walked in Will, and Leon behind him, tugging a suitcase and a bag slung over his shoulder.

“And this must be Mrs Taylor!” he said jovially as he saw me walk towards the both of them.

I smiled at him as he laid the suitcase and bag on the floor, and stepped forward to hug me tightly. I was slightly taken aback, I wasn’t a very physical person per se. Leon was very muscular and very strong, and I felt his arms envelope me as I got buried against his massive chest. I felt a twitch between my thighs. He released me after what felt like a long time. I glanced at Will and he quickly averted his eyes.

“You’ve got a beautiful house, Amber,” said Leon.

“I..uh, thank you Leon,” I said, trying to sound confident but sounding meek instead as my voice betrayed my command.

Leon’s eyes went up and down my body, openly staring, making me feel bare. Again I felt that tingle between my legs. I was taken aback by how brazen Will’s co-worker was being with Will standing right there! I looked at Will but he was busy looking right out of the window as if he had no idea what was going on right in front of him

“Wow, damn you’re hot, Amber. How the hell did someone like Will here bag someone like you?”

I was speechless.

“Ha! Just messing with you, bud,” Leon said, slapping Will’s back, almost knocking the wind out of my fiancé.

I forced a smile at him. I was liking our house guest less and less.

“Will, how about you show Leon his room, and I’ll fix something up for you guys to eat,” I said.

“Sounds good to me,” Leon replied. “Lead the way, Will.”

I followed them to the stairwell and as they walked up, I heard Will say something peculiar.

“Looks like your plan isn’t going as well as you wanted.”

Wonder what that was about. I shrugged and walked to the kitchen. Half an hour later the dinner table was set and Will and Leon walked down. I can’t lie, I was a bit intimidated by Leon. I hailed from a mostly white community with barely any colored folk, so Leon, a big muscular black man was making me feel a bit daunted. Throughout dinner we talked. I asked Leon about his family, and it turns out he came from significant wealth, his father was a business magnate. He chuckled for some reason and exchanged a look with Will when I told him that my father was a pastor. I also noticed that he was pretty openly ogling me, very often. His eyes would rest at my breasts, and when I’d walk to the kitchen counter to get plates or spoons I’d be conscious of him staring right at my rear, even with my husband sitting at the table with him.

I’m a five foot tall blue eyed blonde, and I’m curvaceous. My mother always warned me that I was going to get attention from men throughout my life, and she had been right for the most part. Even back at school I had been a constant center of attraction for the jocks and the big, strong athletes. Of course I had resisted all temptation back then, while girls succumbed to their desires left and right. Needless to say I was used to getting ogled and admired. But the way Leon did it was so different. I felt an intense hunger emanating from his eyes, and the way he looked at my body made me feel bare. And it gave me a tingling between my thighs that made me shiver. What was happening? I should've been repulsed but I was finding it hard to properly feel that emotion.

Will was mostly quiet throughout dinner. He looked from one of us to the other as we talked, but he looked lost in thought. Leon finished his dinner first and stood up.

“My apologies, Amber, but I’m kinda tired, I’m just going to head up and sleep if you guys don’t mind,” he said, flashing me a charming smile.

“It’s no issue, go right ahead, goodnight!” I said.

He walked away. After he walked up the stairs, I turned to Will.

“Are you alright? You’ve been kind of quiet tonight,” I said to him.

He seemed to be shaken out of a reverie.

“Oh yeah, I...I’m just tired, it’s alright.”

“Do you want to come to bed with me right now?” I asked him, slight concern in my voice.

“Uh no, I’ll just go for a walk outside for a bit, how about you head upstairs, I’ll join you later.”

“Alright. As long as you feel okay,” I said.

I walked to him and kissed his forehead.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, honey,” he replied.

I wondered if I should mention Leon’s staring to him. I stood there for a couple of seconds, debating myself internally. Finally I decided that it was a conversation for later. I put the dishes away and began walking up to the bedroom.

I squeezed my thighs together as I walked. I could feel wetness. The arousal I had been feeling since the morning had only been intensified by Leon’s brazen admiration, I didn’t know why. I felt guilty. But soon I could make love to Will when he came upstairs, and hopefully that would take care of it. Or maybe I could use my own hands. I hadn’t in quite a while. I walked up the stairs and into the corridor, up to the door of our bedroom. I reached out, and turned the cool brass door knob, and before me stood the muscular, naked black body of my fiancé’s co-worker, Leon.

I gasped and covered my mouth with my hands.

“OH- I’m...uh, I’m sorry, I’ll just-” I stammered, as my brain struggled to process what I was seeing.

His chest was broader and more muscular than I had thought. His skin was almost gleaming, stretched taut over the well defined muscles: the swollen biceps and triceps on his arms, the pectorals, the sculpted abs.

And between his legs was an enormous, thick, black penis, dangling. My eyes went wide as I looked at it.

“Ah, sorry, my bad, I must’ve walked into the wrong bedroom,” he smiled and chuckled at me. “How silly of me.”

I tore my eyes away from his penis and looked away at a wall.

“You’ve never seen a black cock before, huh?” he asked.

I stood there and gulped, my heart racing. He clearly hadn’t been fazed by me seeing him completely in the nude, in my own home. He hadn’t even attempted to cover himself up, it’s as if he was almost enjoying exhibiting his body to me! Despite my best efforts my eyes quickly glanced over to his penis once more, I just couldn’t stop myself. It had partially risen now, and was getting harder. He was getting aroused!

“I’ll just go to my room,” he said, leaning over the bed to pick up his clothes which he just held in his hand.

He walked towards me and I shifted to the side to let him pass through the door. As he passed me he turned so that he was facing me, and I felt his warm cock brush up against my hand and my tummy as he passed and walked out, completely naked. I heard the door to the guest room open and close, and I finally let go of the breath I had been holding for so long without realizing. I was sweating. My heart was thumping in my chest and there was a fire lit between my thighs, and I was soaking wet.

I couldn’t believe what had just happened. I shut the door, locked it, and immediately hopped on to the bed, lifted my dress up, pulled my panties to the side, and began to rub my clitoris and play with my soaking wet sex. I hadn’t done this in so long. But I needed release. I’d been on edge the entire day and I’d been pushed over. I didn’t feel guilt at that point, just intense, flaming arousal. No other thought entered my head. I fantasized of Will on top of me, making love to me as I clung on to him.

And the image of Leon on top of me instead of my husband flooded my mind from some hidden corner. I was too close to getting off to think about the morality. I just needed release. I rubbed my clit hard, gasping softly, making sure that no moans escaped my mouth. I receded into myself and let my thoughts carry me to release, and I remembered the thick, black penis I had just seen.It was so veiny and dark and large, I had never seen anything like it. I wondered...I wondered what it would feel like inside of me.

The thought pushed me off the edge, and I gritted my teeth to stop myself from making any noise as I began to twitch and tremble and have the most intense orgasm of my life. I tried my best not to let it escape but I emitted a loud squeal of pleasure, before the orgasm began to subside and I slowly descended back to earth like a feather floating down in the air.

Ten minutes later the door knob turned, and someone attempted to open the locked door.

“Amber?” I heard Will’s voice behind the door.

“Yeah babe, just a second. I was changing,” I called out.

I gingerly got off the bed and unlocked the door. Will quietly changed and got into bed as I scrolled through social media on my phone. Pretty soon he scooted close to me and began kissing my cheek and my neck

“You’re so beautiful baby,” he whispered.

“Thanks honey,” I replied.

His hand reached up and began to squeeze a breast. It felt good, but I was just...spent after that orgasm just ten minutes ago. I couldn’t do this. He was just going to leave me unsatisfied once more.

‘Babe,” I held his hand. “I’m sorry, not tonight. I’m just tired, it was a long day at the school. Sorry baby.”

He looked crestfallen for a second but then gave me a weak smile.

“Alright,” he said.

I kissed him and said goodnight.

I had vivid dreams last night. All of them were so, so naughty. I don’t know what had gotten into my head, Leon was in most of them. I was under him...feeling his hard, strong body on me, his arms wrapping around me, enveloping me. His huge manhood stretching me apart and entering me. It felt so good. A tempest of delightful sensations swirling inside of me. We were on the very bed I was sleeping on, and he began to make love to me, kissing me. And I kissed him back, the hunger of several years bubbling up within me, erasing all my boundaries.

The dream was still there, slowly fading when I opened my eyes the next morning. Right then the alarm went off. I was aware of the wetness between my legs once again. What was happening to me? I needed release again. Part of me wanted to lock myself in the bathroom for a bit and give it to myself. But I didn’t have the time. I lay still on the bed for five more minutes, staring up at the ceiling, feeling the guilt that I didn’t have the capacity to feel the previous night while my fiancé slept right beside me.

Finally I got off the bed, placed my feet in my soft slippers, and walked into the bathroom. Five minutes later I walked out of the bedroom. As I passed the guest room, I paused. The door was slightly ajar. I stood there for a few seconds. Burning curiosity fought with my sense of morality. I bit my lip and tiptoed to the door, and peered in. Bathed in a column of sunlight slept Leon. He clearly didn’t like to sleep clothed. He lay facing the door, and the sheets he had covered himself with had slipped off, only partially covering his thighs and chest. The black member lay there, erect, pulsating with his heartbeat, and making my own heart thump in my chest. This was wrong. I was spying on a sleeping man, a black man,my fiancé’s co-worker. Me, a married Christian woman.

A small voice inside my head whispered to me. What was the fault in looking? No one was ever going to find out. His manhood dwarfed Will’s. I felt guilty for thinking it but it was the truth. Now that it was erect it was probably almost as large as my forearm...and so dark. I shivered, and then tearing my eyes away, I quietly tiptoed down the corridor, deriding myself in my head for what I’d just done. As I walked down to the kitchen I became aware of the intensified, pressing heat in between my thighs.

The image of his bare body in the sunshine felt like it was imprinted in my head. I had to cook breakfast for all three of us, but it felt like I just couldn’t focus. I became aware of the fact that my nipples were hard, poking visibly

through the thin fabric of my robe.

“Good morning,” I heard Leon’s voice from behind me.

I almost dropped the jar of peanut butter I’d been holding as I whipped around to look at the source of the sound.

“Whoa there, easy. Sorry for startling you,” he said, smiling.

He was shirtless, with a pair of loose pajamas. The remainder of his erection formed a tent that jutted out proudly, and he was making no attempts at modesty. I couldn’t help but stare.

“My eyes are up here,” Leon said, chuckling, bringing me to my senses.

“I-...uh, I was just...good morning!” I stammered.

“It’s alright, most women have the same reactions,” he replied smugly. “This is your usual wake up time, huh?”

I turned around and resumed my cooking, and said, “Yes.”

I saw his reflection on the window as he scanned my butt intently.

“You really are a beautiful woman, you know that? Especially in that sexy night dress.I can’t believe Will bagged a catch like you. Women like you really deserve something...special.”

I wasn’t quite sure how to reply to something like that.

“Th-thanks,” I quietly uttered.

I saw him walking towards me in the reflection. He came and stood right behind me, a few inches away. I could feel a bit of his breath on my neck. I shivered once more, and I felt the wetness between my legs.

He leaned forward and whispered right into my ear, “Need help with this?”

I froze. And then I felt his hands on either side of my waist, his huge palms grasping me. I felt the heat in my face as my cheeks went red. What the hell did he think he was doing? And then he inched forward, and I felt the tent in his pajamas press up against the sheer fabric of the nightgown covering my butt. My heart jumped into my throat.

“You’ve never been with a black man before, have you?” he said, as he pressed his erection further up against me.

I could feel the thick warm shaft on my butt, only two thin layers of clothes separating our skins.

“I-” I tried to begin a sentence but my breath ran out.

I didn’t realize I’d been holding my breath.

“W-what are you doing?” I whispered.

I felt one of his hands on my waist begin to slither up, until it was right under my breast, and then it moved up and he cupped a breast, making me gasp.

“No-don’t,” I whispered.

I felt his fingers pinch my hard nipple slightly.

“You’re already so goddamn turned on,” Leon whispered into my ear.

His other hand travelled south, and I felt him lifting my night dress, revealing my legs to his eyes.

“It’s unfair to the world that a woman like you should be off limits for men like me,” Leon said.

I felt him pull the dress up until my butt was exposed to him. My pussy was soaking wet, and my heart was a racehorse in my chest. A thousand thoughts were racing through my head. I wondered if I should’ve been making a scene right then. What was the right thing to do? Something inside me whispered once again, ‘but it feels so good. So naughty.’

Leon dropped my nightgown, and let go of my breast. I awoke from my hazy trance of arousal.

“You have to go to your job, I’ll leave you to it,” he said.

And just like that he walked away, up the stairs and to his room, leaving me standing there, heaving, feeling like I was in heat, heart pounding and thighs dripping with my juice.

It was hard to focus on anything in school that day. A few of my students asked me if I was sick, and if everything was okay. I guess they could see it too. My mind kept going back to what had happened in the morning.Why had I kept quiet? Why hadn’t I made a scene? Why had it felt...good? I didn’t know what to feel. Angry at Leon? Guilty at myself? Frustrated with Will for bringing the muscular black man over in the first place? I was constantly wet, and I kept feeling paranoid that someone else would smell my obvious arousal.

By the time I got in the car to drive home, I was sure that if I touched my pussy I would immediately reach my release. I had never felt so titillated. I sped home. Will’s car was gone. At least I’d have the house to myself for a while. I parked my car and as I walked into the living room I was already undressing. I took my dress off and threw it onto one corner of my couch, dragged my panties down my legs and took my bra off. I plopped down onto the couch and spread my legs and immediately began to spread my slick juices around and started rubbing my clit, electric bolts of arousal shooting through my veins.

I did something I’d never done before. I let go, and I began to moan. I stopped holding back, and as my fingers made squishy, wet noises from me rubbing my clit so fast, the sounds of my pleasure echoed through the lower floor of our house.

“Let me help out,” said Leon.

I squealed with surprise. I hadn’t even noticed when he’d got there. He was standing beside the couch at the other end.

“Wh-what are you doing here?!” I shouted, struggling to cover myself with my arms.

“I let your fiance go alone, because I wasn’t feeling like it. And I’m so glad I didn’t,” he said.

He began to unbuckle his belt, and unbutton his shirt.

“What do you think you’re...d-doing?” I asked.

“Picking up where we left off this morning, honey,” Leon said. “Don’t pretend you didn’t like it.”

“I’m engaged. I’m about to be married,” I said.

“And you’ll always regret not knowing what a real cock feels like if I don’t help you out.”

He threw his shirt on the couch on my pile of clothes, and took his jeans off and placed them there. He pulled down his briefs, freeing his completely hard black manhood which swayed aggressively in the air. He began to stroke it as he walked towards me. I tried my hardest to look into his eyes and not his massive black cock. He came to a stop right in front of me, facing me, his cock jutting out with its head a foot away from my face.

“Bet you’ve been thinking about this all day,” he said softly. “This has been hard only for you as well.”

I didn’t reply, and I looked away. My pussy was throbbing, begging for attention.

“You know, you could’ve looked longer through the door, this morning. I wouldn’t have minded. I was hoping you were going to come in,” he said.

The surprise on my face must’ve been obvious because he chuckled, while I blushed furiously.

“Yeah, I saw you. It’s alright. You’ve never seen a cock like this, or a man like me, and you’ve never been with one. After you get married it’s all off limits, don’t you want some real experience before that?”

He leaned over me, bringing his cock even closer.

“Don’t you want to look?” he whispered. “Will will never find out.”

I could smell the manly musk of his cock.

He pulled my hand away from my breasts, exposing them and my hard nipples to his eyes, and placed it on the thick shaft of the veiny cock. It was so thick that my fingers couldn’t go all the way around it, but almost instinctively my grip tightened, and I held on as he moved his own hand away. It was so warm to touch. And I could feel his heartbeat, and the smooth skin. It was amazing.

Leon leaned over and before I realized what he was doing, he had planted his lips on mine. It was a soft, gentle kiss, and it electrified my nerves. And then he kissed me again, and it was more urgent this time. And I didn’t even realize when I started kissing him back, or when my hand started moving up and down his thick shaft. Somewhere in between his tongue slipped into my mouth, and we began to kiss like lovers.

I had never felt like this before. I had never acted like it either. I’d been a good Christian girl since the day I was born until this afternoon. I was dripping juices onto the couch. My other hand stopped covering my pussy and came up so I could wrap it around Leon’s neck as I stroked his cock and we kissed. He came closer, and I spread my legs wide and let him. His cock rubbed against my sex, and my clit, lubricated by my copious secretions. Bolts of electricity shot up my spine. He broke away from kissing me, leaving me breathing heavily, and stood upright, and presented me with his cock, the head of it glistening with my juices, right in front of me, my hand still stroking the shaft.

I was still in awe at how big and manly it looked. And how natural it felt for me to want to worship it. I wondered why my family and everyone in my little town were so against girls like me being with black men. Could this be why?

The old Amber had taken a back seat inside of my mind, and someone new had taken control. Someone who had been repressed inside of me since a young age.

“God you’re hot,” Leon said.

“You too,” I replied.

I held his cock up with both hands and moved my face under it, and let it rest on my lips and my nose and my forehead. It felt so warm, so hefty and so manly. It was incredible. I planted little kisses all over his shaft with my pink lips, and finally I kissed the head of his cock, which was fully hard now. I was on autopilot. All I wanted to do was to worship it. My other hand went in between my legs and I slowly began to play with myself. All of this was so, so naughty. I’m so glad Will wasn’t here. In the entirety of the past year, I had only orgasmed twice, and that was counting the orgasm from last night. I was almost about to for the third time already.

I stuck my tongue out and licked the thick shaft from the head to his big black balls. I had never given Will a blowjob. The thought of it had always felt too dirty, and yet here I was. Giving a passionate one to someone I had only known for two days. I kissed his balls one by one. I wondered how much Leon would cum. Will never ejaculated more than a spoonful. I went back to the tip of his cock and opened my mouth wide as I looked up at him, and I took the head of his cock in, sucking on it like a big lollipop.

“Just like that,” he groaned. “Yeah baby.”

He held the back of my head gently. I started to take more of his inches into my mouth. I could only manage less than half of his enormous shaft before I felt like I would gag, and so I stopped there, and began bobbing my head up and down, making the dark skin of his cock glisten with my spit.

“You’re a natural,” he said.

I would’ve wagged my tail very fast if I had one.

“How much bigger is it compared to Will’s?” he asked.

I took his cock out of my mouth with a wet smack.

“So much bigger,” I purred, looking up at him, my blue eyes locked with his dark ones.

I rubbed his slick shaft all over my face and sucked on it for a couple of more minutes. And then he made me lean back on the couch and spread my legs. I felt shy doing it, but it only heightened my arousal as I unashamedly exposed myself to another man. He leaned forwards to kiss me once more, and put his weight on me as I wrapped my arms and legs around his strong body, feeling his hard, black cock poke at my engaged pussy. My eyes were closed. My conscious was in an empty sea sailing the waves of sensations I was getting from his body. I reached down with a hand and grasped his cock, and lined it up with my hungry opening. He gently thrust forward, pushing the bulbous head against my soaking sex. I felt it spread apart my pussy lips, and begin to stretch my opening so it could enter. And then suddenly it slid in, so much bigger than my fiance. My eyes went wide. He was in me. I clung on to him tighter, and kissed him. Slowly he drove himself inside me, inch by inch, stretching me out like I had never felt before. It was like losing my virginity all over again.

“Oh lord, it’s so big,” I moaned.

“Do you like it?” Leon asked me.

“Yes. Oh God yes!”

And then his cock bottomed out inside of me, and it pushed me over the edge and sent me reeling into another orgasm, and I moaned loudly, my voice echoing through the house, not a care in the world in my mind anymore. It was a surreal feeling, I didn’t know it was possible to feel like this. If drugs felt half as good as this, I could understand completely why people get so addicted.

We didn’t move for a couple of minutes, he stayed buried in me, throbbing and wet, while I descended back to earth once more from the clouds.

He slowly pulled out, sending sparks of pleasure through my spine, until just the tip of his magnificent cock stayed inside of me. And then he pushed back in, and slowly began to fuck me. I squeezed his cock with my pussy as he went deep again and touched places inside of me that no one had ever touched before. With every deep thrust I was shot up towards the stars and every time he pulled out I floated down like a feather. It was exhilarating. And I felt a twang of resentment that I had missed out on this for all my life.

He was beginning to ram my pussy now, the sound of our bodies slapping together becoming louder. He kissed me once more and I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him back. He was so powerful. I felt awed, and safe, and I wanted to be taken care of by him. I was breathing heavily, starting to sweat. Leon didn’t look like he was about to break into sweat anytime soon. This was probably a regular routine for him. All the stories he told at my fiance’s office were probably true.

He pulled out of me, leaving me feeling unfulfilled and empty. I looked back at him inquisitively and he told me to stand up and bend over the couch. I obeyed, and leaned over on the couch, my knees on the cushion, my arms resting atop the backrest. He held my hips, and I felt him point his cock at my gaping, unfaithful hole.

“My, my you look delicious like this,” he said.

He slowly pushed his cock inside of me, melting me once more, thrusting me into the realm of senseless pleasure where I had been a minute ago. This time he started slamming his cock into me immediately. It was so different in this position, his cock was going inside me differently, tickling parts of my vagina that it didn’t before, making my legs twitch as I squealed loudly from the delight. His relentless pumping slowly start to build up another orgasm inside me. I wondered how it was sounding to the neighbors. If they could hear me. He slapped my butt, sending a ripple of stinging pleasure reverberating through me. Wasn’t this supposed to be painful?

I slid down a hand between my legs and rubbed my clit while Leon filled my pussy up. The stimulation immediately made my orgasm bubble over, and I loudly moaned and twitched and trembled, my pussy wildly squeezing and massaging the thick black cock making love to me. But this time Leon didn’t stop, and he didn’t give me time to rest. He carried on pumping me, prolonging my orgasm, as if I was riding a tumultuous wave, on and on. I almost cried from the extreme pleasure, wailing loudly from the indescribable ecstasy. Had I been missing this all my life?

He finally showed me mercy and slowed down, letting me ride down the orgasm, every muscle in my body feeling like it had butterflies inside. Slowly I caught my breath once more and regained my sense.

“That was...incredible, oh Jesus. Oh God,” I said in between my heavy breaths.

“That’s what a real cock does, baby girl,” he told me.

“Mhmm,” I said.

If that was what it should feel like, I wanted more.

“Kneel on the floor, cutie. It’s time you taste a real man’s cum,” he said.

I wasn’t going to disobey him or think twice.

I got on my knees under him and looked up at him as he stroked his large manly cock, and I sucked on the big balls, kissing the shaft and licking it as he stroked it. His hand got faster and faster as I opened my mouth and stretched out my tongue and awaited my prize.

Leon grunted, and I watched as a thick rope of white semen ejected from the tip of his cock, splattering my face from my chin to my brow. The next squirt landed straight on my tongue and nose. Another squirt landed on my cheek and began to drool down my face. Leon pushed his cock into my mouth and squirted the rest of his load there, and I eagerly swallowed the delicious cream. All of it felt like the most natural thing in the world. Why had I always been so scared? Why had I missed out? It was the first time I had tasted semen, and I loved it. I wondered if my soon to be husband would taste the same.
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Will
It was hard to focus at work. My mind kept wondering what the hell was going on at home. Amber would probably have reached home by this time, and Leon would’ve been waiting for her. I’d seen the way he had been ogling her and undressing her with his eyes every time he saw her yesterday. I kept expecting her to complain to me about it, or to at least mention it, but she hadn’t.
I still had two more hours at work, wondering what was going to happen. Surely Amber would make short work of him. Throw him out of the house, maybe. I chuckled at the thought. He still had one more day to work with, maybe he wasn’t going to make his move today, but try tomorrow.
It would be nice to have a vacation with her. Maybe I should start thinking about planning a destination wedding for us.
The two more hours I had to wait before I could leave the office were the longest two hours I had ever lived. But eventually I made it there. I was packing my stuff up and getting ready to head down to the parking when my phone buzzed with a text. I opened it up.
“Sneak in, don’t make any noises,” Leon’s text said.
It sent a chill through my heart. All the scenarios and images that I had been holding off since I made that damn bet came rushing in. All the doubts and insecurities I had ever felt about my beautiful fiancée. I wondered if he had won. Had he taken my innocent fiancée just like he had conquered that pastor’s wife? I felt my cock get hard. What was wrong with me?
I sped home and parked my car a few houses up and walked to the door, and snuck in. The kitchen was empty. And so was the living room. Except...what was that? A pile of clothes on the couch. I walked closer, my heart beating faster and faster as I realized what clothes they were. I didn’t recognize the shirt and the pants, they had to have been Leon’s. I did recognize the pretty little dress crumpled up under it. And the wet panties, and the bra. They were probably upstairs. It could all still be fine, maybe it wasn’t like what I was thinking. Maybe he hadn’t won the bet and taken my fiancée, maybe there was some other reasonable explanation. I quietly walked towards the stairs. And I heard it. A wail of pleasure. And it was my fiancée’s voice. My cock was fully hard, begging for attention. I quietly walked up. I’d never heard her make sounds like this. The corridor was dark, except for a sliver of warm light diffusing from the bedroom door, which was open by a few inches. Amber was so loud. Sounds she had never made with me, no matter how hard I had tried. I’d always fantasized of pleasuring her like the men did in porn movies, the way they fuck those women. But I had never done it, I could never even come close. I held my breath as I approached the door, praying to God that I didn’t see what I knew I was going to see.
I peered into the room and there she was, my future fiancée, on the bed that we shared every night. Under my muscular black co-worker, Leon. They were both completely naked, and she was moaning and wailing in pleasure as Leon made love to her, hard. Her pale, soft body under his dark, hard one. They were both covered in sweat, they’d been at it for a while. My cock felt painfully hard.
I didn’t know what to feel. You’d think I’d be filled with rage, but that wasn't it. I was disappointed, and jealous, and disheartened. Who else did I really have to blame but myself? I was the one who made the bet, didn’t I? I was the one who had brought this on myself.
And I was turned on. Incredibly. It was just like those porn movies I liked to watch. He was fucking her like a machine, making the bed creak, and they’d kiss, and it was the hottest thing I had ever seen. The look on her face said it all. I’d always wanted to get her like this but I never had, and I’d given her the man who could. I quietly unzipped, and freed my own cock, and began stroking it as I watched Leon fuck my fiance, hard, making her moan like a wild woman. I was close to cumming already, like I always did. Leon told her that he was going to cum soon, and they kissed, and I saw their tongues dance together. My innocent Christian fiancée was acting like the biggest slut.
Leon began to slam into her harder and harder, her moans and the slapping sounds they were making and the wet squishing sounds of her pussy filling the house. Her voice went higher and higher until Leon slammed inside her and then stayed still, as they kissed and he came inside of my fiancée. Watching it sent me over the edge myself and I came in my hand, desperately keeping quiet.
They took a couple of minutes to calm down, and Amber said, “Will will be home soon, we’ll do this again tonight, daddy.”
I quietly slinked back downstairs, and out of the house. I drove my car over, and parked it. When I walked in, I found Emma busy in the kitchen, standing there n a pretty dress, Leon’s cum filling her on the inside. I walked over and kissed her on the cheek.
“Hey babe, how was work?” she asked me, unusually brightly.
“Good, good,” I quietly said. “Where’s Leon?”
“Oh he’s upstairs, sleeping, he said he feels tired” she told me.
“He didn’t cause any trouble, did he?” I asked her.
“Oh no, he’s great. We got to talking a little bit, he’s really nice. I don’t know why you complain about him,” she said.
‘Well you’re going to get to know him a lot better when you go on the vacation with him,’ I thought.
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Frank

It was a 15 mile drive from Moss Town to the beach. And everything was perfect. The classic convertible sedan we had rented was rolling along the smooth road to soft guitar music playing from the car’s stereo. The road was mostly deserted, except for the occasional car or scooter. The sky was a lavish palette of colors as the sun came closer to the horizon, rich oranges and reds to the west coloring the scattered, cottony clouds; their reflections on the windscreen of the car, and along its sleek, gleaming body.

“Wow,” Emma said in awe, and I saw that she was looking at the setting sun. “I’ve never seen a sunset like it.”

“You’re right, it’s amazing,” I said, while she took her phone out from her purse and started taking pictures.

I could feel the cool, ocean breeze in my hair, and under my shirt as I drove. I held on to the steering with one hand as the other crept down to the pocket of my bermuda shorts and played with the little box contained within. It was as perfect a dusk as I could’ve hoped for today. Emma’s blonde hair was flying around from the wind, and she looked even more like a goddess in this yellow sundress than she usually did. Her sunglasses hid her brilliant, bright, blue eyes.

I had wanted to go somewhere where we’d be alone, just Emma and I. I had asked around in Nassau, and a local man had told me about this beach in Exuma which he loved, that was mostly deserted and unknown to the tourists because you had to go a bit off road to get there. He pinned the location of it on my phone, and from what he had told me about it, it felt like it was exactly the sort of place I had been looking for to propose to Emma. I had bought the ring back in Ohio before we’d left for our little vacation in the Bahamas, with a half formed idea on how and when I was going to propose to her.

“How far is this beach?” Emma asked me.

“Why, not enjoying the drive?” I asked, mock offended, before giving a chuckle. “It’s just a minute away, I think,” I said, peeking at my smartphone docked on the dashboard.

It showed that we were going to have to go off road for a bit, but the man who had informed me of the beach had told me that there was supposed to be a rough unpaved pathway there, and I hoped he hadn’t been lying to me. I couldn’t see the ocean right now, woods and shrubbery obscuring the view of the horizon. The map said that I had to go off road soon, and as I scanned the road ahead I spotted a break in the trees and shrubbery where I saw the beginnings of a dirt trail. That had to be it. I slowed down and turned the car onto it, the smooth hum of the tyres on tarmac changing to the crunching of gravel and sand. After driving for half a minute we entered a clearing, and saw the beach right there in front of us. The Sun was getting very close to the horizon now, and I had to make my move fast.

“How far do you want to go in the car?” Emma asked, raising herself up in the car and surveying the beach.

“All the way,” I winked, and started driving right down to the beach.

I parked facing the open ocean, stretching out in front of us for miles and miles, and five minutes later we were sat in the car listening to soothing guitar music as the Sun started to kiss the crests of the waves, and dark blues began to creep up into the sky in the east. I had bought along a couple of chicken rolls for myself and vegan rolls for her, and a bottle of wine along with cheap, plastic wine glasses.We watched the Sun go down together in the cool ocean breeze.

“Wow. Could this get any more perfect?” Emma said.

Now was my chance.

I had been waiting for an opening. I opened my door and stepped out, and stretched my arms and legs.

“Where are you going?” Emma asked.

“Come on, step out,” I said.

She did.

“Stand here,” I said, walking over in front of the car.

“What are you doing?” she curiously asked.

I got down on one knee, reaching down into my pocket and producing the box in front of her, opening it and presenting it to her. She covered her mouth and gasped.

“Oh my God...Frankie, oh God,” she said, laughing and almost crying simultaneously.

“Emma, I want to marry you. Will you marry me?” I asked.

The diamond ring sitting in the open box was a fiery, glimmering ember, catching the dying light of the setting sun.

“Yes,” Emma said, nodding, as tears streamed down her face.

I stood up and hugged her tightly, and kissed her. It was probably the happiest moment of my entire life.
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Emma

The Sun had gone down ten minutes ago, and the sky was a deep blue now, it would be completely dark soon. And our car stood on the side of the road with a flat tyre. We had only realized after we drove back out of the dirt trail onto the main road.

“Fuck,” Frank said, droplets of sweat on his brow.

We could hear the waves from here, along with the sound of the wind and the chirping of insects around us.

“It just won’t turn,” he said, exasperated.

“Should I try?” I asked.

Frank chuckled.

“It’s alright. I’ll figure something out.”

When we had realized that the rear left tyre was flat, Frank had pulled onto the shoulder and got the spare out from the trunk along with the jack. He had placed the jack under the car. It was one of the old school ones, where you had to fit the lug wrench in it and turn. That’s where we had hit the problem. It refused to budge.

Frank insisted that it was the jack’s fault and that it was probably broken because it was so old. I nodded and agreed but I had my suspicions. If I had to guess, I’d have said that a stronger guy would’ve been able to turn it. As much as I loved Frank and as nice a guy he was, he wasn’t the most powerful physical specimen. I was about five feet two inches, and he was five-eight. He was skinny, with a bit of a belly on him. I wasn’t one to judge him, but my father’s words echoed in my head:

‘Em, whatever sort of guy you wanna marry, white, black, asian, I don’t care. As long as he’s strong. Women need a protector. You’ll only make your own life harder if you marry a weak man.’

I was just 11 years old when he had said it to me, and at the time I remember thinking “why would I ever marry a weak man anyway?” I was at the age where I still fantasized of being carried off by some broad chested prince or actor with massive biceps. And my father had always been a handy, big, strong guy. There was nothing he couldn’t do and I still believed that. As I grew up I found myself disagreeing with what he had said, but the words somehow spread their roots in my head anyway. I was thirty two now, and Frank was thirty four. And any time Frank would have trouble opening a jar that I couldn’t open, or anytime he couldn’t lift something I asked him to help me lift, or any time he’d get tired quickly when we made love, which was a lot of times, the words would float in my head once again.

My father and Frank didn’t get along too well. He was in his late 50s now but he was still a strong, capable man, and he disapproved of Frank. I had tried my best to showcase Frank’s best qualities to him, but it hadn’t really worked. Dad always wanted a big, strong man who would be able to take care of me and protect me, and in his mind Frank couldn’t do either.

I looked at the ring on my finger, which was glittering red in the glow of the car’s tail light. Now wasn’t the time to be thinking of things like it. A pang of guilt hit me.

It was almost dark, and the few cars that had passed us by hadn’t paid any attention to us. The daily ferry to Nassau was going to be leaving in one and a half hours. If this didn’t get fixed soon we’d be stuck. I looked around, and saw someone walking towards us. A tall black man with something hung on his back. I couldn’t make out what it was, was it a rifle?

I walked to Frank and said, “Someone’s coming.”

He stopped fiddling with the jack and looked at where I had gestured.

“Stay back,” he said to me quietly.

I was sure that the same things we had read about the recent surge in crime in the Bahamas and the US travel advisory were echoing in our minds. The man walked closer still, slightly lit by the dim light in the sky in the west. I saw that he was fairly young, probably late teens. And I realized that it wasn’t a rifle on his back at all. It was a guitar in its cover. I felt a bit more at ease. I doubted people robbed helpless couples here with guitars slung on their backs.

“Well hello there gorgeous,” he said to me. “Need a help? What’s the problem?”

My husband bumped the tyre with his foot.

“Flat tire. I have the spare right here but the bloody jack won’t turn, probably busted up. Do you live nearby? Got a jack?” he said.

The handsome young man crouched to take a look at the tire, and then the jack.

“I got this, wait,” he said, standing back up again.

He unstrapped the guitar off his back and handed it to me.

“Mind holding it for me? Beautiful woman like you might add something to it,” he said, winking at me.

I quietly looked away and blushed, and Frank didn’t react, as if he hadn’t heard anything. The young man unbuttoned his shirt and took it off, and threw it into the back seat of the sedan, baring the exquisitely sculpted muscles on his chest, his well-defined abs, and his swollen biceps and triceps to my eyes.

I let out a tiny gasp before I could stop myself, his powerful body had taken me by surprise. He noticed my reaction and smirked at me.

“I’m Andres, by the way,” he said, offering me his hand.

I gingerly reached out and shook it.

“I’m Emma,” I said.

Andres was very handsome, there was no doubt about it. A strong, square jaw, piercing eyes, a thick beard. He shook Frank’s hand next.

“I’m Frank,” my new fiance said to him.

“Alright let’s do this, hand me the lug wrench,” he said.

“It’s not budging, man. Don’t wanna make you waste your time here. It’s probably all rusted up on the inside, and needs greasing before it moves an inch,” Frank said to Andres as he handed him the lug wrench.

Andres crouched again, put the lug wrench through the crank and stood up. He placed his foot on the wrench and applied pressure. It didn’t move for a second, and then I saw him exert himself a little bit more, and the shaft turned, without him really breaking much of a sweat.

“Oh-wow, uh..thanks,” Frank said, as he watched Andres turn the jack’s shaft, the car being raised slowly off the ground.

Quietly, Andres began to loosen the lug nuts and take them off, and within no time he had replaced the tyre completely and was tightening the lug nuts. All the while I was taking in his muscular body. He was built like a male model or a bodybuilder or something.

“Thanks a lot, Andres,” Frank said.

“You need to go to a gym or something, brother,” Andres said to Frank, chuckling. “Or else some other big strong man is gonna steal that angel away, you know?”

Andres gestured towards me with his brow. Frank laughed nervously.

“You’re going to a performance?” he asked Andres, as he put his shirt back on and began to strap the guitar to his back once more.

“Yep, pub in Bay Street, Nassau. Got a ferry to catch in a bit,” he said.

“You can come with us!” I said. “We’re going to be catching the ferry in an hour, you could accompany us back to Nassau, that’s where our hotel room is.”

Frank gave me a sharp sideways glance that was a flying dagger. I was just trying to be helpful to someone who had helped us out.

“Oh really? Sure, I’d love that,” Andres said.

“I-...uh….alright then I guess,” Frank said. “Get in!”
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Frank

Andres got into the backseat with his guitar. I fired up the engine, and we sped down the road once more, the car’s lights illuminating the dark road as the sky began to fill up with thousands upon thousands of stars.

“That’s so beautiful. Wish I could take a picture of this,” Emma said, looking up at the stars.

“The stars are mansions built by Nature’s hand,

And, haply, there the spirits of the blest

Dwell, clothed in radiance, their immortal vest;”, Andres said, his voice solemn.

Emma had turned to look at him, riveted, her chin resting on her forearm, on the top of the seat.

“Wow,” she said. “Where’s that from?”

“William Wordsworth. The Stars Are Mansions Built By Nature’s Hand,” he replied.

“You’re a poet in your spare time?” she asked.

He chuckled.

“In a way, yes. Songwriting counts as poetry, doesn’t it?”

“I guess so,” Emma replied. “Wanna sing any of your songs for us here? We’ve got a few minutes till we reach Moss Town.”

“I’m honored that a gorgeous goddess like you would want to hear my songs, but I can’t. You should come and watch my performance though. How about when we get off the ferry, you two come with me to Bay Street? Hear the songs for yourself,” he said.

I was already annoyed that a potentially romantic night drive back to Moss Town under the stars with my new fiance was being intruded upon by a stranger who had flirted with her within the first ten seconds of meeting her. -And- a stranger who was decidedly younger than us. No way I was about to let the rest of this evening be wasted in watching him play the guitar for some no-name band.

“That’s a great idea but I really thi-,” I began but I was cut off by Emma.

“Yeah we’d love that! We can have dinner and drinks there. Won’t it be great, Frankie?” Emma piped up.

I was silent for a couple of seconds before I replied.

“Um- yeah that would be great!” I said quietly.

Well there went that romantic evening up in flames. I didn’t know what Emma was thinking. I stayed quiet throughout the rest of the drive while Emma and Andres talked. She wanted to know where Andres lived, and about the band he was in, and his family, and where he worked out to get so strong. He was apparently just twenty years old. You never would’ve guessed from the way he was built, like a hunky male model. He wanted to know where she was from, what she did, and occasionally he pretended to have any sort of interest in my existence.

“You two are married?” Andres asked, as we entered Moss Town.

“He just proposed this evening,” Emma said, showing off the ring on her finger to him.

“Congratulations! Frank my man, you need to beef up and get stronger if you want to keep a woman like this. There’s a thing women say here, it goes something like ‘if you marry a weak man you’ll only make your own life harder,’” he said.

Had he just called me weak? I gripped the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles going white. I wasn’t sure if I should’ve verbally confronted him about it.

“That’s what my father said too!” Emma said, grinning at Andres.

I always wondered why her father disliked me so much. I guess this illuminated the issue a bit better. He thought I was weak? It hurt to think about. I had always been skinny since puberty. Back in school the athletes and the jocks loved to look down on me and remind me of how much stronger they were and how no girl would ever fall for me. Well, they were clearly wrong since I was dating such an incredibly beautiful woman. But sometimes I wondered that’s how she saw me as well: weak. Unlike her father. They say all girls want a guy like their father, right? That didn’t bode well for me.

We reached the ferry just a minute before it was going to leave, after dropping the car off at the rental. By this time I was a deflated balloon. I felt a smoldering anger inside of me, a bitterness stemming from years of insecurity. Andres was every athlete and every jock who had ever looked down on me in one, come to haunt me on the very day I proposed to the love of my life.

Andres and Emma didn’t really pay much attention to me during the two hour long ferry ride either. How did Emma have more things to talk about with a local Bahamian fellow than her own fiance who had -just- proposed to her?! After a while I walked off and stood out on the deck, and tried to cool down again. It wasn’t anyone’s fault. She was just excited to befriend a local, that’s all. She has never been friends with someone from the bahamas, who wouldn’t want to talk to them? It was alright. And so what if he was much younger than either of us? He was a mature guy, that’s all. I had nothing to feel threatened about.

“Do you guys want to go to your hotel and freshen up or do you want to come straight to the pub? It was a two hour ferry, you must be tired,” Andres said to us after we got off the ferry and made our way off the dock into Nassau.

“I think I want to go ba-” I started before Emma cut me off once again.

“I’m starving, I think we should just go to the pub! We can enjoy Andres’ songs, eat dinner, and then go rest at the hotel, what do you think?” she asked me.

“I-uh...okay. Sure.”

I grit my teeth. What was up with Emma? I had never seen her be this overly assertive in her entire life, what had gotten inside of her?

Andres hailed a taxi cab and held the door open for Emma who climbed into the backseat, and before I could do anything he climbed in behind her with his guitar. He shut the door, and peered at me through the open window.

“Hey man, I’m sorry, the guitar’s taking up all the space, could you get in the front?” Andres said.

I didn’t reply, I just opened the door to the front seat and got in.

“Cayman Bar,” he said to the driver.

“Usually I just take the jitney,” I heard him say to Emma.

“A what?” Emma said, giggling.

“A jitney! It’s what we call a public bus here in the Bahamas,” he said, laughing.

I, for one, had no idea what was so fucking funny.

Bay Street was fairly crowded, a mixture of locals, and tourists from all around the world. On either side of the road were shops and eateries and bars and everything you’d see on a downtown street in an American city, reflections of the colored lights from their signs slid across the glass of the taxi cab as it slowly made its way forward. On the right side of the road often a stretch would clear up, affording a clear view of the ocean a few hundred feet away, and the moon’s reflection as it rose beyond the horizon.

Emma was excitedly listening as Andres pointed out the various shops and restaurants out to her. A famous celebrity was spotted here just 2 days ago, and that place there was the set of a famous Hollywood gangster movie, and there was where he had performed just last week. I needed a damn drink. They seemed to go quiet for a while, and a couple of minutes later we arrived at the Cayman Bar and Grill.

It was neatly tucked between two shopping stores, a low two storey structure that seemed to be going for a sea-shack restaurant aesthetic. I climbed out of the taxi, followed by Andres with his guitar, and Emma at last, who straightened her dress, looking a bit flushed. She was probably tired by now. There was a bit of a crowd outside the door, and Andres waved to a few of them and went over.

“We can still go back to the hotel if you’d like, I’m kinda tired, not gonna lie,” I said to Emma, still hoping that there was a chance that I could salvage this night.

“I-er...I’m hungry, I think I’ll have dinner first. You can go back to the hotel first if you like, I’ll join you later?” she suggested.

I wasn’t about to do that.

“Come on,” Andres said, waving us over.

He led us through the small crowd and the double doors and into the building. There was already a band playing at a center stage, and people busy dancing on a dance floor in front of it. The rest of the area was occupied by tables, and stairs leading to the upper floor which you could see from below. There was a fairly dense attendance at the establishment. The entire place had a sea shack theme.

“Take a seat, alright? I’ll have something sent over on me, and you guys can eat, I’ll be on after this in fifteen minutes,” Andres said, flashing us a warm smile before he walked off somewhere once more.

“What do you think of this place?” Emma asked me, looking around.

“It’s nice. Listen, do you want a drink?” I asked her, glancing at the bar which had a fair amount of attendance.

“Um, yeah sure. Just get anything you think I’d like,” she said.

“Alright.”

I needed some alcohol inside of me to calm the fuck down once more. I made my way snaking through the people walking around. Two bartenders behind the counter were mixing and pouring drinks in a well oiled performance, while talking to customers in between. It took a minute and a half before one of them got to me.

“Just two drinks, whatever you think we should taste,” I said to him.

He smiled.

“Ever had a Bahama Mama?” he said with a clearly identifiable Bahamian accent, mixing another drink expertly in front of me as he talked.

I shook my head.

“How long you been here?” he asked.

“Second day here today,” I replied.

“Alright, I got you. One Bahama Mama and a Sky Juice coming up. Can’t have you be in the Bahamas and go away without tasting a Sky Juice,” he said. “Give me a minute.”

I glanced back at Emma while waiting. She looked so incredibly pretty. Her legs crossed as she watched the band perform. I could see that men around her were giving her a fair bit of attention. She was turning heads, like she did wherever she went.

“Here you are,” the bartender said, pouring me a drink from the shaker, and the other bartender poured out the second from his.

“Thanks, how much is it going to be?”

“You’re the one with Andres? Saw you walk in with him,” the bartender said. “He said it’s on him, no worries.”

“Alright then, thanks a lot,” I said cheerily as I walked back to our table.

“Oooh they look fancy,” Emma said as I set down the drinks on our table and sat down.

“Can I have a sip from both? I really want a taste,” said Emma.

“Go ahead,”I said, and she picked up the Sky juice drink while I picked up the Bahama Mama.

“Mmmm,” Emma said after gulping down a sip. “This is really good.”

She looked at the people dancing.

“Do you wanna dance?” she asked me.

I never was much of a dancer. And I was just way too exhausted today. Mentally, if not physically.

“Not really,” I said.

She looked slightly crestfallen. I took a sip of the Bahama Mama and it was delicious. A minute later the food arrived, mostly seafood: lobsters, conches; presented in a fancy fashion on plates adorned with coconut leaves. I couldn’t identify most of it, but as we started eating, I learned that they were all just delicious. Coupled with the cocktails, it all made a pretty convincing, satisfying meal, and we leisurely ate.

The band ended the song they were playing, and thanked the audience, who broke into an applause. Leaving their instruments on stage, they walked off. The people on the dance floor scattered. To the bar, to their tables, to the restroom. After a minute of silence, Andres and 3 others walked on stage and began setting up, adjusting the mics and the instruments. After a couple of minutes, Andres leaned in close to the mic.

“Alright guys, we’re Late Night Switcha, and we’re going to be your entertainment for the next hour.”

The lights dimmed, and the focus of the pub was the band, playing under a spotlight. The drummer gave them the beat with his drumsticks, and they started, a soft, airy, rhythmic tune.

Andres began to sing. A song about breaking up with someone on the beach. He had a great voice, I acknowledged bitterly, and as I ate, I had to admit it was great background noise. I noticed that this time the audience was focused on the band. Barely anyone was eating. People had gotten on the dance floor again, slowly dancing with each other to Andres’ singing, most of them clinging close to each other.

“Wow, he’s great, isn’t he?” Emma whispered to me.

“Yeah, he is. Do you want another drink?” I asked her.

“Yeah sure,” she replied quietly, and I stood up from my seat to go refill our drinks.

I usually didn’t down a cocktail that quickly, but these were so much easier to drink. The fact that they were delicious was what was helping the most. Both were fairly sweet and fruity. I got back to my seat with the drinks and we continued to eat and listen to the music. Andres and his band were playing a more energetic number now and people on the dance floor were starting to get into it. I could see a few women twerking on their partners, or grinding against them, some of the men had their hands going up and down their partner’s body. I looked at Emma, maybe we could dance too after we ate. I was beginning to feel the effects of the alcohol as I quickly downed the second drink. I held Emma’s hand and I finally began to enjoy the evening once more, letting go of the bitterness I had returned to Nassau with.
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Emma

I wasn’t much of a drinker. But the cocktails Frankie kept bringing over tasted really nice, and before I knew it I was on my third one, and the music sounded magical, and the food was so good, and I was holding his hand in mine. It was as perfect as it could be. My eyes, however, were focused on Andres. He looked so good, standing there in his shirt that stretched almost taut across his chest, his soft voice like a lullaby in my ears. I could feel a certain warmth in between my thighs, and I squeezed my thighs together under the table.

In the taxi I’d felt his hand on my thigh, above my knee. I had assumed that it was an accident, but then he’d started to slowly caress and stroke my skin. Frankie had been sitting in the front seat, completely unaware. I had looked at him to see him smiling. He was a handsome guy. My heart had raced as his hand had made its way up my thigh, and slowly under my dress. He’d done nothing more, just caressed my skin. But it felt so intimate. I’d become very wet. It didn’t last for very long because we arrived at the pub within a minute of it happening.

Andres and his band finally ended their set.

“Thank you so much guys, we’re Late Night Switcha, it’s been a pleasure playing for all of you,” he said, and the band stepped off the stage.

The lights stayed dim, and dance music began to play on the speakers, and the dance floor came to life once more. Frank and I had finished our dinner, and we sat quietly at our table, soaking up the atmosphere. Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“How was I? Did you enjoy it?” the 20 year old hunk said in his smooth voice.

“Oh-hey! Andres, you were so great! That was amazing, honestly,” I said, noticing him peek down the front of my dress.

I felt a tingle between my legs. He pulled up a chair and joined us at the table.

“How was the food? I had them sent over some of my favorites,” he added.

“It was all so delicious, we both loved it, wasn’t it great, Frank?” I said.

Frank just raised his glass and nodded. He’d almost completely finished his third Bahama Mama. He normally didn’t drink this much either.

“You guys get a chance to dance together, yet?”

“No, no. Not yet. Frank isn’t much of a dancer,” I said.

Frank never had been. I on the other hand loved it. Today he seemed extra tired. I guess I couldn’t blame him. Two ferry rides and a car journey, of course he was tired. I looked at him.

“Well if Frank doesn’t mind how about I ask you for a dance?” Andres asked.

“Oh of course I’d love to!” I piped up, and took his outstretched hand, getting out of my chair.

“This DJ is pretty good, a close friend of mine,” Andres said, as we walked to the dance floor.

We had to snake through a bunch of people, and he dragged me in deep into the dance floor, so that we were surrounded by people grinding and moving and touching each other. Suddenly I wasn’t feeling too sure about this. Would Frank approve? Did he approve? The alcohol in my blood was doing work. The fast, bass heavy dance music blaring through the speakers made my whole body want to move. When I felt Andres’ hands on my waist all other thought quickly vanished. He towered above me.. I looked up to see him smiling as he began to sway to the music with me. He pulled me closer, against him. Against his hard chest.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever danced with, Emma,” he whispered into my ear.

“Th-thanks,” I said.

Around us people moved, flailing hands and shuffling feet. I could feel my heartbeat rising quickly, and it was only partially because of the dancing.

“Women like you need a big, strong man, Em,” he whispered once more, sending shivers running through my body.

His hands slid lower, and my heart jumped into my throat. I felt something on my belly. A bulge in his trousers. A...oh my God, he was erect! I was dancing with a 20 year old who was hard, his bulge rubbing up against my belly!

“Ever been with a black man before?” he asked smoothly.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. My head was buzzing. I felt so good.

“No,” I replied to Andres.

What else was there to say? I felt so naughty. All I wanted was to cling on to his big, strong body.

“Your husband as big as this?” he asked, holding one of my hands and sliding it down to his bulge, pressing my palm against it. I gasped, and instinctively gave it a slight squeeze.

“I…,” I gulped. “No,” I said once more, softly.

He turned me around roughly, startling me, and he wrapped his hands around my body, and I could feel him slightly thrust his bulge against my butt! His hands meanwhile started to slide their way up my front to my breasts, and began to squeeze them. I was in utter shock, with a burning fire under my panties. The music, the dancing, his hands moving across my body, it was all too much. I was a maelstrom of sensations. Almost as if I wasn’t in control of myself, I began to thrust my butt back at him. Feeling that bulge on my butt, separated from his young cock only by two thin layers of cloth. My head tilted back, and that’s when he planted his lips on mine.

It felt like everything had been set to an abrupt pause. All thought simply vanished from my head. Everything that existed was the warmth on my lips. I opened my mouth as he opened his, and our tongues met, and it felt like I was some teenage girl kissing a boy for the first time. It was all such an alien feeling Being cradled like this in the big, strong arms of a man. I had always craved to feel this way, but I’d forgotten it with Frankie. Andres took my hand and brought it to his bulge once more, and I felt him unzip, and slide my hand inside.

I put my fingers around the thick cock. So much bigger than my husband’s. I couldn’t put my fingers all the way around it. It was warm, and I don’t know if the alcohol and arousal had addled my brains but I wanted to get on my knees right then and there and suck him off. His hands were squeezing my breasts and caressing them. I hadn't been touched like this by a man other than Frank in such a long, long time. I couldn’t believe he’d let a woman touch his cock in the middle of a crowded dance floor.

He turned me around once more and pulled me too him, and he zipped back up. We danced for ten more minutes, hands exploring each others’ bodies freely. Him taking advantage of having an aroused, thirty two year old blonde American woman in his arms, me taking advantage of a hunky twenty year old black Bahamian in mine.

We walked off the dance floor breathing heavily and covered with a fine layer of sweat. When I got to the table Frank and I were sitting at, I saw that he had passed out with his face on the table, resting on an arm, several cocktail glasses around him. I sighed. Andres chuckled.

“Not too much of a drinker, your fiance?” he asked.

“I’m afraid not,” I said. “God, how am I gonna carry him to the hotel?”

“I can help out, it’s no problem,” he said. “How far is your hotel?”

“West Bay Street,” I replied.

“That’s not too far. Come on.”

He leaned beside Frank, wrapped an arm around his chest, and hoisted his unconscious body on his shoulder. Frank senselessly groaned in his sleep.

“Thank you so much for doing this,” I said.

And so we began to walk, right out of the pub, onto the sidewalk. The streets were much less crowded by now than they were when we were driving to the Cayman pub. The lack of car noises meant that I could softly hear the waves in the distance.

“You know, what happened back there…” I said, unsure of how to proceed. “I’m engaged. I just engaged hours ago. It’s wrong. And you’re so much younger.”

“Hey, it’s no issue,” he replied.

“Glad you understand.”

I heard a sick gagging sound, and Frank vomited onto the street, still slung on to Andres’ strong shoulder.

“I think your fiance got my shirt and jeans with that,” he said.

“Oh my God I’m so sorry. I can wash those for you when we get back at the hotel, alright?” I said, feeling terribly ashamed. “How could Frank do this? He’s never been someone who drinks this much, I don’t know why he would! And embarrass me like this!”

“It happens to the best of us, don’t worry about it,” he replied.

It didn’t take long before we reached the hotel. The receptionist gave us a weird look as he saw us pass on our way to the elevator, my unconscious fiance slung over the shoulder of this big muscular man.

I swiped my key card at the door and it unlocked with a click. I turned the knob, swung it open and walked in, switching the lights on. The hotel room had a bedroom along with a living room.

“The bedroom or the couch?” Andres asked me.

“Um, lay him on the bed, it’s closer to the bathroom if he needs it during the night,” I said.

“Alright,” he said.

Andres heaved him onto the bed, and made sure Frank was laying on his side.

“How many more days of your vacation do you have left in here?” he asked.

“Uh, three more,” I replied. “Take those clothes off and put them in the bathtub, I’ll just wash them right now before I sleep.”

“Alright.”

He walked into the bathroom and shut the door behind him. I plopped down on the couch, exhausted, and took my shoes off and threw them into a corner, breathing deeply. It had been a long, long day. The events that had taken place in the middle of the dance floor kept replaying in my head. I had let it all happen. Or had I? Hadn’t I been a willing participant? I remembered how his strong hands felt on my breasts and my thighs twitched. I suddenly became conscious of the fact that my panties were soaking by this point. God, what was wrong with me. I wondered. I leaned back my head on the backrest of the couch and shut my eyes.

I heard the bathroom door open and close once again. I heard Andres’ footsteps approach the living room.

“I’ve put them in the bathtub, is that alright?” Andres asked.

“Yeah it’s okay.” I said, and opened my eyes to look at him in front of me.

I gasped from the shock. He was completely naked. He stood tall in front of me, muscular and black, a thick cock dangling from his groin right in front of me. He looked like a dark adonis, and I felt that raging storm in my pussy again, which had subsided for the most part after we had walked out of the pub.

“I know you want me,” he said quietly.

“I’m...my fiance is in the other room,” I said.

“He’s passed out. He’s never going to know, alright?” he said.

He sat down beside me on the sofa, my blue eyes locked with his dark ones. He took my hand and brought it to his thick manhood which was quickly growing in size. I marveled. I didn’t know people had cocks like this. My fingers went around the warm shaft, and I felt it pulsate with his heartbeat.

“Ever felt a cock like this before?” he asked.

“N-no,” I whispered, trembling from the arousal.

“Do you like it?”

I quietly nodded. Andres leaned over and kissed me, and I reached up and put a hand around his neck as I kissed him back. Frank was deep asleep in the other room. He was never going to know. I deserved this before I married him. I deserved this. Our tongues met and I tasted him, and as we kissed our passions flared until a deep hunger opened up within me that wanted to swallow him whole. He kissed my chin, and my neck, my shoulders, and my chest. He slipped the straps of my dress down my shoulders and pulled the dress down, exposing my bra covered breasts to his eyes. I reached back and unhooked it for him, and he slowly pulled it away and threw it down on the carpeted floor.

After so long someone other than Frank had looked at me like this. Andres quickly began kissing my soft breasts as I held his head, gasping as his tongue sent little bolts of electricity running through my skin. He took one of my nipples into his mouth and began to suck, and flick with his tongue. Frank rarely did this, and it felt so good. I tried my hardest not to let out any moans or squeals.

My other hand was still on his erect shaft and I began moving it up and down, stroking it and feeling it harden in my hand.

“Mmmm,” Andres groaned with pleasure.

He kissed both of my breasts, and licked them and squeezed them. When he had his fun he began moving southwards and kissing my tummy. And then he made me lean back on the armrest of the couch, and he spread my legs, one of my feet over the backrest of the couch and the other on the floor. I lay there, blushing intensely as I opened up to his view, my wet panties and my thighs exposed to his eyes, my dress bunched up around my waist. I lifted my butt off the couch a couple inches and he pulled my panties up my legs and off, along with my dress. We were both completely naked now, on the couch.

“You’re a goddess, Emma,” he said. “You deserve the fucking I’m about to give you.”

He spread my legs and dove in, rubbing his face in my pussy. The sudden burst of pleasurable sensation made me cover my mouth to stop myself from screaming out loud in pleasure.

“God, you smell so good,” he said.

I spread my legs further. Frank had never done anything like this. No one ever had. And I was loving every bit of it. It was so naughty, and so passionate. I had never felt arousal like this. He began kissing my pussy, from my mound to my clit, my lips and my perineum. He retreated, and began to kiss my inner thighs, and began to kiss and lick his way up my leg, kissing my calves, and my feet, licking my toes. And then he moved on to my other foot, and my calf, my thigh, my inner thigh, licking and kissing passionately. He was worshiping me like I had never been worshiped. Sex with Frank was a ritual. This was a celebration. My mind was blank, the only sensations I was aware of anymore were the touch of his lips and his delightful tongue. My pussy was soaking wet.

I moaned before I could stop myself when I first felt his tongue lick me from my clit to my asshole and back. I raised my crotch, thrusting him against his face as he wrapped his dark, hard arms around my soft, pale thighs. Andres was lapping up my wetness and my juices like a man dying of thirst. He began to work my clit with his tongue, flicking and licking it, making my legs twitch and my body tremble and little squeals of pleasure escape from my lips. I didn’t know it was possible to feel this way. I squeezed his head with my thighs. The pleasure was overwhelming.

“Oh God…” I groaned. “Fuck that’s good.”

As he licked my clit, and pulled on my pussy lips with his lips, he’d occasionally stick his tongue inside my pussy and fuck me with it. It was all so lewd...and it turned me on so much. After five more minutes of pleasuring me tongue, just as I was about to orgasm, he pulled away.

“You taste heavenly, Emma,” Andres said. “Would you like to taste me now?”

I looked at him and nodded. It was his turn to lay back on the couch and spread his legs. Between his thick, muscular, manly thighs, his thick, enormous manhood pointed up straight at the ceiling, and his big balls hung down loosely.

“It’s so big,” I whispered.

“You deserve it,” he said.

I leaned forward, reaching out and holding his cock again and stroking it. My pale hand on the veiny, black cock, looking tiny, moving up and down with my wedding ring glittering on my finger.

“Kiss it,” he said. “I know you want to.”

It felt nice and warm in my palm, and I could smell his manly scent. My other hand was in between my thighs rubbing my clit and my pussy. My mouth watered as I looked at the magnificent, big, black cock that was being presented to me. It had awakened something deep inside of me that had taken control over me. I got closer, and he took his shaft and rubbed it on my nose and my cheeks and my lips, while I shut my eyes and smiled and let him. It felt so silky on my face. I couldn’t believe I was letting someone do this. What had gotten into me?

I stuck my tongue out and tasted his black cock for the first time. With Frank I had always felt that oral sex was an unenjoyable chore. With him….I wanted to please. I wanted to serve. And obey. Is this what it was supposed to be like? I planted my lips on the head of his cock and began to kiss, and suck it, like a big lollipop. And then I licked it from the tip, down the lengthy black shaft, down to his big ballsack. Frank’s balls were small, and pert. I took one of his balls into my mouth, feeling the heft of it on my tongue, sucking on it. And then the other. He was clean shaved, not a single hair on him. Andres stroked my hair.

“You’re so good at this. You’re amazing, Emma,” he cooed.

I licked it back up to the head, and I parted my lips and took it in my mouth once more, covering it in my spit. I opened my mouth more and tried to get more of his cock into my mouth but he was so large that I couldn’t. I began bobbing my head up and down, fucking his big black cock with my tiny mouth. His heavy breathing told me that I was doing a good job.

“Oh yeah, you’re a natural,” he whispered.

I sucked him for another minute and then he sat upright once more, and kissed me deeply, slowly leaning me back until I was lying down again, and I spread my legs for him. He kept kissing me as his other hand lined up his enormous cock with my opening.

“I’ve never had something so big,” I quietly admitted.

“Then you’re going to love this,” he said, kissing me again.

I felt head of it prod my pussy lips and spread them apart, slick from my juices and my saliva on it.Andres rubbed it on my pussy, teasing me, rubbing my clit with it. He then gently pushed it and thrust forward, making the head of it slowly stretch my opening and then pop inside. I moaned into his mouth as we kissed. This would be a lot more difficult if I wasn’t so wet and lubricated. He was huge. His cock began to stretch my pussy as it slowly made its way forward inside of my engaged pussy.

“God you’re tight,” he said to me.

“You’re so...so big,” I gasped and moaned.

His cock inched forward and went deeper. Deeper than anything I had ever used to masturbate, deeper than Frank’s cock had ever gone or could hope to go. I didn’t think I could take all of it, but I could feel the muscles of my pussy stretch to accomodate the giant black cock penetrating me. The smell of sex was thick in the air of the room. I wondered if Frank could smell it in his sleep from the other room. I felt the orgasm come rushing at me once more as Andres buried the last inches of his cock completely inside of me, making me moan loudly.

“Oh God it’s in me,” I groaned.

“You’re doing so well,” he said, his voice soothing me.

I wrapped my arms and legs around him tightly as my orgasm hit me, and I trembled and twitched under him, my soft, pale body under his muscular, dark one. He stayed still, embedded deep inside me as I caught my breath once more, and I slowly descended from the clouds. How had I missed out on this feeling for all of my life?

Andres slowly pulled out until just the tip of his mammoth cock was left inside of me, and then he thrust back in, filling me up. And so he began fucking me, the copious juices in my pussy filling up the room with squishy wet noises. I desperately thrust back, trying to return his passion with my own. He quickly fell into a fast, pleasurable rhythm and began pumping in and out of me as I clung on for dear life. I could feel his balls slapping against my gooch.

I could feel another orgasm begin to build within me. I didn’t know I was even capable of having two back to back. I was beginning to get sweaty, and so was he, his dark skin glistening under the warm lights on the ceiling.

He pulled out, and made me get on all fours on the couch, and he penetrated me again from the back. This time his cock touched me so differently inside. He was scratching itches in other parts of my pussy, massaging it and relieving me. He began slamming in and out of me, the slapping noises of our union filled up the room, accompanied lewd by my moans and gasps. The sensation of my breasts bouncing from intense lovemaking was new to me.

I couldn’t help but moan out loud now, I was in no mental position to hold it down. I just hoped Frank would just sleep through it. After a while of slamming into me from the back, he sat back down on the couch, and asked me to ride him, and I climbed into his lap facing him, straddling his cock and descending on it slowly, feeling the delightful sensation of being filled up by it once again. I held his shoulder and wrapped an arm around his neck to maintain my balance and I began bouncing up and down on his thick black rod. This time the sensation was also different. I couldn’t tell which one was my favorite. They’d all been so magical. My breasts and my hair bounced as I rode him hard, squealing as his black cock went deep inside of me, hitting my cervix. The second orgasm quickly approached, and Andres pulled me close, hugging me and kissing me, thrusting up himself to meet my thrusts.

“God, I’m gonna cum,” he said as I rode him harder.

His cock pushed me closer to my orgasm, and finally it hit me, and I screamed loudly. I clung on to Andres, twitching and trembling. My pussy massaged his cock as wave after wave of intense ecstatic pleasure washed over me. It was too much for Andres because he groaned and I felt his cock pulsate inside of me, squirting warm cum in my pussy, filling me up completely, and oozing out of me down his cock. I could never imagine Frank cumming this much.

We kissed, his hand stroked my hair and mine around his neck.

I had three more days left here. I couldn’t wait.
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Frank
I’d sat there, speechless like a weak-willed buffoon as a 20 year old took my fianceé by hand to the dance floor, and disappeared in the mass of people on there. I didn’t want her to go. I didn't want her to dance with him. I wanted to dance with her. But it was too late. I hadn’t said anything. It just happened so quick, they didn’t even wait for me to say anything! I downed my cocktail, looking at the mass of people on the dance floor, trying to get a glimpse of my Emma with him.
I sat there seething, sipping on another cocktail when I saw them. And my heart broke. I just saw a glimpse before my view of them was swallowed up by the crowd around them once more. Her back was to him, her tilted back as he kissed her, her hand on his crotch and his on her breast. The woman I had just gone down on one knee for that very evening. I didn’t know what to do. The one glimpse I’d gotten kept replaying in my head. I kept drinking. I suddenly became aware of the fact that I was painfully hard under the table.
I went and got myself another cocktail. I drank, my mind racing. And at some point thing started to go dark, and I passed out.
It must have been around two in the morning when I came back to consciousness. I was on our hotel bed. And I had no memory of how I’d got there. I heard Emma’s voice. Moaning! I looked around me. The room was dark. I quietly got off the bed, feeling sick and hungover, and tiptoed to the door, with an intense dread in the pit of my stomach. Listening to her sounds of pleasure was making my cock hard once again. I silently turned the knob and opened the door just an inch, and was greeted with the vision of my fiance laying on the couch, my sweet, blonde haired blue eyed, innocent Emma, her arms and legs wrapped around the muscular black body of Andres, his giant cock spreading her pussy apart, as he railed her. I looked, dumbfounded. And I kept looking. I had no idea how to react to any of it. My cock was begging for attention. I don’t know what dark instinct I chose to obey, but I unzipped. And I began stroking, watching my fiance get defiled on the very day I had proposed to her. The ring glittered on her finger against his broad, muscular back.
They made love until three thirty in the morning. And I watched the entire time after waking up. I came four times, just watching. It was the hottest thing I had ever witnessed, watching this young black hunk take my petite, innocent fiance. I quietly slipped into bed after they stopped, and at four, Emma slipped into bed right beside me.
In the morning when I woke up, Emma just acted like herself. Like nothing had ever happened. Andres was nowhere to be seen, he’d slipped out after I slipped into bed or left in the morning, I couldn’t tell. When I kissed Emma that morning, it was with the knowledge that her lips had sucked on a monstrous black cock just hours ago, and her pussy was still full of a stranger’s cum.
We still had three more days left in our vacation. Things were going to get interesting.
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Conservative Christian Lindsey Cucks Her Boyfriend With His Bully’s BBC
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I

Dominic had been sitting beside me the entire time, but he hadn’t said anything to me for most of the lecture. It was hard to completely ignore a guy like him. He was...good looking. Extremely. Strong jawline, piercing eyes, short cropped army style hair. He was somewhere around six feet four inches tall, black, and very muscular. I had seen the way most of the girls in our year looked at him, scanning his body, undressing him with their eyes like men did to me.

It was just a couple minutes before class that he had leaned close to me and whispered into my ear.

“Lindsey, right?”

“Yeah,” I replied softly.

I was a little bit surprised that he knew me. I couldn’t help feeling a small amount of satisfaction that the most popular and good looking guy in our entire year knew me by name.

“I’m Dominic,” he said.

“Nice to meet you,” I replied.

“You ever been with a black guy?”

It was so brazen that I just looked straight ahead at the notes on the projector screen for a couple of seconds without reacting.

“Excuse me?” I whispered back to him finally, looking at him.

He flashed me an arrogant smile.

“Sex. You know? You ever fucked a black guy?” he repeated.

I was raised in a little town in Minnesota. There were less than a dozen black guys, total. And the idea of having sex with one was outrageous in there, it was that sort of place. I had been rebellious enough in having a boyfriend in my first year at college.

“I have a boyfriend,” I said, fully expecting that to be the end of it, as I looked

forward at the notes and resumed my typing.

“I know. The wimp doing philosophy. Gary. I’ve seen you two together. I was at school with him.”

“Good for you,” I said to him, giving him a mock smile, as I began to ignore him, my fingers started typing once more.

“You’re way out of his league. The only time someone like that deserves to be with a girl like you is when he has a massive cock or something.”

I blushed. I had never in my dreams imagined a stranger talking like this to me.

“And I know Gary, poor guy. I’ve seen what he’s packing in the gym showers. Nowhere near enough to hold on to you. Do you know how big my cock is?” he asked.

I didn’t reply to him.

“Surely the girls in here must’ve told you. No?”

I’d heard the gossip the other girls in my year had been floating. The same girls who were throwing me jealous looks at me over their shoulders right then, watching their hunky idol lean in close to me and whisper in my ear. The thought that they could never in a million years have imagined the offer he was throwing at me right then gave me a tiny bit of joy somewhere inside.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I whispered back to Dominic.

“Here, let me show you,” he said, using his index fingers to span my forearm from wrist to just above my elbow. “That’s what- twice as big as Gary? One and a half at the least, right?”

I didn’t reply. He was pretty much accurate. But I knew there couldn’t be a way that he was telling the truth. And this might have worked on the other girls at this college, but not me. I wasn’t the sort of girl who would be swayed by the size of a man’s...thing. What did it matter anyway?

People began to stand up and start leaving. I hadn’t even realized when the professor had dismissed the class.

“Think about it, I’d love to be your first,” Dominic said, winking, as he started packing up his things.

He stood up and left, leaving me sitting there, dumbfounded.

My interaction with Dominic replayed in my mind the entire day. I had met cocky boys before. I used to be approached by jocks a lot back in high school, I was a petite blue eyed blonde with nice curves, but I had never experienced something as brazen as this. And never by a hunky black guy like him.

I was supposed to be staying at my college dormitory but I was secretly living with Gary at his flat. If my parents ever found out I’d be in trouble, to say the least. Gary walked in at his usual time, around four. I wanted to rant to him about what had happened at college, but I waited until he had rested and cleaned up.

“Did you know someone called Dominic at school?” I asked Gary casually as he collapsed onto the couch and turned the TV on, warm columns of sunlight painted across our bodies.

He seemed to freeze, like I really caught him off guard.

“Erm...wh-why do you ask?” he asked in return.

“He’s with me in Finance, said he used to know you at school. Big black guy, pretty muscular?” I ventured.

Gary gulped and nodded.

“Did he flirt with you?” he asked.

I hesitated in answering him. After seeing his reaction to just hearing his name I was in two minds about telling him what happened at all. But I nodded. Gary sighed.

“Try to stay away from him, alright?” he said, gravely.

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t want to talk about it babe, okay?” he said.

I hadn’t expected such a sharp reaction.

“...Okay,” I replied, and laid my head down on his shoulder as we both watched TV.

I was really curious now, and I decide to ask Gary at a time when he’d be more...willing. At seven we decided to head out to our favorite pub and have a few drinks and dinner. It was fairly crowded like it usually was, mostly college kids like ourselves. We had a couple of drinks and Gary was telling me about how his day went, when I saw him open the door and walk in with a couple of his other friends. It was hard to miss him, he towered over most of the people in there.

“Oh no, there he is,” I sighed.

Gary looked puzzled for a second and then he turned to look over his shoulder.

“Fuck,” he said.

Dominic stood for a second and scanned the people in the pub, and saw the two of us sitting by the window, and an arrogant smirk emerged on his lips. He quickly made his way over.

“Gary!” he said, reaching out to shake his hand. “Imagine seeing you here! It’s been a while, man.”

Reluctantly Gary shook his hand, and I could tell Dominic squeezed it painfully because Gary tried hard to hide the wince.

“Your girlfriend here is in Finance with me, did you know? Really pretty lady you have here,” he said,scanning my body with his eyes openly, staring down my top.

I was wearing a fairly low cut shirt and his height meant he could peer right down in between my bra covered breasts. I felt a strange tingle between my legs.

“How did you ever land a girl like this, Gary? God damn,” Dominic sneered. “More power to you.”

Gary was looking determinedly at the table as Dominic stared into my eyes and I stared right back.

“I’ll leave you two lovebirds to it,” he said, waving and walking back to his friends who had a good chuckle about something as they stared at us.

“I can’t believe him, what’s wrong with this guy?” I uttered in disbelief.

“He’s the sort of guy someone becomes when they keep getting what they want. Let’s just head home, babe.”

“Alright,” I said. “Just give me a minute, I need the washroom.”

He nodded, and I stood up and made my way to the ladies’ room. When I walked out, I saw Dominic standing there in the little corridor that led out into the pub.

I rolled my eyes.

“What are you doing here?”

“Trying to get some alone time with you,” he said, his eyes moving down my body lustfully once more. “Damn,” he whispered. “You’re built for black cock, sweetie. Come on, ditch poor old Gary over there and come home with me, and I’ll show you what a real man feels like.”

“Gary’s more of a real man than you could dream, so,” I replied.

“Uh huh, is he now?”

Dominic reached out and grabbed my hand. My heart rate shot up. What was he going to do? He pulled my hand to his crotch, and held my palm against his crotch and I gasped.

“That’s what a real man feels like, does Gary feel like this?” he said smoothly.

I could feel his pulsating erection, warm and hard. I couldn’t believe this was happening. My skin was separated just by a couple layers of cloth from his massive manhood. All the talk the girls in our year floated weren’t lies.

“I-I have to go,” I quickly muttered as I pulled my hand away and began to walk away.

“Remember, you can have this anytime you want, baby,” he called after me.

As I walked back to Gary sitting on our table, I became conscious of the wetness in between my thighs, and the thumping of my heart in my chest. Gary looked at me as I approached.

“Are you okay? You’re all red” he said.

“Um, just the alcohol I guess?” I giggled nervously. “Let’s get out of here.”

On the car ride home I replayed it in my head. Why did I just stand there like a mute doll and feel Dominic’s bulge? Why didn’t I slap him or make a scene or do any number of things? Why was I feeling so warm in between my thighs? I’d never done anything so naughty.

As Gary shut the door behind us in the apartment, I pinned him to the door and began to kiss him. He began to kiss me back, and his hand moved all over my body before settling on my butt and squeezing it.

“You’re all fired up tonight,” he said, breathing heavily as we paused kissing.

“I want you,” I whispered, cupping his crotch and stroking his manhood over his jeans.

He was fully hard. I couldn’t help but thinking about how different it felt. A flood of guilt quickly followed that thought like ripples behind a boat.

“I love you,” he said to me.

“I love you too,” I said back.

We quickly moved to the bedroom and onto our bed. We were kissing and he was stroking and touching my breasts while I slipped my hand down his jeans and began playing with his cock, fondling it, stroking it. He unzipped and unbuckled and dragged the jeans down his legs, his cock hard, and my fingers went round it and I began to lovingly stroke it.

“Babe?” I ventured.

“Hmm?”

“What happened between you and Dominic?”

I kissed his neck, and then took off my shirt and my bra and brought a breast to his lips, and he began to suck on my nipple while I stroked his hair.

“Tell me,” I pleaded softly. “Why did you tell me to stay away from him?”

I could feel his arousal intensify.

“Because....because he’ll try to steal you from me.”

I looked at him, hurt.

“You don’t trust me?” I asked.

The idea that my boyfriend thought that someone could ‘steal me’ away was offensive to me.

“I trust you, babe. But I trusted Heather too. And he stole her from me. He’s an asshole who bullied me for 3 years at school. He gets off on knowing that he could steal any girl from me, it’s some sort of sick power fantasy for him.”

I was still stroking his cock.

“And…” he began but stopped.

I could see the conflict in his eyes. There was more he wanted to tell but he was struggling. I wondered why.

Even as he vented to me I could feel his increasing arousal, and it intrigued me. He was getting close to cumming. I stopped stroking him, and mounted his manhood, taking it inside of me as I began to ride him slowly, sensually. He never took very long to reach his release, and this time was no difference. After a minute of feeling him inside of me he erupted, and laid down on him, kissing him.


II

I pulled the lid of my laptop open as our finance professor started his lecture. Thankfully Dominic was sitting a few rows in front of me this time. He’d caught my eyes glancing at him as I passed by on my way to the last row, and I had turned red as a beet. His voice echoed in my head, repeating the things he had said to me yesterday in this very classroom, and the things he had said to me outside of that washroom.

To make things worse, I’d dreamed of him. Seeing him in class had triggered the memory. I’d been back in front of the door of the ladies’ room in the pub, my hand cupping his manhood. We were the only two people in there, music from the pub echoing off the walls of the corridor. He had silently unzipped, and revealed his massive black cock, illuminated by the warm lights on the ceiling. I’d quietly dropped to my knees to examine it up close, fascinated by it.

“Why don’t you taste what a real cock is like?” his voice had echoed in my head.

I had obeyed. Even though in real life I had never sucked Gary off. The thought felt disgusting. Maybe someday I’d open myself up enough to do it for him. I didn’t let him give me any head either. But in my dream I didn’t think twice. I’d opened my lips and taken the bulbous head of the black penis in my mouth. It felt good. Tasting it had spread a warmth through my nerves, and I wanted to take more of it into my mouth. Recalling my dream in class had sent shivers through my body. I could feel the wetness in my panties, I was aroused once more. I felt guilty. What sort of slut was I? Good girls didn’t think like this. Did they?

After I had licked and kissed the smooth, dark shaft of Dominic’s cock in my dream, I had stood up, and he’d lifted my leg and held it up under the knee, and lined his cock up with my opening, and slowly stretched me open. Sitting in the class right then my pussy twitched as I recalled vividly what it had felt like. It had felt so real. Like I had lost my virginity all over again. He’d felt so much bigger inside of me than Gary ever had. It felt...so deeply satisfying.

“Hey,” said Dominic.

I was brutally pulled out from my reverie as I stared at the screen of my laptop blankly. I hadn’t even noticed when Dominic had left his seat and moved to sit right beside me, here in the last row. The rows behind us were empty and so was the row in front of us. I suddenly became conscious of the redness in my face, of how fast my heart was beating and how wet I was. I crossed my legs.

Dominic smirked at me as if he knew what I had been thinking about.

“Bet you can’t get my cock out of your mind, can you?” he said softly.

I didn’t reply to him.

“It’s okay, don’t be ashamed. You’re just like all the other girls here. Except you’re the most beautiful.”

“Look,” I said, my teeth clenched. “It’s not going to work, okay? Give up. Chase another skirt, you know you have plenty of options.”

“No other girl in here does this to me like you do,” he said.

I was confused by what he meant for a second until he quietly began to unzip. My eyes went wide and I quickly looked around to see if anyone was watching it. Everyone seemed to be focused on the professor and the professor seemed to be focused on his notes. I watched, amazed, as Dominic pulled out his completely hard, massive black manhood and exposed it to me, sitting right beside me in our college classroom while a class was going on.

It looked just like I had imagined. He wasn’t lying, it was almost as long as my entire forearm, wrist to elbow. It was slightly pulsing with his heartbeat. And it was almost double the size of Gary, and so much thicker. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I realized I’d been staring at it. And I realized my mouth was dry. I gulped.

“First time seeing one, huh? I get it,” Dominic chuckled softly.

He reached out and gently held one of my hands, still resting on the keyboard even though at this point the thought of typing my notes was a forgotten memory in my mind. I was almost in a trance, I didn’t react at all. He took my hand and brought it to his thick, black rod, and placed my palm against it. Instinctively, almost involuntarily, my fingers wrapped against it.

He was warm, so thick that my fingers couldn’t even go all the way around it, and I could feel his pulse in it. He still had his hand on mine and he began to gently move it up and down, so that I was stroking his cock. My heart was racing, I could feel that my pussy was soaked. Once more my eyes darted around the room. No one seemed to be paying attention to what was going on behind them, and the desks were high enough that they were covering my hand and his exposed member.

After a minute of making me stroke his cock, Dominic removed my hand from his shaft and quietly zipped up again.

“Remember, this is waiting for you whenever you want it, honey,” Dominic said, and he stood up and walked back to where he was sitting before, leaving me flushed and sweating.

What had just happened? How had I let it happen once more? For the rest of the half hour that the class continued, I could barely pay attention. My womanhood was demanding attention desperately. I needed to go somewhere and get some release. I couldn’t have Gary make love to me, he wouldn’t be home until the evening. As soon as the class was dismissed, I packed up my things and headed straight for the apartment. The rest of the classes for the day could go to hell, I felt like I was going to explode with arousal. Soon as I entered the flat I threw my bag onto the couch and sat down, and pulled my dress up and my panties down, and began to touch myself. Figuring out how I was supposed to feel after what had happened could come later. Right now, this was an emergency.

I was soaking wet, and as I started rubbing my clit and my pussy my fingers immediately got covered in the slick wetness of my arousal. The visions from last night’s sleep came back to me, along with new ones I couldn’t help but imagine. I imagined stroking his cock harder, that incredible, thick, black cock… I imagined myself an hour ago in class as it had happened, leaning over and parting my lips and welcoming it into my mouth. I felt like a slut. And it just spurred me on further. I imagined bobbing my head up and down, moving my mouth up and down his thick shaft, my lips stretched, feeling him hit my throat, making his skin glisten with my saliva.

I had never felt anything like it before. My pussy twitched as jolts of electricity shot up from it through my spine and radiated throughout my entire body like a shockwave. I imagined climbing into his lap, feeling so infinitesimally small in the arms of his hulking, hunky body. I fantasized of him pulling my head to his and kissing me, wildly, passionately like I had never been kissed before as I line his mammoth cock up with my opening, and descend on it, feeling the tip touch my slick pussy, and slowly begin to stretch it open. I pushed two fingers into myself on the couch and began to finger myself hard, my soft gasps and moans and the wet squishes of my sex filling the living room of the apartment, and droplets of my juices flying off my fingers. I wondered if I could even fit all of that black cock within me, I had never tried to masturbate with something as big.

I imagined it inching further inside of me, slowly, stretching me, as I slammed my fingers into my pussy. My moans got louder. Right then I didn’t have the capacity to care about my neighbors hearing my noises of pleasure. All that was on my mind was my approaching orgasm, and the naughty visions playing out inside of my head. As I imagined his cock bottom out inside of me, I went past the edge, and reached the most intense orgasm of my entire life. I moaned loudly like a slut, my fingers a blur in my pussy and on my clit, and I squirted all over the glass table in front of the couch.


III

“Hope Dominic didn’t talk to you, today,” said Gary as we ate chow mein, watching TV together, sitting on the same couch where I had cum while fantasizing of his bully, just hours earlier.

“No, no,” I said, a bit too quickly.

“Good,” he replied, shoveling another mouthful from his fork.

The tiny jingle of a text message alert. I picked up my phone beside me, wondering who it was. The number on the lock screen preview wasn’t one I recognized. I unlocked my phone and opened the text, and gasped, reflexively tilting the phone so that my screen was hidden from Gary’s eyes.

‘Hey cutie, knew you’d be missing this, so I thought I’d send you a picture,’ the text read.

And below it was a picture of Dominic’s reflection, holding his phone in a bathroom mirror, bathed in the warm light of a bulb above, outlining his muscular chest and abs with subtle shadow. And his cock jutted out, hard as a rock. He was fully naked. My pussy tingled once more.

Below it was another text.

‘Has dear old Gary told you about our “adventure” together with his ex-girlfriend?’ along with a wink emoji.

My fingers immediately selected the texts and pressed the delete option.

‘Are you sure you want to delete these messages?’ asked my phone.

My thumb hovered over ‘yes’ for a moment. And then I chose no. I looked at Gary, sipping on a coke to wash down the chinese. Dominic’s text had rekindled my curiosity.

“Babe?” I ventured.

“Mhmm?”

“Dominic did say one thing to me while I was in class. He told me to ask you about some adventure you two had with your ex, Heather?” I asked, trying to sound as casual as I possibly could.

Gary choked on his drink and started to cough. It took him a full minute to catch his breath again.

“I-I don’t know what he was talking about,” he said, gulping.

He was lying to me, and I knew it.

“Alright,” I said quietly.

I unlocked my phone and texted Dominic back.

‘How did you find my number?’ I asked.

In a minute the reply came.

‘Your friends in class aren’t gonna say no to me. You should learn a thing or two from them,’ he said.

I rolled my eyes.

‘What are you talking about, what adventure?’ I asked him.

‘Hmmm, Gary didn’t want to tell you, huh?’ he replied.

‘No.’

‘How about this: I’m sending you the location of my flat. If you come over for a couple hours I’ll tell you all about it.’

I bit my lip. I knew what he would try to do if I went there. The fact that Gary was keeping a secret from me was gnawing at me on the inside. I thought I knew everything about him. Evidently not. And he was refusing to tell me what he had been hiding, or why he was hiding it. Staring blankly at the television screen I made up my mind. Dominic thought he could seduce me while I was with him. All I had to do was resist him, and as soon as he told me what had happened between them, I’d leave without a second thought, and that would be that. I’d be back in an hour with Gary knowing any better. The location he’d sent me was less than four blocks away.

“Babe, I’m heading out for a couple of hours, okay? Nicole needs some help with cooking, she has family coming over at her place,” I said.

“Alright, be safe, I love you,” Gary said to me.

“I love you too,” I said back, as I walked into the bedroom to change.

My heart was pounding, the door to his flat in front of me, imposing, a line that I’d decided to cross. Up went my hand, and I knocked on it.

“Who is it?” came Dominic’s voice from the inside, sounding faint.

“Lindsey!” I raised my voice and replied.

“Come in,” he said. “It’s open.”

I noticed the warped reflection of my face on the shiny doorknob before I turned it. I looked pretty. Why had I spent ten minutes making sure before I left Gary’s flat? I opened the door and walked into what seemed to be the living room, sparsely decorated, and shut the door behind me.

“Sit down,” came his voice from elsewhere in the flat. “I’m in the shower I’ll be out in a second.”

I sat down on the couch. The tall seventh floor windows beside it showcased the city in the night time perfectly. I took my phone out once more and looked at the messages. And the nude picture of him. A shiver went up my body.

“I’m not going to lie, I didn’t actually expect you to show up,” I heard his voice as he walked into the room.

I put my phone back into my handbag as he walked over and stood in front of me. When I looked at him my eyes went wide as I came face to face with his giant erect cock inches from my face.

“Wh-what do you think you’re doing?” I blurted out.

“I like to be comfortable in my own home,” he smiled down at me.

His hair was still damp, a few droplets of water clinging on to his muscles, glistening in the lights from the ceiling. I felt so tiny, as he loomed over me. His eyes didn’t have the usual haughty look swirling in them. Instead there was a turbulent hunger. In the way that he was looking at me. He wanted me more than anyone I’d ever seen want someone else.

“Come on, I know you’ve been thinking of this cock inside of you. All you perfect little blonde girls have this one weakness, baby. I know you’re itching to ride this.”

He leaned over me and placed a hand on the couch, letting his cock close the distance and touch my cheek. I gasped.

“Kiss it,” he said.

“I-I j-just want to know what happened between you and him, that’s all,” I said, shifting away on the couch.

He chuckled.

“Gary didn’t tell you,huh? I guess I can understand why. I’ll tell you, for a small fee.”

“What fee?” I asked.

Dominic sat down on the couch, his cock bouncing as he did.

“You sit right here,” he said, patting his thigh.

“What? No!” I protested.

“Afraid you won’t be able to resist? I understand. But hey, if you want to know, that’s the fee.”

I looked at him, my mind racing. The game plan was still on. I’d get the story from him and leave. What difference did it make if I sat in his lap or not? It’s not like anyone was ever going to find out.

I sighed.

“Okay,” I said softly

I stood up and walked over to him. He slightly spread his muscular legs, exposing his big, dark ballsack to me, much bigger than Gary’s. I gulped. I was wearing a dress, and the skirt came down to a bit above my knees. I sat down, his thick cock touching my bare thigh. I shivered, and hoped that Dominic didn’t notice.

“Good girl,” he cooed to me, putting an arm around my waist.

He was powerful. Strong. I could feel the warm skin of his penis on my skin. My pussy began to get wet very quickly.

“Heather was a pretty girl, a classmate of ours. She looked a lot like you, to be honest. Cute face, fairly curvy, nice round butt, adorable little blonde chick. She and Gary began talking a bit after he broke up with his first girl. She couldn’t resist my cock and cheated on him, poor guy. That’s a good story too, maybe I’ll tell it to you another time.”

The arm around my waist dropped lower until his palms were at the start of my butt. My heart was racing.

“Anyway, Heather took quite a liking for some reason to your boy, this was the last year of school. Just after her eighteenth. She hadn’t really been on my radar until then. There were sexier girls, sluttier girls, and I’d never had a problem pulling, you can see why.”

He took his thick cock and slapped it a few times against my thigh.

“I started with my game plan. I sent her some pictures of myself. She didn’t reply, but I knew they were working their magic. I saw the way she began to look at me while she was with him. Near the end of the year your boy Gary threw a birthday party at his house. His eighteenth. Didn’t invite me, of course. But guess who did. His pretty little girlfriend. And you know what, he did a good job, it was a fun party. He looked shocked when he saw me, and hurt when I told him it was Heather who had invited me over. God she looked fucking hot that night. She was wearing this cheerleader’s uniform because she hadn’t had time to change after school. I think Gary had planned for her to spend the night with him there.

Anyway, I’m dancing with a couple girls, downing a beer, having a fun time. Hadn’t even taken the piss out of the birthday boy that day. And then I saw Heather go upstairs alone, while Gary was out to the store. And there it was, my chance.”

He winced.

“You know what, this is less comfortable than I thought it would be, let me just move you a little bit...here,” he said, holding on to my waist and lifting me up as if I weighed nothing, and placing me on top of him, sitting on his lap, his cock jutting out from between my thighs, rubbing up against my soft panties. I stared at it poking up from my crotch. What had just happened? I could feel it against my pussy. Warm, pulsating. And my panties were soaked! He could now feel how wet I was! Oh God. My face went bright red.

Dominic placed a hand around my waist once more as the other went up to just below my breasts. I was breathing heavily.

“Where was I? Oh yeah, I followed her upstairs. There was a couple in the first bedroom, just making out. The second door was locked, probably Gary’s room, I thought. I walked into the third and it was empty, but I heard water running in the bathroom. She had to be in there. So I came up with a little plan. And I waited for her to come out.”

As he talked, his hands came down to my thighs and he started caressing and stroking them. No doubt he could feel just how wet I had become. His hands made their way up my thighs...and he pulled my dress up, his hands touching my hips...caressing the inside of my thighs gently...touching me where no other man had ever touched me.

“She came out in a minute, looking so pretty in that little cheerleader’s uniform. And her eyes went straight to my cock, just as hard as it is right now,” he said, slightly thrusting his cock up against my pussy, making me gasp.

“I told her I had spilled something on my pants and was looking for a change. She could barely speak,” he said softly. “Her eyes were glued to my cock just as yours were today in the morning.”

His hands were so close to my soaking wet pussy, touching me and sending tingles through my thighs.

“She told me that I wouldn’t find a change here, because all of Gary’s clothes were too small for me. I told her that I guess I’d have to stay naked until they dried. And then I walked close to her. Until she was looking up at me with her pretty blue eyes just like yours. I asked her if Gary was too small for her. If she needed someone much bigger like me.”

He went quiet.

“Wh-what did she- she say?” I stuttered.

“I never found out."

He moved one of his hands up and cupped my breast, while with the other he began to gently rub my panties covered pussy, soaked wet by now.

“I closed the distance between us, and my cock pushed up against her bare little tummy. I began to kiss her, and she didn't react at first. I guess she was too surprised. But eventually she did, and she wrapped her arms around my waist and put her tongue in my mouth, while I started squeezing her wonderful, plump ass. She hopped up and wrapped her legs around me and kissed me like a wild woman. I'd never have expected it from someone like her, but hey I wasn't about to complain, you know?”

He began to squeeze my breast as he said this, making me softly moan.

“She got down to her knees, and you should've seen how wide her eyes got as she stared at my cock. It was like she was looking at some magical artifact. She planted a little kiss on it and began stroking it with her pale little hands. And pretty soon she was bobbing her head up and down on it, her lips stretched wide. It was beautiful to look at.”

I felt him pull my panties to the side, and kiss my neck gently, and he began to rub my clit, his fingers slick with my juices. I couldn’t help but moan.

“She went and laid down on the bed and spread her legs, looking a horny little angel, and there wasn’t much left to be done. I began giving her the fucking of her life. I don’t think she was a virgin, but she might as well have been. She’d never had black cock like mine before. Soon she was moaning so god damn loudly that I knew people downstairs would be able to hear her. And she really didn’t care.”

He leaned me back, and his hand left my breast to turn my head by the chin to him, and he planted a soft kiss on my lips while his other hand rubbed my clit. Every nerve in me was lit ablaze. My game plan lay forgotten somewhere in the recesses of my mind, and I began to kiss him back. Gently at first, and then hungrily. Our tongues began to wrestle urgently. I kissed him like I had never kissed Gary before. I’d kissed Gary like an innocent Catholic girl, the girl I thought I was until yesterday. I had quickly discovered I was so much more. I spread my legs for him and he rubbed my pussy faster, spreading my wetness all over it, dipping a couple of his thick fingers into my moaning, making me moan louder.

His lips pulled away from mine.

“She was riding my cock like a wanton slut, her perky little tits bouncing, when I saw the door was half open. And there stood your good old Gary, stroking his little peepee, watching his girlfriend get fucked by a real man. I don’t know if he noticed that I’d seen him, but he sure stood there and jacked off until he saw me cumming inside of his pretty little girlfriend. When I looked at the door next he was gone.

I fucked his little girlfriend the entire night, long after everyone else had left the house except for Gary. Until the sun came up. And then once more before I left. He was trying to stay hidden out in the corridor watching us at first, but after everyone had left, he came into the room. His girlfriend was too fucked silly to process it. He sat in a corner and jacked off and came, again and again, watching me fuck his girlfriend.

You know what the best part is? They didn’t break up. They only separated when they moved out for college. So for three months I fucked his girl on the regular. She’d invite me over when she went to his place. And when she’d come over to my place she would take pictures and videos for her boyfriend. Your boyfriend is a grade-A cuck. That’s why he didn’t want to tell this story to you.”

I couldn’t believe it. I could barely process it myself. Was this how Gary was?

“Bet Gary told you to stay away from me, didn’t he? I bet you he’s already fantasized of me burying my cock deep inside your little pussy, baby. Maybe he’s home right now cumming to it. He’d kill to see us like this right now.”

He kissed me once more, and I kissed back, matching his intensity. I moaned into his mouth. This was the most erotic experience of my life, I couldn’t have imagined something more lust filled.

Dominic laid me down on the couch beside him, and stood in front of me, his big black cock staring me right in the face.

“I know you want a taste,” he whispered smoothly.

I reached out slowly, and my pale, lithe fingers went around, unable to encircle the veiny shaft fully, pale skin against dark.

“It’s so big,” I whispered.

He moved forward and placed his cock on my face. I felt the sheer heft of it on my lips and my nose and my forehead. And the manly smell of it.

“Gary would cum immediately if he saw a picture of you like this right now.”

He rubbed his cock over my cheeks and my forehead.

“You’re such a good girl.”

The words made my pussy gush, and my heart flutter.

I slid one of my hands down between my legs and began to pleasure myself, my juices dripping down onto his couch. I began to stroke his cock while he reached over and slid the straps of my dress down my shoulders, letting it fall down my arms. I pulled my arms out of it and unhooked my bra, and threw it beside me onto the couch, baring my breasts to him, feeling excited and vulnerable and a thousand other things that turned me on. I resumed stroking his cock once more, sliding my hands up and down the shaft, pushing his foreskin over the the head of his cock and pulling it back, again and again. It was mesmerizing.

“Taste it,” he commanded me.

And I obeyed willingly. I stuck out my tongue and started to lick the swollen, purple tinted head, down the shaft slowly, to his balls. I could’ve never imagined doing this to Gary, but I wanted to please Dominic so much. I took one of his balls into my mouth and sucked on it and licked it, and then I gave the other one the same treatment.

I spread my lips wide and took the head of his cock in, just like I had in my dreams.

“You look so pretty sucking on this black cock, honey,” he said.

I looked up at him as I sucked his cock, seeing the intense lust in his eyes. I was trying to take more of his cock into my mouth, but it was difficult. He was too thick and too long. I felt so submissive for him. I began to bob my head up and down it, stroking the rest of his shaft with one hand and rubbing my soaking wet pussy with the other.

“Lean back sweetie, spread your sexy little legs,” he said.

I dragged my soaked panties down my legs and threw them on top of the little pile that contained my bra and my dress. My heart was fluttering. It was actually going to happen. I was going to feel that massive rod inside of my pussy. Dominic stepped closer, in between my outstretched thighs, and he leaned forward and we began to kiss once more as his cock rubbed up against my sensitive pussy, sending shivers up and down my body.

He lined his cock up with my wet pussy, rubbing the head of his cock against it and covering it up with my juices. I wrapped my hands around his muscular chest. He pushed the head against my opening.

“Ohhh,” I groaned.

The head of his cock slowly stretched my pussy, a feeling of being filled up like I had never felt before. It popped in. This was it. Our tongues danced together as I lost my virginity for a second time in my life.

“Enjoy your first black cock, baby girl,” Dominic whispered.

His cock slowly slid forward inside of me, stretching me out slowly as my pussy expanded to accommodate his massive size and girth. It was generating a torrent of sensations spreading out from my pussy and expanding through my entire body. I wrapped my legs around him and clung on for dear life. I could feel an orgasm approaching. I’d never cum from just being fucked by Gary before. But I knew this was going to be a night of many firsts. As his cock went deeper inside of me, more of his shaft embedded itself in me, my orgasm approached faster. With one final thrust his cock bottomed out inside of my pussy, and knocked me out of this world as an enormous orgasm tore through my body.

“OH GOD,” I screamed out loud, clutching his body tightly, twitching and shivering like a wild woman. “Oh….FUCK.”

It took me a full couple of minutes to find myself once again, and Dominic and I kissed as I regained my composure once more.

“Never cum from a cock before?” Dominic asked.

I quietly shook my head.

“First time for everything,” he said.

He slowly pulled his cock out, the slick friction sending bolts of electricity through my nerves. And then he pushed it back in. I could feel my pussy had adjusted to fit him better, and it felt more comfortable now. He began to fuck me properly. It felt incredible, feeling something so filling and so large and so thick move in and out of me. It was scratching an itch inside of me that had never been scratched before.

I began to moan loudly, rhythmically with his thrusts.

He increased his pace pretty fast, and soon he was pumping his entire length in and out of my gaping pussy. His apartment was full of the sounds of my extremely wet pussy squishing, his flesh slapping on mine, and my constant stream of gasps and moans from the incredible pleasure that he was giving me. My hands around his chest could feel the movement of his taut muscles. It was all so surreal. The lovemaking I had experienced with Gary had never been anything like this. It had never been anything so...passionate, so powerful. So resonant. Gary would always get tired after a couple of minutes, and once he had reached his release he’d never be able to regain his strength, no matter how much I wanted it.

Dominic’s body felt like he was made for this purpose. He was relentless. A well oiled machine constructed to satisfy. He wasn’t giving me a moment’s pause, and I could feel another strong orgasm beginning to build inside of me. He kissed me once more.

“Bend over the couch,” he said, pulling out of me, getting off me and standing up.

His enormous cock left a vacuum of sensations in me that I immediately wanted filled again. I did as he asked, and stuck my butt out for him, bending over, with my elbows resting on the top of the backrest of the couch. He stood behind me with his cock in his hand lined up with my tunnel and he pushed it inside of me. I was already gaping, wet and ready for that huge mammoth, and this time it went straight in, with no pleasantries and formalities.

Dominic resumed fucking me hard, slapping my ass, making it sting sweetly. Every time he thrust his big balls would heave forwards and hit my clit, which would make my legs twitch and make me squeal with pleasure.

“Fuck baby I’m going to cum,” he grunted.

The slapping sounds of our lovemaking increased in pace as he furiously thrust inside of me, quickly bringing me towards my own orgasm, my entire body lit ablaze with intense, relentless pleasure.

“Ah, fuck,” Dominic groaned, and then thrust himself inside of me in a final slam.

He held my hips tightly with his cock embedded deep inside of my pussy. I felt the pulsations of his thick black cock as he began to inseminate me. I felt the warmth of his cum fill me up. It felt like nothing I could’ve ever imagined. Gary only dribbled a small amount, Dominic was filling me up, and it was beginning to leak down my thighs. He leaned forward and began kissing me once more.


IV
I spent the entire night at Dominic’s flat, getting fucked by him in every position I knew of and several I couldn’t have imagined. Gary had been too weak to pick my body up but Dominic had no such issue. He picked me up in his arms and railed into me while I clung on to him, my arms around his neck and my legs around his hips. His stamina was unbelievable. He came so many times that night and he’d be ready to go again in a couple of minutes.
I had told Gary that be back in a couple of hours, but that didn’t happen. Instead he received a bunch of pictures that Dominic took. The first one was a picture of my mouth on his thick cock as I looked up into the camera. He captioned it “sorry your gf can’t come right now, she’s a bit busy.”
There was no reply from Gary.
I went back to Gary’s flat in the afternoon, and found him waiting for me. As soon as I shut the door behind me he pinned me against the door and began to wildly kiss me. No words exchanged. He kissed my neck, my shoulders, my breasts, my stomach, and began to hungrily eat me out, my leg flung over his shoulder. We had never felt so intimate with each other. Suffice it to say, our relationship changed from that day. And if you asked me who was the one who ended up happier: Gary, or I, I wouldn’t be able to tell you.
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My White Christian Wife And My Bully’s BBC
[image: Vara Damon]



The gravel on our driveway crunched under the tires of my sedan as I pulled in, coming home from work right as the Sun set. It was like any other summer day. I used my phone to open the garage door and drove in. A few minutes later I was upstairs, washing up, after kissing my wife Hope who was cooking dinner downstairs. I put on clothes more suited for comfort and walked downstairs and sat at the dining table, lazily scrolling through my Instagram feed, occasionally glancing at Hope.

For some reason she always looked so tantalizing to me while she cooked. Even though I couldn't see her shapely, round breasts or her innocent, angelic face. Or her blue eyes. She mostly wore a sundress at home, and as she cooked the apron strings that wrapped around her waist pulled the dress against her, emphasizing her plump butt. She had her breast length blonde hair tied up in a ponytail. My cock stirred under my pants as I admired my beautiful, 27 year old wife.

We married an year after we both graduated from college, and we’ve had a good marriage so far. Our sex life hasn’t been something extraordinary, but good enough for the both of us, considering that we’re both from fairly conservative Midwest towns, and had almost zero sexual experience outside of each other. Sex was usually missionary, and if I was feeling particularly lustful, I’d get her on all fours. I’m not going to paint myself as a very sexually naive person though. I had been watching porn since early teenagehood, and my imagination wasn’t very limited. It’s just that I had always been scared of how Hope would react, considering that she was a sweet Christian girl, who I had to coax into giving me the first blowjob I had ever received. The memory of the first time she looked up at me with her innocent blue eyes, her pretty pink lips wrapped around the shaft of my five inch long manhood is still etched into my head.

Having been watching porn since that early of an age, I was aware to an extent that I wasn’t the most gifted when it came to the size of the tool I was working with, but I had done my research. I knew that I was basically the average, and that women didn’t put that much emphasis on size anyway. But these insecurities don’t listen to reason like that, and the fact that I was diagnosed with a low sperm count last year didn’t help the fact. The diagnosis came a few months after Hope decided that it was time for us to try to have a baby. Her parents were pretty strict Christians and I knew they wanted her to have kids as soon as possible after marriage. After a bit it became clear that something was wrong, we’d been having sex very often and without condoms and trying all the wisdom people had for an easy conception, but nada. It was then that Hope asked me if we should both get a check up, and so we did. She was apparently fertile as she could be. I was the problem.

We checked out a few fertility options that were available at medical facilities near our home but I decided that it would be best for our financial situation to just delay the pregnancy plans by another year or two. Hope was sympathetic as always and she was really nice about it, and I knew that she would never make me feel about myself or let her disappointment in me show. But I have a brain. She wanted kids even back when when we first got together, she loved them and desperately wanted to start a family. This added to the insecurity that I just wasn’t enough for her. And that was how I began to have these fantasies. Like I mentioned before, I’d been watching porn since many years now, and I hadn’t stopped. I had always found interracial porn hot, just something about watching petite, young, white women spreading their legs for muscular, hung, black men got me going like nothing else. And it was through that that I had discovered my leaning towards cuckold porn. Now I’d been resolute that I would never fantasize of my wife like that. It was just something to get off to. I had decided that a long, long time ago.

But my insecurities rising up again had flipped a switch. I found myself seeking it out more and more, intensely turned on by the idea of a man more capable than me, a real man, satisfying my wife. And my innocent, angelic wife acting like a complete slut. And maybe even carrying that real man’s child.

“Honey? Are you listening?” said Hope, as she laid down a steaming hot plate of Shepherd's pie on the dining table in front of me.

“Oh hey, smells delicious,” I quickly replied to Hope.

“Did you listen to what I said?” she said to me.

“Erm….”

I had no clue. I had just zoned out, staring at her beautiful body.

“I said your college friend Andy will be coming over next week. He’ll be staying with us for a week,” she said.

My mouth hung open. It took me a few seconds to process what she had just said.

“What is it?” she asked, quizzically.

“Andy? Andreas Dulken? My frat mate? That Andy?!”

“Yeah, of course babe. Which other Andy would I be talking about,” she said, chuckling slightly as she ate a spoonful of Shepherd's pie. “Mmm, this turned out really good.”

The bastard. Of course he would ask Hope instead of me. She didn’t know the sort of guy he was. He would’ve known that if he had asked me I would’ve weaseled out of it in some way or another. And why wouldn’t I? I had suffered four years of bullying at his hands in our frat house. Hope of course didn’t know about any of this. She just thought he was a good friend of mine. I couldn’t really blame her. I had to prevent this from happening.

“Babe, uh...just tell him no, you know? It’s going to be tough on you, making dinner for three and everything, I know how much you like your privacy as well,” I said.

“Oh come on Mark, don’t be silly. I’ve actually been pretty lonely, you’re out all day at work. It will be nice to have someone visiting, really. The last time we had anyone else over was when my parents were here an year and a half ago.”

Well, that failed quickly.

“Can’t he stay at some hotel or something? Why did he say he has to stay here?” I said, exasperated.

“Of course he didn’t say he has to stay here, I invited him. He messaged me on Facebook and said that he was going to be in town for a week for a project for some advertising firm, and I said that our house is pretty empty and he could stay over!”

Fuck. Of course that’s what Hope did. She was too nice for my own good. Hope didn’t know Andy nearly as well as I did, she’d just met him a couple of times. When she and I began to date in my final year of college I’d been making sure to keep my distance from Andy.

I quietly ate the Shepherd's pie in front of me. Andy D was going to be staying at my home. And I would have to go out to work. And my wife would be here. He was going to have hours of alone time with my wife. Andy was a jock’s jock. Six foot four, muscular as all hell, and black, I met him at college. At the initiation ceremony of our frat house. He quickly became everyone’s favorite. He was good looking, socially adept, funny, and rich to top it all off. I, on the other hand, was average in every single way. I lived with him for the first two years at the frat house, and then when I moved off campus I chose not to live with him, but he made it a point to be a constant presence in my life anyway. He got some pleasure having that power over me. From day 1 it was clear that he knew that I was intimidated by him. He was everything I wasn’t. He was strong, funny, arrogant, cocky, and I was a shy kid from a small white town who felt he was way out of his depth.

Bringing over girls to the house wasn’t allowed. But people like Andy were in the habit of having rules be bent especially for them, and on the second day itself he had a girl picked up, a pretty little blonde, attractive enough that I wouldn’t have been able to speak a direct sentence to her, and he brought her into our room. I was asleep at the time, and I don’t know if she noticed. My bed was opposite his, and I woke up when I heard those loud moans of pleasure. I looked over to his large frame, lit in the faint orange glow of the street lamps outside drifting in through the window, on top of her. Her arms and legs were wrapped around his body, and I could faintly see her thick, enormous shaft moving in and out of her stretched pussy. My heartbeat shot through the roof as I watched. It was just like the porn I liked to watch, and it was happening a few feet away from me.

I didn’t know what to do. My cock was getting hard. Should I have pretended to sleep? Should I have stopped them? They didn’t know I was awake. What I did was watch. I watched quietly. And at some point during my observation of their lustful embrace my hand slipped down my pajamas and I began to stroke and fondle myself. I was way too turned on at that point to care. I came quickly, listening to her moans and the slapping sounds of his thrusts inside her. I dared not move, even to clean myself. And so I laid there, lying with my cum covered hand on my cock, while their lovemaking continued for what felt like hours. When I woke up the next day, the girl was gone, and Andy had just come out of the bathroom, fully naked, drying himself, his tight muscles glistening in the light of the morning sunlight coming in through the windows. His dark cock hung between his thighs, longer soft than mine was fully hard. He saw me looking, and smirked.

“Enjoy the show last night?”

I didn’t reply.

“You can bring in girls too, I’m fine with it,” he said.

Well that didn’t happen. Every other day the scene from the night before would repeat itself. He’d bring in a girl who would be way out of my league, sometimes an older woman, sometimes married women. And he would fuck them like a God while I could only watch and masturbate, feeling pathetic. And then one day it happened. I brought a girl home.

I had met Carly at a party that a friend of mine from my electronics class had invited me to. It was happening outside the campus, in an apartment. I’d had a fair bit to drink, and it was that liquid courage that had given me the strength to start talking to the cute brunette quietly sipping on her drink in a corner. She was also a student of the university, a psych student. We quickly hit it off, and she was the one who suggested that we head over to my place. It was still fairly early in the night and so I was under the assumption that my roommate Andy would be out somewhere, partying, and wouldn’t be back until a few hours later.

Ten minutes later I was opening the door to my room and letting Carly in, my heart thumping in my chest. I was about to lose my virginity. I shut the door behind me, and she turned and pushed me against it, kissing me wildly. I kissed back, wrapping my arms around her. This was happening. Her tongue jostling with mine, our lips together. This was everything they had said it would be like. She pulled away, just as breathless as I was.

“You have condoms, right?” she said, her voice a half whisper.

Record scratch.

“Uh.”

I knew where Andy kept his condoms. And I knew well enough that they wouldn’t fit me.

“There’s a vending machine right at the corner okay, just wait here,” I said.

She nodded.

I swung the door open and rushed out, and ran down the stairs to the front door, out to the street and to the corner. I got ten condoms, breathing heavily from my sprint, and I began running back. In through the front door, up the stairs, right to the door of my room. My hand moved to the knob and then it froze as my ears picked up a sound. I knew the voice, and still I didn’t want to believe it. It was the voice of the girl I had been talking to just five minutes ago.

I looked at the floor, unmoving, listening to her moans getting louder.

“Oh GOD YES, fuck me with that big black cock, oh god it’s so good!”

My cock began to get hard. The sounds of her pleasure and the soft slapping sounds of his fucking filtered through the door and ignited my imagination. I imagined her arms wrapped around his muscular chest, and his thick cock moving in and out of her. Her face contorted in ecstatic joy. I had to see it. After all this build up I deserved that at the least.

I turned the knob and walked in quietly. I don’t know if Carly heard it. Her face was buried in Andy’s shoulder as he fucked her relentlessly, lit in the warm light of the lamp beside Andy’s rhythmically creaking bed. I walked over on my bed and I sat down, and I took my erect cock out and began to stroke it. I watched Andy take what should’ve been mine. I watched him pleasure her like I probably wouldn’t have been able to.

There were five days until he came to my house for a week. You bet your ass I tried to come up with every excuse I could think up not to host him at our house. But nothing worked. The only way to get Hope to agree to turn him down would be to tell her the history I had with him, and I did not plan to do that any time soon. Those five days flew by like they were nothing. Memories of my college days with him began to flood back into my head. All those times I came watching him pleasure a girl came back to me in my dreams. I’d wake up hard, horny, and I’d turn to look at my angelic wife sleep. Images of her arms and her legs around his muscular body, her wedding ring glittering on his back.

She wouldn’t do that to me.

Would she?

Tuesday arrived, and I woke up with a deep dread permeating my bones. At breakfast I tried to sound casual.

“Uh by the way babe, did Andy tell you when he’d come?”

Hope didn’t look back but continued to work on breakfast.

“Oh yeah, he said his flight lands at 2,” she said. “He’ll take an Uber here.”

Good. I didn’t have to be here to receive him. I glanced at Hope’s curvaceous butt. Or did I want to be here? Fuck. That entire day I couldn’t focus. I was dread and anxiety packed and moulded into the shape of a man. The day seemed to last forever, and I didn’t get any messages from Hope. Images kept flashing inside my mind that would make my cock hard and put a knot up in my gut.

Once more like every day the Sun was setting as I stopped on my driveway, sunlight drifting in through the rear window onto the dashboard of my car, while I waited for the garage door to go up fully. Once I parked inside, I sat in the car in darkness for a couple of minutes, just trying to gather myself. I was about to face Andy once again.

Walking into the house my senses were on high alert. For any sound of him, or my wife, or the sight of his large muscular frame. Maybe he wasn’t even muscular anymore. Maybe he had let himself go after college. A lot of people do that, right? Maybe he was a completely different person. I got to the kitchen, and there was Hope, just like every other day, busy cooking dinner in her sundress and apron, her butt looking enticing as it always did.

“Oh hey honey,” she said, putting an arm around my neck as I kissed her cheek and she kissed mine.

“Is...uh…Andy here yet?” I blurted out nervously, as Hope’s attention went back to the vegetables she’d been dicing.

“Oh yeah, he’s resting upstairs. Said he was pretty tired.”

“I see. I’ll..go freshen up,” I quickly said.

In fifteen minutes I was down again, and I sat at the dining table, scrolling through my social media blankly, my mind absolutely tense. Memories of my college days with Andy just relentlessly hounded me. The night where he stole Carly from me, the time he caught me changing in our room, snapped a picture of my cock and then sent it to all our frat brothers, shaming my size. The time he ran into Hope and I at a pub on a Saturday night, and ogled her, flirted with her. Hope had of course been largely oblivious. But I was seething, and there was nothing I could’ve done about it.

“There he is, big man Mark!” said a familiar, smooth, deep voice.

I looked up to see Andy standing by the opposite end of the table, shirtless, smiling wide.

“Long time no see, buddy,” he said, walking towards me.

I stood up and he gave me a hug, squeezing me so hard that it hurt. I was wrong. He hadn’t let himself go. If anything, he seemed even more intimidating and dominating now, somehow. He seemed to have grown even more muscular. Well defined abs, pecs, biceps, forearms. He was showing off his body to my wife, shirtless and with grey sweatpants. In my quick glance down I could make out a slight bulge. He probably wasn’t wearing underwear either. It’s how he operated. He loved to show off what he had been gifted with.

“Nice rest?” Hope turned around and asked him, smiling brightly.

She looked at his shirtless body and looked taken aback for a very brief moment, but she gathered herself immediately. However I had noticed the quick scan of his body that her eyes had done.

“You don’t mind me taking off my shirt, do you? It’s pretty warm, isn’t it? Just wanted to get comfortable.”

I saw Hope slightly bite her lip, unknowingly. My cock twitched. My heart sunk just a little bit.

“No, of course it’s okay,” she said warmly. “Act like it’s your own home, Andy, no worries.”

“Aw, that’s sweet of you, Hope,” he said, pulling out a chair and taking a seat.

“You...look even more fit than you did at college, wow,” Hope said.

Andy chuckled.

“Thank you. Just been training. Honestly it’s hard to keep a good workout regimen going, what with all the travelling. Just last week I came stateside from Indonesia, actually,” he said.

“Huh, you should learn something, Mark,” she said, looking at me, as she walked over with dinner. “He barely pays attention to his health, you should talk to him,” Hope said to Andy.

I laughed uncomfortably.

“Now now, don’t be too hard on him. If I managed to keep a beautiful girl like you to myself I wouldn’t need to workout anymore either. Mark’s always been popular with the girls, hasn’t he?”

I went red in the face as he mocked me, unbeknownst to my wife.

As we started to eat dinner, I was mostly quiet, it was mostly Hope and Andy talking to each other. She was clearly impressed with everything about him. His fancy job, his travels, his surname, his body.

“I’ve been wanting to get a gym membership myself, actually,” Hope said at one point to Andy.

“Oh but you naturally have an amazing figure, you don’t really need to unless you just want some general fitness,” he said, his eyes roving over my wife’s body, following the curves of her chest, peering at the edge of her sundress.

“Thank you,” she said, blushing. “I just want to feel a bit athletic, you know? I don’t want hard muscles like you have,” she giggled.

“They’re not hard, to be honest. Here, go on, have a feel,” he said, curling his arm and flexing his muscles, making them bulge. “Go on, it’s alright.”

Hope reached out gingerly, giggling a bit, her hand looking tiny compared to the tree trunk looking arms on Andy. She poked his bicep, prodded it, and then squeezed it with her palm, her pale hand on his dark brown skin. It wasn’t lost on me how quickly I had become hard in my pants. My heart was beating fast just watching my wife touch his muscles. Why was I so intensely aroused?

“Here, feel the pecs too,” he said to Hope. “Come on,” he pulled on her hand, and she stood up and walked to stand behind him.

Her pale hands came down around his neck as she began to touch and prod the muscles of his chest with her fingers.

“R-really nice definition, you’ve got there,” Hope said, gulping.

A hole opened up in my stomach and began to swallow me as I saw my wife stand there and touch my bully’s muscles while I sat watching, feeling incredible arousal. Hope’s excitement wasn’t lost on me either. She was attracted to him. She sat back down and continued talking with Andy. I went upstairs quicker than I usually did. I had to do something about my hard on. I told them that I’d had a harrowing day at work. Andy’s smirk somehow said to me that he knew what was up.

I flopped down on my bed, pulled my pants and underwear down to my knees, and began masturbating in our dim, lamp lit bedroom. I raised the floodgates, the images I’d been trying to push down until now. It was impossible to resist them after seeing my sweet wife touch Andy like that. I let my imagination go wild, and I fantasized of my wife’s small hand grabbing hold of Andy’s thick, black shaft, stroking it slowly. I stroked my cock hard. That potent cocktail of guilt, arousal, jealousy and shame flooded my nerves, like it used to in the nights I’d lay in my bed listening and watching Andy fuck all those pretty girls. Except this time it was ten times as potent, because the woman in my fantasies was my own wife, my Hope. I imagined her innocent blue eyes looking into mine as her lips went around his cock, and she sucked on it like a hungry slut. I imagined his hands all over her body, touching her shapely breasts, her round butt, her pink pussy. I was as hard as I could be, and stroking myself rapidly. I could hear her lustful moans in my mind as clearly as if she was lying right beside me, and I could picture their union as if it was happening right in front of my eyes. I wanted to prolong this longer. I wanted to take my time in cumming, and stretch these fantasies out for as long as I could, but I knew that Hope would be coming to bed anytime now and that I didn’t have a lot of time. I imagined her soft, pale body under him, her arms and legs wrapped around his muscular, dark body, his enormous shaft buried inside her, her pussy lips stretching wider than they had ever been stretched, to accommodate his girth. I pictured them kiss each other passionately as he thrust hard inside my sweet wife, and I was sent over the edge, my body tensing up as a very strong orgasm washed over me. I squirted my cum a foot in the air and it splattered down on my hand and my belly as I tried to catch my breath once more, my heart thumping in my chest like a motor engine. That was an incredible orgasm. I hoped that Hope wouldn’t want to have sex tonight.

I was just getting back into bed after having cleaned myself up in the bathroom when Hope walked in. She didn’t say anything, but she quickly completed her pre-sleep nightly routine, much quicker than she usually did, and got into bed beside me. Immediately her hand went to my soft cock, and she began to stroke me. I leaned over and kissed her, images of her being fucked by Andy’s thick black cock fresh in my mind. I slipped my hand up her nightgown and rubbed her pussy, and to my surprise she was soaking wet.

“You’re excited tonight,” I said.

She blushed, and kissed me in return, our tongues coming together.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too baby,” I replied.

After a minute of my cock not getting hard she looked at me.

“What’s wrong?”

Fuck.

“I...it’s just been a very tiring day babe, I’m sorry. We can have sex tomorrow night,” I said.

The look of frustration on her pretty face didn’t last for more than a fraction of a moment.

“I understand,” she said, and we kissed once more before she rolled over to the other side and shut the lamp off.

The next morning I was sitting on the dining table in my work clothes as Hope cooked breakfast, when Andy entered the room, shirtless once more, with his grey sweatpants and-...my eyes went wide as I noticed the obvious tent pole in his pants. I was a deer caught in the headlights, I had no idea how to react. I immediately averted my eyes back to my phone in my hand, pretending that I had something to read.

“Morning, Mark. Hey, Hope. What’s for breakfast? Smells delicious,” he said.

“Oh hey, morning Andy-,” she turned to him, smiling, and then I saw her eyes travel to the giant tentpole. “-Oh. I...uh...just some bacon and eggs….s-sleep well?”

She gulped.

“Oh yeah, very comfortable bed you’ve got up there,” Andy said, casually pulling a chair out and taking a seat as if nothing was wrong. “You guys sure are pretty quiet. If I had a wife like you, Hope, I’d consider it an insult if the night was quiet, to be honest. You need to step your game up, Mark. Women like Hope don’t come by easily.”

He smirked at me.

“You flatter me,” Hope said, bringing over the bacon and eggs on a tray. “Do you want any coffee, Andy?”

“Yeah sure,” he said.

He picked up a fork and spoon and began eating. So did I.

Half a minute later he gulped down the food and said, “Hope, do you have any red pepper powder?”

“Yeah, sure. It’s up there on the shelf, the cupboard in the middle. Mind getting it? I’m just in the middle of pouring this coffee,” she said.

“Sure,” he said, and he stood up and walked to the kitchen counter, his tentpole still proudly erect.

He walked up right behind Hope. I watched as he reached out for the cupboard and in the process, pressed up against Hope, who gasped suddenly and went a bit stiff. His cock had to be pressed up right against her ass! In my own house, in my kitchen, right in front of me! With his hand he opened the door to the cupboard, still pressed up against Hope. I couldn’t see her face but I imagined that she was like a deer caught in the headlights because she wasn’t really doing anything, she stood at the counter with a mug of coffee in her hand, unmoving.

“Are you sure it’s here? I can’t see it,” Andy said, reaching further into the cupboard, and inching forward, pinning Hope between the counter and his body.

I almost spilled my coffee onto myself.

“It- it’s there,” Hope said quietly, her voice trembling.

“Oh there it is, got it, thanks,” he said, stepping back and then walking to his chair, his cock clearly bouncing with each step, poking under his sweatpants, looking even bigger now.

He casually sat down and began sprinkling the pepper on his eggs and bacon, and Hope turned around with a cup of coffee in each hand, her face red as a beetroot, her breathing heavy, and walked to us and placed a cup beside our plates. I was hard as a rock. I wanted nothing more than to masturbate and release once more, but I would get late for work.

Focusing on my work throughout the entire day was close to impossible. I was filled with dread when I drove away from my house in the morning, the images of Andy basically molesting my wife right in front of me fresh in my mind. Why hadn’t I said anything? Why hadn’t she? I had just let him pin my wife against the kitchen counter and rub his cock against her ass, and I’d done nothing but watch. My erection was beginning to hurt now. Andy had hours to spend with my wife if he so chose. I had left an innocent sheep in a cage with a wolf. She wouldn’t let him do anything, right? She was my innocent angel.

I masturbated four times that day, commuting to the washroom stalls again and again. n. I tried to focus, and push down the images that kept popping up in my head, but it was hopeless. It was the longest day I had ever lived in my life. After what felt like an eternity, I was in my car, driving home.

I parked the car in the garage and got inside the home nervously, my cock throbbing, erect and sore. I peeked around into the kitchen. Hope wasn’t there. My heart jumped into my throat. The house was silent, I couldn’t hear anyone. And then I heard footsteps. From the living room. I walked into the living room to see Hope in her bathing suit.

“Oh hey babe!” she walked towards me, gave me a hug and a kiss. “Ooh, someone’s excited,” she said, giving my cock a squeeze from outside my pants.

“What a-are you doing?” I asked.

“I was just about to go for a dip in the swimming pool, I’ve been hot all day. Do you want to join me? I asked Andy too, he’s coming downstairs,” she said.

“No, I think I’ll just go upstairs, freshen up, maybe take a nap today, I’m pretty beat,” I told her.

“Oh okay, just be down in time for dinner when I call, okay?”

“Okay,” I replied.

She walked to the doors to the backyard and walked out, her body lit by the hues of the hot, setting sun, her blonde hair almost glowing. The slight bounce of her butt didn’t help my erection one bit. Right then Andy walked down, a towel wrapped around his waist. He looked in the direction I had been looking towards.

“God, you’re a lucky man. What I’d do for a chick like that. Incredible body on your cute little wife. Where I’m from we call that body shape the ‘black cock slut body.’ Anyway, coming for the dip?”

I quietly shook my head, no. He chuckled and walked past me. I began walking towards the stairs to go upstairs but then I paused. And then I quietly began to walk to the window so that I had a proper view of the swimming pool. The sky was beginning to get darker.

“It’s been pretty hot today, wonder how you guys cope up with living here,” Andy said.

“Oh it’s not too bad, we manage,” said Hope.

Andy unwrapped the towel he was wearing and threw it on one of the chairs by the side of the pool, and I saw that he was completely naked.

“Oh,” I heard Hope gasp as her eyes fixated on the black monster quickly coming to life between his strong, athletic legs.

“You don’t mind, do you? I hadn’t packed any swimming suits and I thought I’d just have a skinny dip instead,” he said to her.

“I..-uh...I’m...okay,” she quietly said, her eyes still fixed on his huge cock that was by now completely erect.

Andy slowly immersed himself in the water. I spotted Hope’s nipples poking through her bikini now. She was aroused. I unzipped quietly and began stroking my cock watching this. My wife had just seen my bully’s cock. The same cock that I had seen make love to so many girls before. I wondered if history was going to repeat itself.

Our pool is pretty big, and Andy and Hope began to do little swims around, and he’d occasionally splash water on her, getting her bikini wet and almost making it see through.

After a few minutes of this as they made small talk about his work, he said, “I’m just going to sit here for a while, you don’t mind, do you?”

“Go ahead,” Hope told him.

Andy got right up to one edge of the pool, and then hoisted himself up and sat on it, exposing his entire naked body once more to the eyes of my wife. I watched Hope’s eyes go wide once more and her jaw hang open as she stared at the thick, veiny black shaft protruding from Andy’s groin pointing up at the dark blue sky.

“You haven’t seen a black cock before, have you?” he asked my wife.

“N-no,” she said, gulping.

“Come here,” he said to her.

She was a few feet away from him, and she waded closer.

“Give me your hand,” he said.

She seemed unsure at first, but he reached out, and slowly her hand went up and then she was grasping him. He was looking into her blue eyes, and she was looking right back as he brought her hand to his shaft. Her fingers went around the thick black rod.

“Mark was your first, right?” Andy asked.

Hope quietly nodded.

“I’ve seen his cock. I feel bad for you. A beautiful woman like you needs this. It’s why you should never date seriously before seeing what other men have to offer. What -real- men have to offer.”

Andy began to move her hand up and down his shaft, so that she was giving him a handjob. I was stroking my cock slowly, incredibly aroused even though I had cum four times that day already. Andy let go of her hand after a while, but Hope continued stroking his black, veiny cock, her fingers unable to reach all the way around because of the enormous girth of the massive tool in her grasp.

“Your ass felt incredible this morning, Hope,” Andy said, as he reached out and touched one of her breasts, his fingers tracing her nipples, touching it as it poked out from her bikini top. “What do you think of my cock?”

Hope stared at the cock she was stroking. She put her other hand on it as well and continued stroking.

“I...I didn’t know they could get that big,” she said softly.

“Your husband didn’t tell you? He saw me fucking girls with it a lot when we lived together. It’s his thing,” Andy said. “Do you want to get a closer look?”

He spread his legs wider and my wife Hope inched closer, bringing her face close to the thick, dark meat, examining it as if she’d found a fascinating new toy.

“How does it even fit inside women?” she asked, a look of amazement on her face.

“You’d be amazed what you can fit inside you,” he said, reaching out and stroking her hair.

Hope caressed his big balls hanging low, holding them in her hand and gently squeezing.

“Wow,” she whispered.

I couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Stick your tongue out,” he said to her.

Hope didn’t hesitate for one second. My heart fell. She was under his spell now. She stuck her pretty little tongue out and looked up at him expectantly with her pretty blue eyes. Andy held his cock and rubbed the tip of his cock on my wife’s tongue, and then laid a hand on her head, and guided her down, until her lips were at the base of his black cock, and his shaft was slightly touching her face. And then he gently guided her up so that her tongue dragged across the skin of his cock from his balls to the head of his cock, which then Hope eagerly took into her mouth, wrapping her soft pink lips around it.

“That’s it baby,” he said, leaning forwards, reaching behind her back and untying her bikini top, pulling it away and placing it on the floor beside him.

The sky was even darker now, and the lights around the pool automatically came on, lighting them dimly. It was a sight to behold, my angelic, petite, beautiful blonde wife in between the legs of my college bully, both hands on his shaft and her pink lips on the head of his cock. I had to always beg her to suck on my cock, and here she was kissing another man’s cock without a word being said.

“It’s as big as my forearm,” she softly said, her eyes wide with wonder.

She held his shaft at the base and lined his cock up with her other arm. It was almost as thick as well. The base of it was at her elbow and the big head was beside her wrist.

“Kiss it,” Andy said.

Hope leaned in once more and planted a kiss on the shaft, moving her way down, and she stuck her tongue out and licked him from his balls back to the head. I couldn’t believe she was acting like this. What had awakened inside of her? I couldn’t even dream of her sucking on my ballsack. Why was this so intensely erotic? It was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my entire life. More erotic than any interracial cuckold porn I could’ve been shown.

“That’s it. You look so beautiful, baby,” Andy moaned.

Hope then opened her mouth wide and she took the head of his cock inside and began to suck, her lips wrapped around his shaft. She tried to take more of it in, and managed a couple more inches. It was incredible to see her little mouth on this enormous black cock. I dared not touch my cock because I would immediately orgasm. My wife withdrew and pulled away, a string of saliva drooling between her lip and the head of Andy’s cock.

Andy held his cock and began to rub it all over my wife’s face, gently slapping her with it.

“I’ve been wanting to do this ever since I first saw you baby,” he said.

“Mhmmm,” Hope moaned.

“Come on up,” Andy told her, patting the spot beside him.

Hope got the hint and hoisted herself up on the edge as well, helped by Andy who pulled her up because she was too short. Andy jumped back down into the pool and stood in front of Hope and spread her legs, exposing her crotch to him. His fingers traced her thigh, moving inwards until he was touching her pussy over her bikini bottoms.

“You’re so wet. You want this big black cock to fuck you, baby?” he asked.

Hope didn’t say anything, she just bit her lip in anticipation. He moved closer to her, their eyes locked together, and then he leaned in and kissed her, wrapping his arms around her, pulling her close as their lips came together and their tongues began to dance with each other.

I resumed stroking my cock, and quietly came into my hand watching my wife kiss Andy. My sweet, innocent wife, Andy’s big black arms around her. It looked so intimate and passionate. It was a shot of gasoline on the flames of my lust. He pulled away after an eternity, and kissed her neck, her breasts, sucking on her pink nipples, kissing her stomach, until he was at her pussy. Hope laid back and he swung her legs over his shoulders and planted a sloppy, wet kiss right on her pussy. I saw her sexy legs twitch and tense around his neck, pleasure coursing through her.

“Ohhh,” she moaned.

I hadn’t eaten her out a lot. I wanted to, but she barely ever let me. And now my college bully was licking her sweet, pink pussy. He lapped her from her clit to her taint and back up, sniffing her pussy, rubbing his face in it. I could see Hope was slightly thrusting back at his head as he pleasured her relentlessly with his tongue. I could hear the wet, sloppy noises of his tongue hard at work. He licked her for a few minutes, sending her shooting up to new heights of pleasure, and I saw her desperately trying not to make any noise, her face scrunched up in extreme pleasure.

Andy then told Hope to scoot up a little further away from the edge of the pool, and she obeyed, her legs spread wide, her married pussy exposed to him. He hoisted himself up on the edge again and kneeled upright, getting in between her legs, the head of his erect, mammoth cock poking my wife’s tiny pink pussy.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes,” Hope answered.

It was happening. What I’d been fantasizing about for months. He wasn’t wearing a condom, and she hadn’t asked him to wear one. Maybe he was about to do what I hadn’t been able to. He leaned forward and laid his body down on top of my wife’s, and began kissing her wildly once again. Almost instinctively my wife wrapped her pale arms and legs around Andy’s muscular, large black body. They continued kissing and Andy reached down to line up the head of his lengthy rod with my wife’s married pussy. The head spread the pussy lips and began to slowly stretch her open to make its way inside.

“OH,” Hope gasped.

I wondered how it felt for her. Andy’s cock was easily more than twice as big as me, and much more girthy. She was about to be more stretched than she had ever been with me. All those girls in college sure did love it inside of them. Inside my mind somewhere I did feel a slight contentment. My lovely wife was finally going to get some satisfaction. Satisfaction that I had been unable to provide until now.

She clutched him tightly as the head of his cock popped inside of her, and began penetrating her.

“Oh God….it’s so big,” she moaned.

I could hear how wet she was from the squishing noises that Andy’s cock was making as it slowly slid inside of her. She was trying to thrust against him, trying to take as much of his length inside of her as she could. He was touching spots inside of her that I would’ve never touched.

“Ohhh yes,” she groaned. “Oh, oh oh…”

Her little staccato moans began to get higher in pitch and I knew that she was about to orgasm. She began to get louder, and then her body tensed and she clutched him as tightly as she could and began to orgasm, breathing like she had jogged five miles. They were both covered in sweat from their exertion in the sultry evening. Andy gave her a couple of minutes to relax and accommodate his enormous cock inside of her before he began to draw it out slowly, and then pushing it back in, and beginning a slow and steady fucking of my petite blonde wife. Within a couple of minutes he had increased his pace considerably and he was now slamming his mammoth black cock in and out of my wife’s little pussy like a jackhammer. She couldn’t help but moan out loud. The black cock inside of her had driven her senses into a fog. She didn’t care if the neighbors heard, or if I did. The only thing that controlled her right then were the sensations she was feeling, the warmth of absolute pleasure that Andy’s big cock was giving her.

Andy leaned down and began to suck on one of her pink nipples and she held her head while he pumped her pussy. Her eyes rolled up with the pleasure she was receiving as his tongue stimulated her nipple, pushing her close to another orgasm. Hope grabbed on to Andy tightly, locking her legs around his hips, as she began to quake and shudder once more, wailing loudly like I had never seen her wail before, into the dark of the night.

The sensation of her pussy contracting and massaging Andy’s cock must have been too much for him because he grunted and announced, “I’m cumming, FUCK!”

He kissed her passionately once more as he slammed into her and began to orgasm, his cock pulsating as he began to deposit his load into my wife’s married womb. They continued to kiss as they caught their breaths, his cock embedded deep inside of her. I quietly snuck away, upstairs.
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I pretended to be asleep when Hope entered the bedroom and tiptoed right into the washroom. When she got out, she gently shook me and told me that dinner was ready. She kissed me on the iips, and walked downstairs. At dinner, it was like nothing had ever happened. They made small talk, just like they had the day before. He was shirtless in his gray sweatpants, and Hope had her sundress on. I was hard once again. My wife had cheated on me. Her womb was full of my bully’s seed right then as we sat at the dining table.
I knew Hope would want it once more. The pleasure I had seen on her face...no one in the world would resist an offer to feel that once more. That very night while I pretended to be asleep, Hope slipped out of bed, and into the guest room across the hallway. She tried to be quiet, but the walls weren’t nearly as thick as they needed to be to hide the sounds of her pleasure from my ears. That was the last night of that week when they tried to be secretive about it.
It turned out to be an insane week, but looking back it now I would be lying if I said that it was something that I regretted even a little bit. After all I love our child, and without Andy’s help, Hope getting pregnant wouldn’t even have been possible.
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Allison Gets Ganged By Her Black Students
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I

It was sunny outside, a warm December afternoon. The rest of the school was closed for Sunday, and we were the only people in the entire building. I’d taken the keys from the groundskeeper the previous day and promised I’d return it an hour before the school reopened on Monday morning. The building was silent. Outside, the chirping of crickets, beetles and cicadas, along with the occasional breeze making the leaves rustle. The sounds of a summer just beginning.

I couldn’t help but moan, feeling the thick, warm shaft delve deep inside my womanhood. I was bent over my desk, Jabu’s hands on my waist, as he buried the last couple of inches of his massive black cock into my married pussy. I felt his huge ballsack brush against my clit. I still had my sundress on, even though it had been pulled up to expose all of my lower half. I shut my eyes behind my glasses as the pleasure of my student’s cock reverberated through my nerves, making me shiver. It was better than any sensation I could’ve imagined.

Behind me all of the 14 other boys in the class had their cocks out, sitting in their chairs, stroking themselves. My moans echoed through the room, accompanied by the squishing sounds of Jabu beginning to quicken his pace, thrusting inside my pussy as his enormous black cock stretched it wide open, more than my husband’s cock ever could.

“We haven’t...oh..,” I said, gasping, “hurry up Jabu, we don’t have all day. O-..oh..others need their turn too.”

“Sure, Miss Allison,” he said.

Somehow I didn’t really think he wanted to hurry up at all. What eighteen year old boy would, given the chance to go balls deep inside his petite, blonde school teacher? In front of all his classmates, nonetheless. If I was going to be truly honest...I didn’t know if I wanted him to hurry up either. He was fucking me properly now, the tip of his cock bottoming out inside of me with every deep, powerful thrust, the sound of our flesh slapping together filling the classroom along with my moans. My husband Cody could’ve never dreamed of making love to me like these boys could, with his smaller five inch penis and his busy work life. I could’ve never dreamed anyone could make love like they could, just a few months ago.

“Ohhh...Miss Allison,” Jabu groaned, clutching my waist tighter with his strong, dark hands as he fucked me, with a more frantic pace now.

I could tell that he was getting close. And his quick pace was bringing me closer to my own orgasm. I began to thrust back at him, trying to meet his pushes, trying to get him completely inside of me.. He was much taller than me and every time he was thrusting into my pussy now I was being lifted to the tip of my toes.

“Oh God….oh yes, do it baby,” I moaned loudly as my own orgasm approached.

“OHHH,” he grunted, slamming deep inside of me as I felt his thick shaft pulse inside of me.

He gripped me tightly as his muscular body tensed up and he began to cum. I groaned loudly as I began to orgasm, tensing up, my pussy instinctively beginning to squeeze and milk his cock, and I felt the warm rush of his cum filling me up. I laid on the table, breathing heavily, twitching and trembling, my student’s black meat still embedded deep inside of me. Slowly he pulled out, and the head exited my love hole with a wet sound.

Still breathing heavily, I stood up, and faced the class, blushing wildly. All the boys had their trousers and jeans undone or down, and they were stroking their cocks looking right at me, as Jabu wiped himself off with a tissue and went back to his seat.

“So…,” I said. “Who is next?”

Everyone other than Jabu raised their hands.

“All of you?!” I exclaimed.

This was going to take a while. I had requested about three hours off and one hour was already gone. There was no way I could give each of them a turn. It wasn’t a hard decision to make. Realizing what I was about to do sent a shiver through my body, and rekindled the flame between my thighs.

“Alright, all of you come here.”
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II

I had been teaching in Balfour High School since an year now. My husband Cody and I are Americans, and Cody works for an NGO doing work in South Africa. We moved to Johannesburg for his work, and I decided to use my time here and do what I’d been doing back in the States, teaching trigonometry. I found an opening at Balfour, a town an hour away on the outskirts of Johannesburg, and they readily accepted my request.

Balfour was a small town, and the school just had one class at each level. I only needed to teach trig to the seniors, a class of about 28 students. 8 girls, and 20 boys. Most of the students were black, with a couple of Indian boys and a white girl.

I instantly became a favorite with the boys, as I usually did even back in the states. I was a bit on edge when I first introduced myself to the class, but I soon became comfortable. I had been warned before to treat the boys sternly, because students here could get pretty mischievous with women teachers, especially white ones. I didn’t really feel any sense of that at all. They were a nice lot, the girls were studious and generally just excited to have a female teacher because almost all the other teachers except a history teacher were male, and the boys weren’t too rowdy either.

I did notice something as I taught them in the following weeks, the boys in the class seemed to be fairly distracted. A few at the front of the class notwithstanding. Their test scores in the unit tests the next month confirmed this. I thought that it could be a relic from the last trigonometry teacher, so I checked their previous test scores. To my utter surprise, the boys in the class had been doing much better consistently before I joined, and it was clearly right after I begun teaching that their test scores just dropped. This was a shock for me because I had always prided myself on my teaching abilities, especially my ability to effectively communicate with my students and teach them tough concepts in complicated fields like algebra and geometry. Something had to be done.

The next day I walked into class with a plan. As class ended, I got up from my chair behind the desk and addressed the class.

“Alright. Guys, I’ve reviewed your test scores, and a lot of you have really bad marks in the trigonometry tests. So I want to help all of you out. The names I take now, come forward to the desk and take this letter, it’s addressed to your parents, requesting their permission for you to attend sunday remedial classes with me, to help you out. Okay?”

I absolutely expected a loud groan of disapproval from the boys at this but I was surprised because there was none. Instead there was a wave of...excitement? Confused, I began reading out the names from my phone, and one by one a total of 15 boys came forward and took the letters.

“I’ve already talked to the principal and he said all I need is the permission of your parents. It’ll be fun, I promise,” I said, smiling wide at all of them.

The next Sunday I sat at my desk in the empty classroom, in the empty school, waiting for the boys. The groundskeeper had unlocked the class and gone off somewhere to smoke. I was sure that some, if not all, would choose to just skip it. 5 minutes before class was supposed to start they began to arrive, greeting me and then taking a seat. A few took quick glances down my top. I didn’t really mind. Boys will be boys, right?

Again, to my surprise, turned out that not a single student chose to skip the remedial class and all of them showed up. I guessed the parents preferred having their children at the school instead of having them spend the Sunday going out and about creating problems.

I waited until everyone had taken their seats before I began.

“Morning! So as you all know, you’re here because your test marks are nowhere close to being up to the mark. Now I really want to help you guys out, so you need to tell me what you’re having a problem with, okay? And tell me if anything in the way I teach has to be changed, or something,” I said, smiling brightly at the faces looking up at me. “So go ahead, tell me any problems in my teaching style?”

The boys all looked at each others and shook their heads, murmuring in general disagreement. I waited a few seconds for anyone to say anything.

“Okay then. I noticed that all of you did really poorly in the differentiation questions in the tests, so I’m going to go over that, alright?”

And I started the lesson. Over the next hour I went over different concepts and solved the questions they’d received in their tests. I noticed something that I’d noticed in the normal classes as well, with these same boys in particular. Whenever I’d turn from the blackboard to look at them they’d hurriedly move their eyes to mine, like they’d been focused somewhere else, obviously distracted. When I’d ask them a question relating to what I’d been teaching right then, it would be clear that they weren’t paying attention. This was going nowhere.

I sighed and put the textbook down on the desk, and stood in front of the desk, facing all of them.

“None of you seem to be paying attention, why’s that?”

The boys averted their gazes and looked at the floor, out of the window, at the walls. I decided that singling out someone was the way to go.

“Jabu, what’s got all of you so distracted?” I asked.

Jabu had seemed like the leader of the pack among this group. He was a six foot four, black, eighteen year old. For a boy of eighteen he was incredibly well built, with a very broad chest and strong arms. Easily handsome. If I was going to get an answer, this was the avenue.

“Well...Miss Allison...erm…can you promise me that I won’t get in trouble for saying this?” he asked, raising an eyebrow at me.

Caught a bit off guard, I said, “Uh...sure. Anything to solve the issue.”

“Okay. Miss Allison, the thing is, we just aren’t used to having a teacher who is as pretty as you, so we keep looking at you instead of the boring maths,” he said, shrugging.

I had no idea what to say, it had me shocked. At the same time I felt a bit flattered. I guess it made sense, they were red blooded young, virile, men. I suddenly became very conscious of the sun dress I was wearing, that came down to the middle of my thighs, and the v neck giving them a fair bit of cleavage.

“Well, as flattering as that is, Jabu, you guys need to focus on the lesson. Looking at your teacher isn’t going to get you a job, you know,” I said, trying to sound stern.

Another boy spoke up, Luke, dreadlocked hair and wearing a hoodie.

“You don’t get it, Miss Allison. That’s much easier said than done. Look at the pants of every single guy here,” he said.

Confused by what he meant, I directed my gaze below his waist, and spotted the bulge. He had an erection. My eyes went to another student. One here too. And another. And another. All of them were hard...for me! It was a completely alien feeling, to know that I was being intensely desired by all these boys, surrounded by virile young males, completely alone.

“I...I don’t know how we can solve this problem,” I said softly.

“I know,” said Jabu, and before I knew what was happening, he’d stood up , unzipped, and brought his cock out, exposing himself for me to see. “Maybe we can all just get off and then we can carry on with the lesson?”

My mouth hung open as I was presented with the biggest penis I had ever seen on a man. And only the second one. Cody was my first relationship, and I’d grown in a conservative little midwest town. As I processed the enormous, veiny, black cock in front of my eyes, I felt a warmth between my legs, accompanied with wetness. I couldn’t believe how large it was. I didn’t know they could get so big!

“Yeah you’re right, that would work,” Luke piped up, standing up immediately and exposing himself as well, another massive black cock dangling in front of my eyes.

“I...I-...” I stuttered.

I had no idea how to deal with this. The rest of the boys were beginning to follow the example set by Jabu and Luke, and one by one pants were dropping and cocks were being brought out. Most of them immediately began to stroke themselves while their eyes scanned my body, making me feel naked and exposed. The warmth between my thighs was only intensifying. I just looked at their cocks, wide eyed, feeling like a deer caught in the headlights.

Somewhere inside me I felt powerful in a way that I had never experienced before. All this strong, young men wanted me. They were all aroused because of me. Their teacher. Wasn’t it my job to help them? To make sure they progressed? And if this was the only way then what was the problem? My heart thumped in my chest as I bit my lip. Some part of me was taking over.

I didn’t even think of Cody once. I sighed.

“Okay. If this is what it takes…” I said. “Do you boys just want me to stand here or?”

They looked at each other. Luke spoke up.

“Maybe if you sh-showed us something?” he ventured.

I thought about it for a few moments, and then I took a deep breath. I knew what this meant. I turned and walked to the door, shut it and locked it.

“No talk of this ever leaves this room, okay? You don’t tell your classmates about this, not your parents, not anyone. If you do then I’ll lose my job here and you’ll never see me again.”

The class held their breaths in anticipation as my hands came up to my shoulders, and I slowly slid the straps of my dress off my shoulders. First one. And then the other. The dress fell down and I held it with my hands at my breasts. I slowly began to lower it, until my bra covered breasts were exposed to the 15 eighteen year old boys.

“How about this?” I asked.

It was their turn to have their mouths hang open. Everyone in that class was stroking their cocks looking at the breasts of their teacher. I let my dress fall, and it slid down and bunched up around my feet. I was wearing a plain white bra and panties. I stepped out of my dress, picked it up, and threw it back onto my chair.

“God, Miss Allison you’re perfect,” said Luke, rapidly stroking his thick black cock.

The blush I already had on my face wasn’t going to intensify any further. I could’ve never dreamed when I woke up in bed this morning that by noon was I going to have fifteen young boys stroking their cocks looking at my body right in front of me. My heart thumped wildly in my chest.

“Thanks, Luke,” I said. “I hope this is enough for you guys.”

I wanted to go hide behind my desk but I willed myself not to. Fifteen young boys stroking their cocks looking at me, most of them strong, black boys. The warmth between my legs was by now a raging fire that needed to be quenched.

“Um there’s a problem, Miss Allison,” said Bandile, a student sitting in the second row.

“W-what is it?” I asked meekly.

“I can’t get off here with other people around me, could you help?” he asked, looking at the floor a bit ashamedly.

What did he mean ‘help?’ Oh, who was I kidding. I knew what he meant. The only question was if I had the guts to go through with it.

“Wh-what...do you w-want?” I asked hesitantly, flustered.

“Could you, you know?....Give me a hand?” he asked, looking at me with his big, dark, boyish eyes.

My heart was a drill deep in my chest, and I could feel wetness begin to soak my white panties. I was here to help these students. And if this was what had to be done…

So be it.

I walked forward, dressed in only a bra and panties, my bare white skin exposed to fifteen horny students of mine. Bandile was sitting on the second chair in the middle row, stroking his cock wildly as I stepped up to him and stood beside him. He turned his chair to me and let go of his cock. Most of the boys in the class had enormous black cocks, and his was no exception. I took a deep breath. I was about to this. And it was for the good of these students.

I lowered myself until I was on my knees, my eyes on the veiny, erect cock that stood erect inches away from my face. Bandile spread his legs and I shifted closer, his member just a couple of inches away from my lips. I reached up slowly, every little moment feeling as long as an year. My fingers made contact with the warm, smooth skin of my students cock, the first man I had touched intimately in my whole life other than my husband. I knew without looking that every eye in the entire class was fixated at my hand right then. I wrapped my fingers around the girthy shaft, and my fingers couldn’t even circle it all the way round.

I looked up at his handsome, dark face.

“Is this better?” I asked.

He nodded wordlessly. My wetness was trickling down my thighs now. His cock was big enough that I could hold his shaft with both hands still leaving room to spare. It was nothing like my husband Cody’s cock. Until now I had always wondered why other women seemed so obsessed with sex. Had I been robbed of the true experience until now? I placed my other hand on his shaft as well, and very slowly I began to stroke it up and down as my wedding ring glittered as a column of sunshine hit it, feeling my mouth go dry as all my blood rushed down between my legs.

I wondered what it would be like inside of me.

I watched as the skin of his shaft wrinkled and stretched as my hands went up and down, still amazed at the sheer size of his manhood, as big as my forearm. I could feel his pulse from deep inside the black monster in my hands. Bandile had his eyes shut, and I could tell he was intensely enjoying his teacher on her knees in front of him giving him a slow handjob. I could hear the heavy breathing all around me.

After a couple of minutes of stroking him, I asked if he was close.

“It would really...help if you could...use your mouth, Miss Allison,” he said, in between heavy breaths that betrayed his lie.

Looking up at him with my blue eyes, I smiled.

“Mhm, of course.”

I heard the other boys chuckle. I was expecting this. After all, boys will be boys, and boys are greedy, and will always ask for more. Well, I had come this far already. I was on my knees between the legs of a student. What difference did it make if I used my hands or my mouth? It was all for a greater cause. My pussy throbbed between my thighs.

To tell you the truth, I was dying to take his black meat into my mouth. I didn’t even like blowing my husband, but my husband didn’t have a manhood like this. I wanted to feel these big black cocks in my mouth, I wanted to run my tongue all along the thick shafts, and I wanted to suck on those big black balls. When I woke up that morning I would’ve been ashamed of myself to be having thoughts like I was having right then. But my pussy was smoldering and I was more turned on than I had ever been in years.

I slowly leaned in, and I could feel the rest of the class hold its breath as I stuck out my tongue, slowly. I pressed my tongue against the base of his thick shaft and gave it a lick from the base right to the tip, which I gave a loving little kiss. I didn’t look at the boys stroking their cocks in their chairs all around me, but I knew instinctively that at that moment they had to be stroking their cocks like they never had before, receiving the show of their entire lives.

I don’t know what it was about the act. If it was the smell of the manly musk, or the taste of the smooth, dark skin. Or the warmth of it on my little tongue. But something inside me snapped, and I could feel it. Right then I knew just how far i wanted to go with them in this quest to help them. Something inside of me had unlocked, something that had been forced deep down inside of me as my parents raised me in our quiet, conservative, white town. A hunger that had been pushed so far down that I never knew I had it. Well I could feel the full brunt of it now, a hurricane inside of me.

I planted my lips on top of the head of his cock, and I felt him put a hand on my head, in my hair. First I just sucked the tip and licked it, still holding the shaft with both of my hands. I looked like a little girl sucking a giant lollipop.

I kissed my way down his shaft and down to his big, slightly hairy balls, and I stuck my tongue out once more and began to lick them, looking up at him. I’d never seen such raw lust in the eyes of a man. That same sensation of being in power coursed through me once more. One by one I sucked on his balls, and licked them, while my hands still stroked the thick shaft. The smell and taste of sweat, spurring my lust on even further I’d never done it before but somehow I just knew how to. I knew how to please him.

I drew back, and reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, and pulled it away, exposing my round breasts to Bandile.

“Hope this helps,” I said, beaming up at him, as I leaned forward once more, directing his cock to my mouth and my mouth to his cock, and beginning to suck on it in earnest.

I had to open my mouth wide to fit about three inches of his girthy trunk into my mouth, and I began to bob my head up and down, giving the most passionate blowjob I’d ever given in my life, making love to his cock with my face.

“Ohhh yeah. Oh God Miss Allison,” Bandile groaned.

“Mhmm,” I hummed.

I wasn’t anxious anymore. I felt at ease. What I was doing felt natural, like it was always in me, I’d known how to act like this. Nevermind the 14 other boys who were right at that moment jacking off their massive cocks watching the show. I pulled away from his penis once more, and rubbed it all over my face. It was larger than my entire head was. I couldn’t help but smile. I had been missing out on this all my life.

“Are you close?” I softly asked Bandile.

He quietly nodded, his hands clutching the chair he was sitting on. I began to suck and lick his balls once more while stroking his shaft with both of my hands, my pale hands and my pink lips a stark contrast the very dark skin of his cock.

Bandile began to grunt as his body tensed up, and his thick cock pulsated in my hand. I looked up at him and smiled, and directed his cock at my face.

“Ohhh,” he groaned as the first spurt of thick, milky cum spurted out of his cock, and splattered onto my face, a streak of warm, viscous milk from my chin to my nose.

I opened my mouth wide and stuck my tongue out as a second rope spurt from the head of his cock and landed on my cheek and my tongue. He tasted salty, and delicious. A third spurt of cum, less powerful than before, draped across my chin and my lip. I planted my lips on the head of his cock as he squirted more cum right into my mouth. I had never known a man could cum so much. Or that men squirted a fountain of cum like this. Cody could only dribble out a small quantity of semen.

“Mmm,” I swirled the cum in my mouth with my tongue, and then swallowed it,

I began to suck whatever remained in his cock into my mouth, and kissed and licked his shaft and balls once more.

Bandile looked like he was going to faint any moment. His mouth lazily hung open, and his eyes were glazed over. Finally, I looked around me at the other boys. No one was stroking their cocks anymore. I hadn’t even noticed when they’d all cum. I smiled.

“Looks like we have no more problems for today? I’m going to go clean up, all of you do the same, and let’s get back to the lesson,” I said.

I stood up, and still naked with soaked panties, I walked out of the class and into the girls’ washroom right beside it. I locked the door, and instead of cleaning my cum covered face, I went into one of the stalls, catching a glimpse of my naked, cum covered face in the mirror. I looked like such a slut. What would someone from my little white town think if they ever saw me like this, I wondered. My pussy twitched. I sat down on a toilet seat and immediately pushed a hand down my panties and began the most intense masturbation session of my entire life.
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III

That was the day that everything changed. The second Sunday all the class had its hand raised hoping that they’d get some loving from me, and I had them participate in a quick lottery to see who I’d help out. But the boys weren’t to be outsmarted, and the next class some of the boys had the idea to just not cum as I finished sucking the lottery winner off. I had to concede, these boys weren’t just going to be satisfied with my mouth.

The first time a thick, black cock spread my pussy lips apart and entered me as I lowered myself on one of the boys sitting in his chair, I hated myself for having missed out on it all of these years. My orgasm barreled towards me as the thick shaft spread me open and pushed deep inside of me, deeper than anything had ever been, deeper than I thought I could take anything. I had a tumultuous orgasm as it bottomed out inside of me. I’d never felt anything like it before. The thick shaft inside me was, for the first time, scratching an itch that I’d stopped noticing at some point in my life.

Those few hours on Sunday became something I immensely looked forward to, and I’m sure the boys felt the same. I had never realized how sexually unfulfilled I had felt in my marriage, with Cody. I still loved Cody, and he did get to enjoy the fruits of my new exploration with the boys, but it just wasn’t the same with him. I’d miss the thickness of their black cocks in my hands. I’d miss how they smelled and tasted and felt in my mouth, I’d miss how they’d stretch my love hole wider as they pushed in. Cody was just...average.

And so we circle back to this Sunday.

“So…,” I said. “Who is next?”

Everyone other than Jabu raised their hands.

“All of you?!” I exclaimed.

This was going to take a while. I had requested about three hours off and one hour was already gone. There was no way I could give each of them a turn. It wasn’t a hard decision to make. Realizing what I was about to do sent a shiver through my body, and rekindled the flame between my thighs.

“Alright, all of you come here.”

I absolutely didn’t need to ask them again. 14 pantsless South African boys immediately left their seats in a mad rush to surround their petite blonde teacher’s half naked body. It was Luke who managed to acquire a position right behind my waiting, wet, cum soaked pussy. Immediately his hands replaced the positions Jabu’s had vacated a minute ago, and he directed his thick, enormous cock at my flowing, wet entrance. I felt the big head prod my opening, spreading my glistening pussy lips apart and beginning to make its way inside, spreading and stretching my pussy out once more, filling it once again, depleting the vacuum I felt as Jabu’s cock had left. I smiled at one of the students in front of me, a handsome Indian origin boy called Rohan, and he leaned over and gave me a wet kiss, sloppy and messy, like lovers on the night of their first time together.

Luke’s cock didn’t take too much time embedding itself fully inside of me, because I was already well lubricate and ready to receive black cock after Jabu. And so he quickly began to pump in and out of me. All the boys were unbuttoning their shirts now as they stood around the teacher’s desk, towering over me in every direction. Muscular, strong, black. Virile. Young. Someone helped pull my dress off me, and someone else unhooked my bra, leaving my entire naked body exposed to 15 young men, and 14 raging boners. Luke’s cock was hitting spots inside of me that Cody probably would never know existed, just like Jabu’s had. It was the girth that had proven even more pleasurable to me. I shut my eyes in pure ecstasy as Luke rocked my body, making my breasts heave in front of the small crowd of boys, making me moan loudly, uncaring of who could end up hearing, the sounds of my lust echoing through the classroom and through the corridors of the empty school building. The teacher’s desk wasn’t too big, and if I leaned down I could suck on the cocks of the two boys standing right in front of me. And that’s exactly what I did, while grabbing the cock of a student in each hand and stroking it. Just like that I was getting gangbanged.

I wanted to satisfy these young eighteen year old boys and help them. I wanted them to satisfy me, more than anyone ever could. I wanted to swallow their cum and feel it inside of me, proof of my care. I kissed the heads of the two cocks in front of me one by one, and then stuck my tongue out and licked every inch of them. I felt a student reach out and begin to fondle my breasts, which only served to stimulate me further in this beautiful orchestra of sensations.

The sounds of Luke’s flesh slapping mine now filled the room, punctuated by the rhythmic moans coming from my mouth, and the occasional grunts and groans from the other boys I had been pleasuring, and their heavy breaths. I was floating on a cloud high up in another plane of bliss. My fingers were wrapped round warm, thick shafts, and my mouth was full of a big manly cock, and my pussy was being impaled deep by another. It felt like meditation.

I could feel my orgasm steadily building now. Luke’s frantic, powerful thrusts let me know that he was close to the edge as well. Again I was being thrust into so hard that my toes were being lifted off the floor momentarily. The pleasurable friction between my married pussy and eighteen year old Luke’s mammoth black cock was about to push me over the edge into the throes of a wild orgasm.

I was wildly sucking and licking the large cock in front of me, and I could tell that he was about to cum pretty soon, from the rapid breathing. Soon he grunted, and began to stroke his cock while his cock pointed at my face and I stuck out my tongue. Ropes of cum spurted out of his cock and splattered onto my face, and began drooping down my cheeks and chin. He pushed his cock into my mouth again and I sucked the remaining cum out of his mouth and greedily swallowed it, feeling the pulsations of his cock in my mouth. I moved on to the second guy who I had been sucking, and began bobbing my head up and down his shaft quickly, fucking him with my face.

Meanwhile Luke began to grunt and slam his cock inside me hard, before he thrust into me one final time, pushing me over the edge as well, and we both began to orgasm together, my pussy wilding milking his cock as my entire body tensed and I wailed loudly in pure pleasure and he started to fill my pussy up with the second load of the day for it. I felt Luke’s enormous cock pulsing inside of me, and his thick semen began to drip down my thighs.

The vision of his teacher cumming wildly like this was too much for the boy I had been sucking off, and he moaned and began to cum an insane amount of cum right into my mouth, making my eyes go wide with surprise as I quickly tried to swallow his cum trying to keep up. These boys were gifted by God himself.

The boys weren’t in the mood to give me a minute of rest. I had jumped into the lion’s den and provoked the pride. Someone asked me to lie on my back, and I did, and another black student called Arno hoisted my legs up on his shoulders and pushed his thick, veiny black cock deep inside of my married pussy, without any foreplay or beating around the bush, making me moan. He began fucking me immediately, making my body shake with his thrusts, and by breasts heave. A couple of other students noticed that my breasts were no accessible to them and I quickly felt a pair of lips on each of my nipples as two boys began to lick and suck on my breasts. I held their heads with my hands, a faint smile etched on my lips as I received the best sex I could dream to receive.

I was covered by a fine sheen of sweat, just like most of the boys standing around me right then. Two other boys offered their cocks to my mouth and I began to suck on them, alternating between each one, and sucking and licking on their balls. Once more a cock found its way into each of my hands and I immediately began to stroke them. The rhythm being imparted to my body from Arno’s thrusts helped me suck the cocks of the two guys up top.

I tried to guess which of the two guys I was sucking off and the two I was stroking and the one giving me a hard fucking would cum first. As I was just thinking it, I got my answer. One of the boys I was blowing groaned loudly, pulled out his cock from my mouth, and aimed it square at my face, and began squirting cum onto my cheeks, lips and forehead. As his spurts died down I took him into my mouth once more and began to clean his cock lovingly. Arno was the second to lose control. He began to furiously fuck my slippery, well lubricated, cum soaked pussy, until he too thrust hard inside of me and then began to ejaculate inside of me.

“OH, Mrs Allison….oh God yes,” he groaned.

I had never felt satisfied on such a spiritual level. Only 3 more boys were left who I’d stroked with my hands but who hadn’t cum yet, and as Arno stepped away, they occupied the vacant position, a cock went deep inside my pussy, another in my mouth, while the third waited his turn. It took five more minutes until I had another load deposited in my pussy, thick milky cum heavily running down my thighs, pooled on the teacher’s table, drooling down my face, some of it in my hair. I laid on the teacher’s table for a few moments, trying to recollect myself in the afterglow of post coital bliss, my legs spread allowing my students a good view of my used and abused little pussy.
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IV
You know what? It actually worked. The one hour of making sure all my students were sexually satisfied on Sunday meant that they could focus properly on the remedial classes I was teaching, and their grades became better than ever. A few teachers and parents wondered if the remedial classes were still necessary, since the students had all improved, but all the students had heavily protested against this, and insisted that the remedial classes were helping them a lot. I also made the argument that all progress we had made would quickly be lost if I ceased the Sunday classes.
The students got their grades, and I got 15 delicious black cocks each Sunday all to myself. I knew one thing for sure, even if we did go back to the United States, there’s no way I can go back to just having one average penis trying to satisfy me ever again.
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My White Wife and Her Alpha Co-Worker’s BBC
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I

There she was. I struggled to fully grasp what I was seeing. That was definitely my wife in the video, her lips locked with Tyler, their tongues fighting each other. The camera looked out at them on a bed, a room I didn’t recognize. Tyler’s muscular, giant, dark body on top of her hers, soft and petite. I recognized him. I had looked him up after my wife had told me his name while we were talking about our past relationships. She didn’t know I had. But I needed to look at pictures of them together.

I’d never have told her, but I had masturbated to those pictures hundreds of times probably, since I found them on his Facebook. They weren’t anything explicit, just pictures of her in his arms, pictures of them together, her hand in his. One of the hottest for me were two, one were she was sitting in his lap, smiling wide, and the other where she was clinging on to him, her legs wrapped around his hips, and her arms around his neck. If only I had known that my wife Ariana had been keeping something like this with her all along.

I stared at the screen of the laptop, my mouth dry, my heart thumping inside my chest. I heard her moan softly as Tyler pushed his massive black cock deeper inside of her soaking wet pussy. It was hotter than any porn video I had ever watched. My wife’s pale, petite body under the hulking muscular figure of her ex-boyfriend. I couldn’t believe that monster cock had just disappeared completely inside of her. My own five inch cock was completely hard. I wondered if my wife had been judging me all along. I wondered if I had been enough for her all this time, now knowing that she had been taking this mammoth specimen inside of her. The small time stamp in the corner let me know that this video was made during the time they’d been together, a couple of years before I met her.

She would’ve been 20 years old.

My cock was fully erect under my shorts, and I quickly lifted my butt off the chair and dragged them down my legs, and began to stroke my cock, watching as my wife began to moan louder as her ex-boyfriend began to fuck her harder. He’d pull almost the entire length of this girthy cock out before he’d plunge it in once again, until he was balls deep inside of her. I noticed that he wasn’t wearing a condom. It stung, knowing that I had never been inside of her without one. My pretty, blonde wife had let her black stud boyfriend fuck her raw but not me.

As I stroked my cock rapidly, I thought about the fact that this was only the first of more than a dozen videos. I was elated beyond delight. I’d first started watching porn and reading erotica in my teens, and it didn’t take long for me to discover that what brought me off the most easily were stories and videos of cuckolding, in particular interracial cuckolding. Videos of petite, innocent, angelic looking blonde angels sucking, licking and fucking mammoth, veiny black cocks was the hottest thing in the world to me. It was probably the one thing about me I was resolute that I’d never let anyone know. I had kept it a secret from Ariana, always careful to never even leave a small trace of my kink that would expose my perversion to her.

I did betray my own self when she was telling me about her past relationships, about how all her three boyfriends from teenage until before we met had mostly been very big, muscular black men. The passion in our lovemaking after that conversation had been palpable, but she hadn’t brought it up, and I had prayed that she hadn’t noticed just how turned on I’d been.

Now my fantasy was playing out in front of me on a laptop screen in the most potent form. I was watching my own wife get nailed by an enormous cock. Tyler was now pumping in and out of her, adding the sound of his flesh slamming against her to the sounds of her moaning, and their heavy breaths.

I guess Ariana must’ve forgotten about these videos when she handed me her laptop so that I could fix a bug with the software she used for her emails. I fixed it in less than ten minutes, and then began snooping around her files just to pass my time at home while she was at work. I was going through the personal photos folder when I noticed at the bottom the size of the folders. Way more than the number of photos on there would’ve acquired. And that’s how I found the hidden folder, and the videos. The first thing I was going to do after getting through with this video was to copy all of the videos onto my own hard drive. I had struck gold.

“I’m going to cum!” my wife moaned loudly, clinging on to her black lover for dear life as he hammered inside of her.

Their lips locked again as her muffled moans intensified from the rapid fucking she was receiving. I could see how wide her pussy lips were stretching to accommodate the sheer thickness of the shaft moving in and out of her womanhood.

Her moans became wild, and rose in pitch, and then she began to quake and trembled, clutching her lover’s body tightly as a powerful orgasm shook her to her core.

“Ohhh GOD, oh lord…” she loudly proclaimed, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I squeezed and stroked my cock and my own orgasm hit, and I began to spurt cum into the air, and onto my own hands. My whole body tensed until the waves of pleasure washed over, and then I fell back into the chair, fully spent. Almost half of the entire video was still left. And I was going to enjoy it later. I quickly shut off the video player and began working to copy all the recordings of my wife I had found.
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II

That was when it all had started. Up until that point I had been determined to never reveal my fantasies or betray this kink to Ariana. But after finding those videos of my wife being pleasured by Tyler, this man who was so much muscular, stronger, bigger than me, something switched inside of me. Seeing my wife go through my fantasy had pushed me over the edge. Just a week after I had found those videos, I went out and brought home a ten inch long, thick, black dildo.

That first night of me using the black dildo on her had been the most pleasure I had given her in one of our lovemaking sessions. She was moaning loudly, just like she had in the videos, and her pussy was stretching wide open to take it all in, like she was made for this. It was arousing beyond imagination.

Afterwards when we were in bed together, my heart jumped when she brought it up.

“Honey, why did you buy a black dildo?”

I was caught off guard.

“Erm...just wanted to switch things up, you know? Change it up a little.”

“Hmm, I see,” she said quietly. “It has nothing to do with my videos you saw a week ago?” she asked, raising an eyebrow at me.

Fuck.

She saw the surprise and shame on my face.

“It showed up in the recently played videos on the video player, babe.”

Her hand reached down under the sheets and she held my cock and gently began to squeeze and stroke it.

“What did you think of them?” she whispered into my ear. “Don’t lie.”

I gulped. I wasn’t ready for this. I had to make a choice. I had to expose a secret about myself that I had been hiding for more than a decade, to my wife, my lover; or I had to lie about it and make up excuse for the videos. Fuck it, I thought. The dildo had already exposed me.

“I thought they were hot,” I said softly.

Ariana reached out and held the back of my head, and pulled my head to her breast, and I began to suck on one of her delightful pink nipples, feeling an immediate calm wash over me.

Glimpses from the videos formed in my mind, Tyler’s thick , enormous black cock going deep inside of her, her loud moans, their tongues dancing together.

“I loved seeing your pussy stretch,” I said.

An urge to bare my soul to her came over me. I wanted to be honest. I loved her with all my heart and this was the only thing I had kept hidden from her. It was time to lay it all out.

“He fucked you much better than I ever could,” I said softly, sucking on her nipple once more.

I bet she felt the sudden hardening of my cock in the grasp of her hand. She stroked it more.

“Awwwh,” she said, running her other hand through my hair. “I love you, baby. Thanks for being honest with me.”

“I love you too,” I replied, and we kissed deeply.

“You know, the dildo feels just like him,” she said, as she stroked my cock.

“I hoped so,” I said.

We talked for a long time, and she told me the details of her sex life with her exes. All muscular, hung studs. She told me how amazing they felt and how they’d rub her G-spot in a way no white cock ever had or could. All while she stroked my cock, keeping me on the edge of orgasm. After she finally let me cum in her hand, she asked me the question.

“Baby, do you want to see me fuck a hung, black man?”

I was quiet for a few seconds, looking at her. I knew what the answer was. It was a question of me being honest. I had already come this far.

“Yes,” I finally said.

“It’s not something you can take back,” she said, kissing me.

“I don’t care. I want to see your little pussy stretch and get fucked, I want to see you wrap your arms and legs around a black hunk,” I said, finally baring myself completely to the love of my life.

“It might happen sooner than you think,” she said. “I want to make my husband happy.”

“Do you have someone in mind?” I asked.

“Denzel,” she said.

It was time for me to be surprised once again. She’d told me about Denzel. He was still a pretty recent addition to her office, he had only joined it a few months ago, and I had heard about him a lot from her. None of it was positive. From the first day he had joined she had complained about the newbie at work who would ogle her whenever he got the chance and flirt with her and say crude things to her, despite her having told him that she was married already. She had told me he was arrogant, and cocky. And how just because he looked really good he thought that he could get any woman he wanted. He was another muscular black man, six four in height, he fit the profile of the guys my wife liked to fuck. But I hadn’t even considered it until now.

“You like him?” I asked.

“I don’t have to like him to want to fuck him,” she told me, and kissed me once more.
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III

The next development happened a week later. I was at home working when Ariana messaged me.

‘He’s gonna come over after work.’

‘I’m so excited,’ I replied.

‘It’s going to be fun ;)’ she texted back.

We had already discussed what we were going to do. She was going to bring him over and they were going to proceed to the bedroom upstairs, and she’d leave the door open and I would have to sneak a peek at them and watch them make love.

After that text, the entire day all I did was watch those videos and masturbate. My dick was fairly sore by the time Ariana had to come home. Half an hour later I heard two cars pull up, and I heard the garage door open as Ariana parked her car inside, and the other car parked on the driveway. I rushed to a supply closet near the kitchen and shut myself in, letting the door stay open a few inches allowing me look at the inner door from the garage. I heard talking, and then silence. I waited. After a few minutes the door opened and in came tumbling my wife with her legs wrapped around Denzel’s waist, her arms around his neck, their lips locked in a passionate, powerful kiss. I could hear her gasps and moans as they kissed.

My cock began to get hard immediately. I could see his hands supporting her weight by her butt, squeezing and groping them as well under her dress as they kissed. She began to dry hump him, thrusting against what had to be his bulge, hidden from me by her body.

“God you feel so fucking big,” she said to him.

“Time for you to finally get that big cock baby,” he said.

He let her down and she stood up as he unbuckled hurriedly and dropped his trousers, revealing a tentpole in his boxer shorts. He had a massive cock.

“I want to see it so badly, daddy,” said my wife.

Denzel slowly hooked his fingers on the hem of the boxers and pulled down. It slowly dragged down until his cock held it back, and the waistband bent it down. It bounced back up as the waistband cleared it, exposed to my wide eyed, petite, blonde wife.

“It’s so huge,” she whispered, getting to her knees in front of the tall, black hunk. “It’s as big as my forearm!”

She held it up, her fingers not even reaching all the way around, and lined up her other forearm alongside it. She was right.

“Wow,” she said. “It’s even bigger than it looked in all the pictures…”

Denzel stepped out of his trousers and boxers, with his cock inches from my petite wife’s innocent face.

“Like what you see?” he asked.

“Most definitely,” she replied, starting to stroke it with both hands.

It was incredibly hot.

“Have a taste,” Denzel said to her.

I quietly unzipped and fished my erect cock out and began stroking it, as my wife gently pressed her pink lips against the dark head of his enormous cock, planting a kiss on it. It was happening. She stuck her tongue out, and licked the head of his cock before planting her mouth on it, and sucking gently.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

She shifted closer to him and licked his cock from the head to his balls, which she took into her mouth one by one. They were much bigger than mine, and she sucked on them greedily before getting back to licking the shaft of his cock, and returning to the head to suck on it. Ariana then began to take more of his cock into her loving mouth. It was big enough that she had to open her mouth wide, and there was no way she could even fit half of it in her little mouth, but she tried. Inch by inch disappeared into her mouth, until she reached almost half of his shaft, her pretty blue eyes looking up into Denzel’s dark eyes. Slowly she pulled back.

“God damn you’re hungry,” he said to her.

“You bet,” she said.

Half of his shaft glistened where my wife’s spit had covered it. Denzel reached down and grabbed his cock and began to gently slap my wife’s pretty little face with it. I was stroking my own cock hard and fast, watching the big black cock on my wife’s pale white face.

She then opened her mouth wide once more and took the head of his cock into it.

“God you’re hot, I’ve been wanting to fuck your pretty little face since the first day I saw you,” Denzel said to Ariana, stroking her blonde hair.

Her lips were stretched around his cock and she was trying to desperately take more of his shaft in. Slowly her mouth began to accommodate more of him. She was performing for me. And it was quite a show.

“Just like that. Good girl,” Denzel said, pulling her head.

Again she had almost half of his cock inside of her mouth and she couldn’t take in anymore. She began bobbing her head up and own, sucking on his manhood as if it was the tastiest lollipop she’d ever had. She held the thick shaft with one hand and the other one went down between her thighs, rubbing her clit under her dress.

Slowly she withdrew her mouth once more, stuck out her tongue, and licked every inch of Denzel’s cock and balls.

Then she stood up, and he pulled her to him, and they began to kiss each other once more, passionate, fiery. His hands groped my wife’s body all over, rubbing her soaking wet pussy, squeezing her ass, feeling her breasts. His cock was pressed up against her tummy, and her hand was fondling his big black balls.

“Let’s take this upstairs,” Ariana said to him, grabbing his and leading him towards the stairs.

I waited in the closet a few minutes after they had left, to ensure that I would not be discovered. Then I slowly opened the door, tip toed over to the stairs and began making my way up to the master bedroom. I peered into the hallway, and like Ariana had planned, the door was open a few inches, flooding the hallway with light from the room. I quietly walked over and peered in.

Ariana and Denzel had both undressed. She was on her back on the back with pillows supporting her, her legs spread wide open, and Denzel in between them, pointing the head of his enormous cock at the opening of my little wife’s pussy. He pushed the head of his cock against her sopping wet tunnel.

“Oh God….” Ariana groaned.

Denzel rested his body on top of her and kissed her, their tongues entwining together. I dared not touch my cock because I feared I would cum immediately, and I wanted to watch more. The head of Denzel’s cock parted her fleshy pussy lips and began to stretch her opening, and then finally popped inside, making my wife moan loudly.

“Oh GOD it’s so big, god damn,” Ariana moaned.

His cock went in deeper, inch by inch, and the trembling and quaking in my wife’s body betrayed the storm of sensations she was feeling. Her pussy was being stretched apart like it hadn’t in years. She wrapped her arms and legs around Denzel’s muscular black body, clinging on for dear life.

Denzel’s cock went in further, inch by inch. I couldn’t believe how much black cock fit inside my petite little wife. As he bottomed out inside of her, I heard Ariana moan.

“I”m cumminggggg!” she wailed, her eyes shut in pure ecstasy as a powerful orgasm ripped through her body, making her clutch Denzel in a vice grip as her pussy desperately massaged his cock.

She moaned loudly. Loud enough for the neighbors to hear. Denzel and Ariana kissed passionately as she descended from the heights of her orgasm.

“God I’ve missed black cock so much,” she said to him, breathing heavily, Denzel’s big black cock still embedded deep inside of her.

That was what made me cum, and I desperately tried to stay quiet as I dribbled cum into my hand and on the floor. Denzel began to slowly fuck Ariana, slowly pulling his huge cock out, and then back inside of her.

Denzel began to pick up pace pretty fast. It was incredibly erotic, watching how much her pussy lips had to stretch to fit his girth. Soon he was pumping his entire length in and out of my little wife. The room was full of the sounds of his flesh slapping on hers, her wet pussy squishing, and Ariana’s loud moans and wails from the intense pleasure that Denzel’s cock was giving her. It was a surreal experience. Ariana seemed to be focused on the sensations she was being given. I’d be surprised if she could tell me her name right then had I asked.

Denzel was unlike me in every way. Tall, where I was just average, muscular where I was ordinary, with his massive cock. I’d always need a break constantly whenever I fucked Ariana, a minute to catch my breath before I could carry on. But Denzel seemed to be built for this. He was unrelenting, hammering my wife’s pussy like a god, driving her towards another orgasm, without a moment of rest.

“Ohhhhhhhh,” was all Ariana could wail in a loud, lewd voice as another orgasm tore her apart, and she desperately hugged Denzel, trying to get in control of her senses as her body quaked and trembled.

Denzel slowly pulled out of her, making me marvel again at the length of black cock my wife had fit inside of her little pussy. The head of his cock popped out with a wet plop, making Ariana gasp.

“Get on all fours,” he said.

Ariana obeyed, turning over and sticking her ass up in the air for him, looking like a lewd pornstar. He pushed his cock inside of her, and it didn’t take long at all this time, for him to bury his cock balls deep within my wife.

My cock was already hard once more, and so sore.

Denzel began to fuck her hard, slapping her ass. She’d moan loudly every time he’d thrust inside of her, his big balls slapping against her clit, making her legs twitch and shudder.

“Fuck you’re hot, I’m gonna cum,” Denzel finally declared.

Denzel fucked her harder, both of them becoming sweaty from the exertion of their potent lust. His pace was frantic, the slapping sounds they were making sounded like someone clapping quickly.

With a loud final groan, Denzel slammed his manhood deep within my wife, and grabbed on to her hips tightly, as he began to deposit a thick load in her married pussy.

“OH GOD, I can feel it!” she moaned.

I saw Denzel’s cock pulsate, his ballsack tightening and squeezing as he delivered a giant load right into my wife’s pussy. He came more than I could’ve dreamed, and it began to spill out of her pussy and drip down her thighs and onto the sheets.

He leaned forwards and Ariana looked back and kissed him once more, and I quietly backed off into the shadows.
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IV
Denzel fucked her all night. I managed to stay hidden away and watch most of it. My greatest fantasy had come to life, and it was every bit of what I had imagined it would be like, and then some more. It was beautiful, watching her pale body against his dark, hard one. It was beautiful the way she moaned for him like she never moaned for me. It was spiritual, in a way.
That was the first page in the new chapter of Ariana’s life and mine. And we’d both gotten the taste of something we had immediately become addicted to.
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Losing My Shy Conservative Wife To Her Friend’s BBC
[image: Vara Damon]



We were eating dinner when she mentioned him.

“Vern?” Rhea said, and I looked at her.

She was reading something on her phone.

“A friend of mine from college is gonna be in town next week, and he says he needs a place to stay for a week or two. I was thinking maybe he could stay here with us.”

“What sort of work?” I said, shoving a spoonful of curry into my mouth.

“He’s a photographer, and he’s doing some product photography for a business downtown,” she said, looking up from her phone and at me. “He mentioned that he was going to be in town and I offered it. He won’t have to pay for a week of hotel rooms.”

“Anyone I know? What’s his name?”

“Darren. We were friends in college, great guy.”

I saw a look on my wife’s face that I don’t think I had seen before. Something faint, a slight redness on her cheeks, but I couldn’t really identify it. I shrugged.

“Yeah sure, I don’t mind,” I said, swallowing my food.

I didn’t think much of it, I didn’t really have a reason to. When it came to her personality, Rhea was your typical conservative midwest wife, raised Catholic in a pretty strict family. You know the type. She was a virgin before we met, and I knew she wouldn’t ever cheat on me. I had no reason to be insecure about this Darren character who was about to show up at my house the next week. Rhea was anything but typical when it came to her appearance, though. She was one of those women who didn’t really realize how gorgeous they actually were. The sort who make you want to let them know that they could have anything in the entire world because of the power of their looks.

She was a petite woman, with a round bubble butt that attracted attention universally whenever she stepped out of the house in a dress. Everything she wore showed off her butt effortlessly, and I didn’t really resent the amount of awareness it brought to itself. The same was true for her breasts, just the most perfect pair you could dream off. The moment I had laid eyes on her I knew that I wanted to marry her, and I had simultaneously decided that I had no shot with her. But somehow it had all worked out, and she’d settled for someone like me, although I’d never let her know that.

I’m not going to lie, it was often a bit exciting to see the attention she got when she was out. She seemed oblivious to it but I was anything but. All the men who laid their eyes on my wife wanted her and couldn’t have her. There was some energy there that aroused me, and I’d often ask her to wear short dresses and Rhea never really turned me down, in all her innocence. She loved to please me and I loved to please her.

I’d almost forgotten about Darren until the day he was to arrive.

“By the way babe, Darren’s going to be here around 3, alright?” Rhea told me over breakfast.

“Yeah, sure,” I said, sipping my morning coffee, going through my twitter feed.

I was going to be at work so Rhea would have to receive him alone, which didn’t really strike me as an issue.

In fact, I was a bit glad that I wouldn’t be there. First introductions like that are always awkward, it would be better to meet him when I came back. I didn’t much thought to it at work either, and I headed back home at the usual time in the evening, around five. I parked the car and entered the house from the garage, and heard the voices of Rhea and someone else from the living room. I was a bit surprised at first, wondering who the other person was when I remembered Darren, so I headed over.

“Here he is!” Rhea said gleefully, both her and Darren standing up. “Darren, this is my husband Vernon. Vernon, this is Darren, the photographer.”

“Hey,” said Darren, extending his hand.

Now like I had said before, I hadn’t really paid any attention to Darren’s existence before this point, but now things had immediately changed. Because Darren wasn’t anything like someone I would’ve imagined my lovely, shy little wife having been friends with back in college. Darren was a massive black guy, towering above me, like six five or six something.

I shook his thick, muscular, dark hand, a bit shook myself. I didn't know if he had a naturally strong grip or if he had purposefully given my hand a squeeze but I tried not to wince.

“Uh, hey. Hope you're feeling comfortable?” I asked.

He chuckled.

“Yeah absolutely, you've got a great home here.”

My eyes went over his tight shirt, stretched across a broad, muscular chest, covering dark skin slightly glistening from a sweaty sheen. And to his face. He had a strong jaw line, thin lips, a hint of a five o clock shadow, and short cropped hair. He looked less like a photographer and much more like a male model himself.

“Vern, why don’t you go freshen up? I’ll have something for you guys to eat in a few minutes,” Rhea said, smiling brightly at both of us.

There was my wife, my innocent, small, sweet wife, and this hulking stud of a man. They’d been friends in college. I wondered now. Suddenly I wasn’t so secure in their friendship. I wanted to know. I also felt insecure myself. I was smaller, less in shape, with a bit of a tummy, nowhere near the ripped body that Darren possessed. As Rhea began to walk away from us and towards the kitchen, I saw Darren’s eyes quickly dart to her shapely butt, and back, just a quick glance that spoke volumes. But it was hard to blame him, who wouldn’t?

“I’m just gonna go get changed,” I told Darren, and I walked away and upstairs while he sat down and watched whatever was on the TV.

I came back down five minutes later and sat down on one of the couches to the side, and Darren and I began to talk about his work. He was apparently doing a shoot for an automotive design company. He thanked me and Rhea for letting him stay at our place, and I told him it was absolutely no problem at all. Rhea came from the kitchen with some coffee. She was wearing one of the sundresses that she usually wore at home, that had a pretty loose v neck, so I knew that when she bent over to serve him his cup, he got a pretty good look down her top. I wonder how much he saw. And I wondered if Rhea was unaware of this, I’d never really seen her serve coffee like this. But maybe I was reading too much into it.

Rhea sat on the couch on the opposite side and crossed her legs as her dress rode up to reveal a fair portion of her pale, soft thighs. I didn’t know if she knew what she was doing. She really wasn’t the sort of woman who would pull something like this...or was she? Whatever it may be, the effect on Darren was palpable. He seemed to be fumbling in his speech often, and I could see his glances scanning my body. And it was getting me excited. For some reason I was getting a bit of a boner watching this muscular, hulking black man check out my petite, blonde wife as they talked, and I sat right there in the same room

“Isn’t he?” I heard Rhea ask me, jolting me out from my thoughts.

“Huh?” I asked stupidly.

“I said isn’t he really fit? Darren’s always been a fitness freak even back in college,” Rhea said.

“Yeah, really well built,” I replied.

“Can I touch your arms?” Rhea asked.

I was taken aback. She was most definitely not acting normally.

“Uh, yeah. Sure!” Darren replied.

Rhea got up from the couch and sat next to him, and reached out and began to poke and prod at his biceps while he flexed, giggling all the while.

“My God these must take so much time to maintain,” she said.

“Not that much, to be honest. I’ve just got those genes, what can I say,” replied Darren.

“Vernon joined a gym a few years earlier but he stopped going after a few months, right Vern?” Rhea said.

“Uh...um...yeah, right,” I said quietly.

Darren looked at me as my wife stroked and touched his arms and his shoulder.

“You should start again, I always say it’s better for the mind than it is for the body, really,” he said.

Meanwhile Rhea’s hands went to his chest and she stroked his broad chest.

“Wow you’re so hard and soft at the same time,” she said.

“Thanks. I can teach you a few workout tricks if you want to get this too,” he told her.

“Really? That would be amazing!” Rhea piped up.

I’d never seen Rhea this...forward. The image of her essentially groping Darren, this buff black friend of hers from college, stayed with me for the rest of the day, and I just couldn’t get it out of my mind. I was still thinking about it as she got into bed beside me, and I was still aroused from what I’d seen. The moment she got into bed I kissed her deep and she kissed back, and her hand went down to my six incher and she began to stroke me.

“Oh, someone is excited today,” she said.

“I’m lying next to a beautiful woman,” I replied.

Her hand quickly brought me to full erection.

“So your friend seems to be quite a stud,” I said.

I had to bring it up. I had to say something.

“Yeah he is, isn’t he? Even back in college he was like this, all the girls I knew were mad for him.”

“How did the two of you become friends?” I asked.

“Hmmm...well, I think he was the one who started talking to me. All the girls said that he used to have some sort of a crush on me or something,” said Rhea innocently.

Things began to fall into place. Her hand was still stroking me. This whole thing was pretty arousing, talking to her about her friend while she gave me a handjob.

“You weren’t into him?” I asked.

I saw her cheeks redden.

“Not really, no.”

“You liked feeling up his muscles?” I asked.

The image of my wife groping Darren crossed my mind once more and my cock twitched. I wondered if Rhea felt it and put two and two together.

“Yeah, he’s so buff, isn’t he?” she said, stroking me faster.

“I’m close…” I said.

She began stroking me faster, and I gave a soft groan as I squirted cum onto her hand in pulses. She leaned over and kissed me and then went to the bathroom to clean her hand.

The next morning I was already at the dining table, ready for work and Rhea was at the kitchen counter cooking when Darren walked in, dressed in gray sweatpants, and completely shirtless.

“Good morning, everyone,” he said, his voice smooth and low, and rich.

“Hey,” I said, giving him an upwards nod.

“Oh hi, good morning!” Rhea said, turning around.

I saw her almost freeze up for a moment as she took in the sight of a shirtless Darren standing there, about to take a seat. Her eyes quickly scanned his chest, muscular, dark skin, stretched taut across bulging, manly muscles. I saw her eyes drop to below his waist, and go wide for a second before she turned back to the counter, blushing.

My eyes followed her line of sight and went wide just like Rhea’s as I saw the bulge at the front of his sweatpants, the semi-clear outline of a mammoth cock with some residual morning wood. Holy FUCKING shit, Darren was packing.

“Erm...s-sleep well, Darren?” Rhea asked him timidly, facing the counter.

“Yeah, absolutely. Like a log,” he said, dragging out a chair and taking a seat at the table.

“When do you have to travel downtown?”I asked.

“They’re expecting me around 11, I think. I’ll be done by 2 today, I’m pretty sure.”

Rhea walked over and placed a tray of pancakes on the table, looking cute with her white apron over a floral sundress that came down to her knees. I saw Darren give her body a quick once-over with his eyes.

“Great!” she said. “We’ll have lots of time to catch up!”

“I’d love to,” Darren said, smiling at her.

Suddenly I wanted to take the day off and stay home to watch my wife. I kissed Rhea goodbye a few minutes later, and took off for work. The entire day I was pretty distracted. A concoction of images floated around in my head all the time. My wife’s pale hands poking and prodding Darren’s chest, her eyes widening looking at the outline of Darren’s cock...and some images my brain made up. My wife’s small, pale hand grabbing a mammoth black cock. My wife on the tip of her toes, kissing a muscular, hulking black man leaning down to her. All those years of interracial porn and big black cocks had fucked with my head, I guess. All through work I at least had a semi.

When I came home I didn’t see anyone in the dining room or the living room.

“Rhea? Babe?” I called out.

Her voice came from upstairs.

“Be right down, honey!” she said.

I began walking upstairs, wondering what she was doing and as I walked up to the hallway I saw the door to the guest room open, and Rhea walked out followed by daring.

“Oh there you are babe!”

“What were you two doing?” I asked curiously.

“Darren here brought along a few weights that he’s been exercising with, so he was showing me some workouts I can do at home! Isn’t that great? I already feel kinda fit!” she said gleefully.

She was dressed in her usual dress, and I could see that her she had a sheen of sweat, so did Darren, standing tall beside her, towering over her.

“Hope it went well,” I said weakly.

I noticed a definite bulge in the sweatpants Darren was wearing. He was hard. My heart started beating fast.

“I’ve made pizza for you guys, why don’t you freshen up and come downstairs,” said Rhea and I nodded.

I walked past them and into the bedroom as they walked downstairs.

My brain stayed abuzz throughout dinner, and I was hyper focused on the two of them now. They seemed pretty chatty together, and Rhea was definitely giggling and laughing a lot, and Darren was joking around and teasing her a lot.

In bed an hour later I couldn’t help but bring it up to Rhea.

“So...uh, what exercises did Darren teach you?”

“Oh he’s a great teacher, babe! He taught me some basic weight training but most of it was just stretching exercises, he wanted to make sure that I didn’t hurt myself,” she said, smiling wide.

“I see. How long did you guys do it?”

“About...um...an hour and a half, two hours I think. We’re going to do it again tomorrow morning. Why do you ask?” Rhea asked, eyeing me.

“Just curious,” I said quietly.

Rhea stared at me for a few seconds.

“Awh babe you’re not jealous are you?”

“No of course not! I trust you completely, I have nothing to be jealous about,” I said.

“Good, good,” she said, snaking her hand into my pants once more and grabbing my semi-hard dick.

She began to stroke me and quickly stroked me to full erection. I wondered if she had noticed that I was semi-hard already when she grabbed my cock. Her small hand went up and down my six inch manhood, as I imagined what my wife had been doing with her big, black college friend.

“Make love to me, honey,” Rhea whispered into my ear as she got on top of me, lifting her sheer, knee length night dress over her head and revealing her beautiful nude form to my eyes.

Her hairy pussy hovered over my stiff manhood, and she slowly lowered herself on it, and as the head of my cock prodded her soft opening, she gasped softly, sending shivers of arousal throughout my nerves. Slowly I parted her lips as she descended, and her warm, soaking wet pussy enveloped my shaft completely. She was already worked up. I could tell from the exaggerated amounts of juices she was slick from. Rhea gently began to move up and down, slowly, as she leaned forward and I embraced her, and our lips and tongues met in a passionate kiss. She began moving her hips up and down faster, massaging my cock with her pussy. Something was different. I could feel it in her wetness, I could feel it in her passion, the way she was fiercely riding my cock.

“Oh God...yes…” I heard her moan.

She didn’t usually moan this loudly. I put my lips over one of her hard, pink nipples, and I began to suck as my petite wife fucked me hard, gasping and moaning with pleasure.

“Oh honey…” she squealed as I embraced her tighter and began meeting her thrusts with my own, wild and passionate.

The sound of our flesh slapping together became louder and filled the air of the room. I couldn’t remember the last time we had fucked so passionately. Her soft, blonde hair bounced with her movement, lit by the dim, golden lamp light.

“Oh, oh….Ohhhh,” Rhea wailed loudly.

I knew Darren would hear us from the guest room. Was my wife...performing tonight? The image of Darren in the guest room, in bed stroking his big, thick black cock to the sound of my lovely wife’s moans formed in my mind. I looked at my wife, her eyes closed, bouncing on my cock, moaning softly. I wondered...what would her pretty pink lips look like, wrapped around his thick shaft? Would she be able to fit him? I couldn’t believe I was thinking this. But I couldn’t stop. The memory of her hands on his hard body came back to my mind. I grabbed Rhea and began to fuck her like I was going to die the next day.

“Oh yes...oh God yes...fuck me baby, fuck me!” she moaned loudly.

“I’m gonna cum,” I told her, slamming my six incher into her soaking pussy.

She kissed me wildly and my entire body tensed up as I began to empty my load inside of her.

We were lying in bed a few minutes later, cuddling, when she spoke again.

“Babe do women really care about the size of guys...um...dicks?”

The question took me by surprise. My mind had gone back to imagining what sort of workout Darren and my wife had been doing that had left her blushing and him aroused.

“Erm...some do, most don’t from what I know. Why do you ask?” I said.

“I was just thinking back to college,” she said, her finger tracing circles on my stomach.

“What about it?”

“Well...just...all the girls back then were apparently super impressed by Darren’s...um...size…-”

I was already starting to get hard.

“-and just, gushing about it, really, those that had been with him in...that way, you know?”

“I guess so,” I said quietly. “What reminded you of this?”

I chuckled, trying to play it off like I found it funny, as my erection grew.

“Oh nothing much, while we were stretching I accidentally felt it and I was reminded of the college stories,” she said, giggling slightly.

I could see the redness appear in her soft cheeks. My heart was suddenly pounding in my chest.

“He...rubbed up against you?” I asked gingerly.

“Oh, I’m sure it was an accident. He was helping me stretch and he was standing right behind me, and when I bent over I guess I must’ve pushed back or something. He was pretty apologetic about it, I felt bad. But...he felt pretty huge, I didn’t know guys penises could be like that, honey. Back in college I thought all the girls had just been exaggerating or something.”

I couldn’t believe my sweet, innocent wife was talking about another man’s big black cock like this. My own cock was fully hard under the sheets, and I was hoping badly that Rhea wouldn’t notice the bulge under the heavy duvet.

“Well..,” I gulped, “a guy his size, it isn’t really much of a surprise.”

“I guess so,” said Rhea.

We said goodnight and kissed, and I rolled over, and my mind just replayed my wife bent over, in her sundress, her ass pushed up against Darren’s crotch, his thick black cock pushing up against her. I went to sleep fully hard.


By the time I got to breakfast next morning, my plan was made. When Darren came down for breakfast, his eyes immediately scanning my wife’s butt, I spoke up.
“Ah fuck, left my phone upstairs,” I said, standing up.
I quickly made my way upstairs to the bedroom, and got the GoPro I had bought for our vacation last year and set up to charge the previous night after Rhea had gone to sleep. I set it to a medium quality setting, quietly walked over into the guest room, and hid it in the bookshelf, starting the recording. Hopefully that would give me 5 hours of footage. I desperately wanted to see what the “exercises” would be like. I walked downstairs, ate breakfast, gave Rhea a kiss, and went to work.
The entire day I was on edge, wondering what I’d see. Wondering what my wife and Darren were doing. Her words from last kept echoing in my head, and I was hard for most of the time I was at work. After 7 impossibly long hours I parked my car in the garage and stepped out, walking into the house. Rhea was in the living room watching TV.
“Honey, is that you?” I heard her voice say.
“Yeah babe,” I replied.
I walked over to the living room and bent over and gave Rhea a kiss on the cheek.
“Where’s Darren?” I asked.
“Oh he went out an hour ago, said he’d be back before dinner. Something to do with work.”
“Uh huh, I see,” I said.
Perfect.    
I walked upstairs quickly, straight into his room, and retrieved that hidden GoPro. I quickly went to the bedroom, locked the door, connected it to my laptop, and began watching the footage with my headphones on. I sped up the start, there wasn’t really much happening. Darren entered the room after breakfast and laid on the bed working on his laptop for a while.
It was at 10:55 am that Darren opened the door for Rhea, who walked in, wearing a sundress like she usually did at home. I began playing the video at normal speed.
“Ready for some workout?” Rhea asked him excitedly.
“Let me just go change into my exercise outfit, alright?” Darren said to her, smiling.
“Sure,” Rhea told him.
Darren grabbed clothes from his airbag and walked into the bathroom. A couple of minutes later he emerged, dressed quite a lot less than he was when he walked in. His shirt was gone, leaving his hard, dark skin over his taut muscles open to display, and he was wearing a pair of exceedingly short black gym shorts that ended a couple of inches above the midpoint of his thighs.
Rhea turned to look at him.
“Oh-...” I heard her say, as her eyes scanned his body from top to bottom.
I saw her bite her lip, as her cheeks turned red. He was practically naked in front of my innocent little wife. The shorts he was wearing didn’t really contain much, there was a very noticeable bulge at the front and to one side.
“Should we start?” Darren asked.
“Y-yeah…,” said my wife. “Do we get to the weights today?”
“Yes but we’re going to do some stretching exercises first. It’s important that someone who hasn’t worked with weights stretches properly first.”
Rhea nodded quietly, looking up at his face.
“Let’s just start off with some toe touches once more, alright? Come on, turn around.”
Rhea turned around so her back was to him, and he placed his hands at her waist.
“Now put your hands up,” he instructed.
Rhea stretched both her hands up.
“Now bend,” Darren said.
Slowly Rhea bent over, her hands arching down towards her feet, until she touched her feet, pretty easily. I could see that the distance between Darren and Rhea was worryingly small. Just a couple of inches.
“Good, you’re pretty flexible. Now back up again,” he said.
I saw his hands give her waist a slight rub.
“You’re doing well,” he told her.
Rhea’s hands were up once more.
“This is kinda relaxing,” she said.
“Okay once more,” he said.
As Rhea bent over once more I could see that the distance between them had grown less, and as she touched her toes, she slightly pushed back against him, her butt pressing up against his crotch. His hands were still at her waist.
“Hmm, just like that,” I heard him say softly.
My cock was fully erect. I was lying on the bed, still in my work clothes, my eyes locked onto the screen of the laptop. I couldn’t believe this was happening. A mixture of jealousy and arousal was coursing through me like a rushing river.
“Hold it,” Darren said to Rhea, her ass pressed up against him, and she stayed touching her toes for a few seconds. “Good, now release.”
Rhea slowly relaxed once more and stood straight. I could now see the clear arousal in Darren’s gym shorts. A massive bulge, towards the right thigh, his cock was stretching through one sleeve of his shorts.
“Good form, Rhea. I have to stay you haven’t really changed from college at all,” Darren said. “You were and still are beautiful. All the guys found you irresistible back then.”
Rhea giggled, and turned to look at him.
“Don’t pretend like you don’t know you were super popular among the girls too,” she said.
“I used to have a massive crush on you, you know that?” he said.
The words hung in the air for a few seconds as the redness returned to her cheeks.
“Yeah, my friends told me,” she said softly.
“Anyways, let’s do some more exercises. For this one I’ll need you to get on all fours, alright? Face me.”
Rhea did as he asked, and quietly got on all fours, and her face was level with his thighs a few inches above his knees.
“Okay, now I want you to keep your hands in the same position, and slowly straighten out your back and legs while lunging forwards, okay? Good.”
Rhea did as he said, and slowly straightened her back.
“This is what the indians call a Surya Namaskar in yoga,” he said.
As Rhea slowly lunged forward, I noticed that her face got close to his shorts, just a couple of inches away. And he was quickly getting aroused, his cock had made its way even further down the right sleeve and threatened to peek out. Rhea was staring right at it, her blue eyes focused on it, as her breathing got heavier. I saw her bite her lip, and I took my own cock out and began masturbating, watching the lewd show.
“Here,” said Darren, coming even closer to Rhea so that her face almost pressed up against his bulge, and he reached out and held her waist once more and pulled her up a little. “That’s better. Proper form is always very important.”
As he said this, I watched as from the right sleeve of his short gym shorts, his cock finally freed itself and the dark pinkish head and a few inches of the black, meaty shaft popped out, and dangled in front of Rhea’s shocked face. He leaned in further and his hands went to her butt, which he squeezed.
“I have to check if you’re properly tensed up. Okay, good form.”
When he had leaned in more, his thick, black cock had rubbed up against my Rhea’s innocent, angelic face.
“Mhmm,” Rhea said, her eyes shut as the cock rubbed up on her skin.
My own hands were a blur on my cock, watching this happen. Why wasn’t she saying anything? Did he realize what he was doing? Why was my mind so full of extreme arousal??
“Good, good, now back to the original position,” Darren said, and Rhea slowly got on all fours once more. “Now, deep breath.” He breathed in deep and so did Rhea. “Now lunge once more.”
Once more she moved forwards, and I stroked my cock as she moved forwards, and once more the fully erect, thick cock brushed against her face as she shut her eyes and bit her lip.
“Hold it,” he said. “How does it feel?”
“MHmm…” Rhea said. “P-Pretty...good.”
“Good, now back to the original one,” he said, letting go of her waist and moving away a foot.
Rhea was still glancing at the exposed cock peeking out at her. She was breathing heavily. Darren followed her eyes and down. I knew there was no way he didn’t know he had been exposing himself to his wife, but that’s how he acted, after rubbing his black cock on my wife’s face.
“Ah fuck, I apologize,” he said, making no attempt to cover up. “Mind if I take these off? This happens sometimes when I haven’t had sex in a long while and I’ve been near a beautiful woman like you, Rhea.”
“Erm...I...uh”
Surely my wife was going to say no?
“Okay,” she said instead, looking down at the carpet.
I couldn’t believe this was happening.
Darren didn’t wait a second, immediately hooked his fingers on the sides of the gym shorts and began dragging them down. His thick shaft came into view, his cock pressed down by the pants. Lower they went, until the waistband cleared the head of his massive cock and it sprung up and out, into the air, open to my wife’s full view.
Rhea was transfixed. Her blue eyes were wide, staring directly at it, and her mouth hung open. I had never seen her so shocked.
“Never seen a black dick before huh?” he said, smirking at her.
Rhea shook her hand, her eyes still fixed on the completely erect monster that was as long as her forearm.
“I always thought they were exaggerating,” Rhea said softly.
“Who?” Darren asked.
“The girls at college,” she replied.
“Do you want to get a better look?” he asked, making his cock bounce once.
This entire time, this was the first instance of indecision and hesitance registering on my wife’s pretty face. She tore her eyes away from his mammoth penis.
“I..I’m not sure…” she began.
“Let me help,” Darren said, stepping forward, close to her so that his cock almost touched her dress.
He laid his big, strong hands on her shoulder, prompting her.
“Aren’t you curious?” he said softly.
The indecision was still clear in Rhea’s beautiful blue eyes. I didn’t know what I wanted. Part of me wanted my wife to resist, to slap him and walk out. But a part of me desperately wanted her to give in, and I was stroking that part pretty hard and fast right then. Rhea looked up at him, towering over her. And slowly she lowered herself, until she was kneeling, the hovering black cock a couple of inches from her pretty face, her eyes fixated on it.
“Your husband’s not anywhere near this big, is he,” Darren said.
Rhea slowly shook her head.
“N-no…” she said, gulping.
“You want to touch it?”
Rhea’s eyes looked up at him. And then back to his thick black cock. I was so close to cumming that I couldn’t bear to touch my cock right then. She gingerly lifted a hand, and reached up, and put her pale fingers around the dark skin of Darren’s girthy shaft. My wife had crossed the line. I didn’t know what to feel. Betrayed? Jealous? Angry? All I felt was a vigorous arousal.
Her fingers didn’t even make it all the way round.
“How does it feel?” Darren asked.
“Big,” I heard my wife whisper.
“Did the girls at college ever tell you how much I wanted you then?”
Rhea nodded, looking up at him.
“You were the most beautiful girl I had ever laid eyes on. Still are,” Darren said. “Open your mouth.”
They were looking into each others eyes, my wife’s hand still around his black monster. The tip was a couple of inches away from her soft, pink lips. And those lips slowly parted as she opened her mouth, her eyes still locked onto his. Darren moved forward and the head of his cock went between her lips, and Rhea had to open her mouth even wider to accommodate it. Her other hand reached up and grabbed onto the shaft as well. Darren pushed more of his cock into my wife’s little mouth and got a couple of inches in, before he couldn’t. And Rhea began to suck on it, and slowly stroke the shaft with both of her hands.
“Oh yes…” Darren softly groaned. “I’ve dreamed of this so many times in college. So many nights on my dorm bed, dreaming of you.”
“Mhmm,” Rhea moaned, her mouth full of cock.
I wouldn’t have ever imagined this in a thousand years. My sweet little wife was sucking on a big, black cock. It was just like all those interracial videos online. She stopped sucking and held it up, and kissed his big balls, taking one of them into her mouth at a time, stretching her tongue out and licking them. That was too much for me, and I began to cum without even stroking my cock. My cum squirted a foot in the air before spilling onto my shirt.
Where had this slutty woman come from? How was my shy innocent wife acting like this? She kissed her way up the thick shaft to the tip, and then planted her pink lips on it and began sucking once more.
“Fuck you’re good, baby,” Darren said to her.
She sucked his cock for another five minutes, when she’d barely suck mine for a minute if she ever agreed. Then she stood up. Darren immediately reached down, and pulled her dress up and she stretched her arms up, letting him remove it completely, and he threw it into a corner. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and her sparse blonde bush was open to his view.
“God you’re beautiful,” he said.
“Th-thanks,” she said quietly.
He pulled to him, and began to kiss her aggressively. Rhea was taken off guard and didn’t know how to react at first, lying limp in his strong arms. But in a few minutes she began to kiss him back, and as they kissed once in a while I’d see their tongues entwined, tasting each other, sucking each other. They kissed passionately, like lovers reunited after months. His hands began to squeeze and rub her body all over, squeezing her round butt, moving up and down, groping her breasts, her back, her pussy. They came to a rest on the cheeks of her ass, and then he lifted her bodily while they kissed, and she wrapped her legs around him. My petite wife was in the big, strong arms of a black stud, kissing him wildly like she was a pornstar. He broke the kiss and lifted her up further like she weighed nothing, and he began to lick and suck on her breasts, before taking a pink nipple into his mouth and sucking on it, and then the other. Rhea held his head to her chest, her eyes shut, she was absorbed in these brand new sensations. She was cheating on her husband for the first time, for a black cock, joining what had to be a long list of people.
She began to moan as he sucked on her nipple.
“Mmmm...”
Darren was ferocious, and I wondered if he was going to leave her bruised. He moved her down once more, and they began to kiss, with her pussy resting on his crotch. I could see Rhea was itching to feel it in her pussy, she was grinding against it desperately.
“You want to feel my cock in you?” Darren whispered into her ear.
“Yes,” she said, reaching down with one arm while the other stayed wrapped around his neck, lining his cock up with her pussy.
He began lowering her, and the head of his cock prodded her pussy, spreading her pussy lips, stretching them wide.
“Oh GOD…” she moaned as he lowered her more, and his cock began to disappear inside of her.
I was the first person she had ever had sex with, she had never had anything like this.
“It’s so….so big,” Rhea moaned. “I’ve never felt like this.”
I could see her eyes, it was like she was in a drunken stupor. The sensation of his cock inside of her had driven her senseless.
“So deep...oh lord..” she squealed.
It kept going deeper until finally all of it disappeared into my little wife’s pussy. I couldn’t believe she took it all inside of her. She clung on to him and kissed him passionately as he let her rest on his cock, giving her time to adjust to his size and girth.
“You feel like a virgin,” he said.
“Fuck me,” I heard Rhea whisper. “The girls at college said you could make love for hours and make them cum again and again…”
“And still you didn’t fuck me back then,” he said, chuckling.
“I made a mistake,” she said, smiling, breathing heavily.
Rhea began to try to bounce on his cock, fucking him, moving that enormous muscular meat inside of her, desperately trying to extract more pleasure. Darren began lifting and lowering her more with his big, powerful arms, and soon she was bouncing on his cock, ten inches of black cock sliding in and out of her. I watched her boobs and hair golden blonde hair bounce, and I began stroking my completely erect cock once again.
I had never seen anything so erotic. So intensely hot. He was a perfect machine, and an insatiable goddess had revealed itself in my wife, something I could never have dreamed of from her.
“Oh, oh, oh, ohh,” Rhea began to squeal and wail as Darren pistoned his cock in and out of her, faster now. “I’m gonna cum….oh GOD I’m gonna cum!” Rhea moaned loudly.
I watched as Rhea bounced on his cock harder and harder until she slammed down and clung on to him as tightly as she could, before her entire body tensed up and began to tremble and shake. She squealed loudly as her orgasm washed over every nerve in her body. I had never seen her orgasm this hard.
Her head rested on his shoulders as she took deep breaths, trying to regain her senses once more. He walked her over to the bed and laid her down, his cock still impaled deep inside of her. He kissed her, and she kissed him back, and in a couple of minutes he began driving that big, thick monster in and out of her pussy once again, and she began moaning loudly, her arms and legs wrapped around her muscular, large body. Her skin fair a stark contrast against his, along with her soft petite body and blonde hair. I was close to cumming myself.
He ramped up the pace once more, fucking her harder and harder. Her squealing became louder, and I wondered if our neighbors heard it. I could hear how wet her pussy was from the squishing sounds it was making, with Darren’s cock going in and out of it. It was accompanied by the rhythmic slapping sound made by her flesh against his.
“Fuck me, yes..just like that…” Rhea moaned loudly. “Cum in my pussy baby…”
Darren groaned and thrust more violently, grunting with the effort.
“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he groaned, as his thrusts became frantic.
“Do it, give it to me...fuck!” Rhea squealed with pleasure.
Darren slammed inside of her one last time before I saw his ass flex, and then his body tensed up. I could see the base of his shaft pulsating wildly as he emptied a big, thick load inside the pussy of my petite wife. I knew he filled her up because it began to leak from her pussy and dribble down onto the sheets. And watching this I came for a second time, my cum dribbling out from the tip of my cock and down my hand and my shaft.
The door knob to the room turned.
“Vern? How long will you be? Dinner’s ready!” Rhea called out.
“G-Give me a couple of minutes, babe!” I called.
“Alright,” she said, and I heard her walking away.
I quickly skipped through the approximately two hours of footage. To my excitement, they didn’t stop. They kissed each other for a few minutes before Rhea walked into the bathroom and in a minute Darren walked into the bathroom right behind her. They were in there for twenty minutes before walking out again and getting on the bed, and kissing her. I disconnected the GoPro from the laptop, and shut the laptop, planning to watch it later.
I hadn’t even thought of what I was going to do about all of this. Did I have to confront my wife now? Confront Darren? I looked at the GoPro. I picked it up and put it to charge for tomorrow morning.
It was going to be a long couple of weeks.
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I first found the name of the fetish when I was probably 16, reading erotica online on my phone because the internet speeds at our house were atrocious and I couldn’t stream porn videos. Plus the only computer at our home was kept in the living room. Most nights I’d jack off reading to different dirty stuff, and I found that the stories of wives cheating on their husbands had a particularly intense effect on my arousal.
I’d lie on my bed in my dark room, blue tinted light illuminating my face from my Blackberry, and the orange light from the street lamps outside wafting in through the windows of my room, edging my hard, five inch cock, reading about women just being unable to resist masculine, alpha men. I wondered if all women were like that, if a big, strong man with a big dick could steal any woman from her man. I didn’t know if I liked the idea, but my cock sure did.
At my high school during the day I was just like any other student, except for the fact that the other guys probably didn’t get incredibly turned on imagining the pretty girls in our class making out with the jocks, the big, broad chested football players, the bullies. Every other guy wanted to fuck the pretty girls. I wanted to just get to jack off watching them fuck a big, thick cock.
Before I met Rebecca I’d had two other relationships, both in college. Just short flings, a few months each. I didn’t have the balls to confess my fantasies to either of them, and I had decided not to either way. By that time I had decided that I’d take the fantasy to my grave. Just porn would have to do for me.
I met Rebecca after I graduated. She was different. She was a stunning brunette with an angelic face and had you told me in my teenage years that she could ever have any sort of interest in me, I would’ve laughed at the cruel joke. But she did. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that I was so sure she wouldn’t have any interest in me, that I didn’t really struggle to be myself around her. I think we both knew that what we had was something special. We married shortly after her 24th birthday, I was 26. I’m 28 now. With an incredibly beautiful wife. Rebecca is a petite, five foot one inch tall bombshell, with a hip to waist ratio that probably pisses other women off. I’ve noticed the power of her body, she turns every pair of eyes towards her in every room she walks into, and I love every part of it.
She comes from a pretty small, white, conservative town so she was pretty shy in bed, and I had to slowly open her up to trying more things out, even stuff like just oral. I’d be lying if I told you her innocence itself wasn’t a turn on. I remember the first time we had sex, about half a year into our relationship.
“It’s so big, Spencer. It won’t go in,” she had said, looking up at me with nervous anxiety in her glimmering green eyes, when she had first gotten a proper look at my cock.
I knew 5 inches weren’t big, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. An image of a massive, black cock probing the entrance of her small, pink pussy precipitated in my mind, sending a shiver of arousal through my nerves, and making me harder.
“Are- are you okay?” Rebecca asked me.
“Yeah, you’re just so hot it’s turning me on darling,” I told her.
The very first time we had made love and I had already fantasized of Rebecca with someone else, someone much bigger. Our sex life has been pretty active and she’s open to most of my suggestions. Once in a while I just can’t help but jack off to the thought of her with a large, muscular man with a cock much thicker and bigger than mine, often a black alpha stud.
A few months ago something happened.
I came out of the shower and noticed that Rebecca was sitting on the bed with my laptop. As soon as I stepped out she hurriedly pressed a few keys and shut the lid.
“What are you doing?” I asked, pretty nonchalantly.
“N-nothing, I was just reading some news. Ready for breakfast?” she asked me.
“Yeah sure,” I replied, drying my hair off with the towel.
After I came home from work that day I was just typing in a URL when my browser autosuggested an interracial cuckold porn site. My eyes bulged and I immediately removed it, wondering when I had slipped up and forgotten to turn on the incognito window. Immediately my mind went back to Rebecca with my laptop in my morning, and her being flustered. My heart rate shot up. Surely not?
Well if she had, she definitely didn’t have any opportunities to remove it from the history. So if I check...fuck. There it was. 7:39 am. The page was full of videos and pictures of women just like her with big black men with cocks as long as her forearm. Some with the husbands on their knees beside their wives watching them suck those big black cocks, others where the white wives had their arms and legs around the muscular black men, with their cocks deep inside of them while the husbands watched. My cock rose as I imagined her seeing all of it. I wondered what she must’ve thought. I tried to recall what she’d been like. She was a bit red in the face, and a bit flustered. I hadn’t really noticed her closely then. I wondered what she was probably thinking of me. Was she judging me? Did she think I was some wimpy loser? A creepy pervert? There was no way I could know. I began coming up with excuses to explain away what that page had been doing in my browser history in the first place.
I waited for her to address it. And I waited. But she didn’t, and after a few days I stopped expecting her to, and I forgot about the whole thing for the most part. But I noticed something, I’d sometimes walk into the room to see her quickly put her phone down or if she was working on her laptop when I walked in, a lot of times when I’d peek at her desktop to see what she was doing, there wouldn’t be anything there, as if she’d just shut down something else in a hurry. I wondered. Had my fantasy taken root somewhere inside of her? The very thought made me incredibly horny.
About a month later i had to go for a two week business trip to Canada. A few days in and we were texting each other naughty things, telling each other how much we miss them. I was talking dirty to her, telling her how much I want to lick her pussy and suck on her pink nipples, and she was telling me she’s been feeling horny without me there. Then she brought up something that I didn’t really think she ever would.
“I’ve been looking at dildos to help ease the energy while you’re gone :(“ she texted me.
I was stumped. I never would’ve expected this from my quiet, conservative raised wife.
“Sounds good to me ;),” I replied.
“Help me choose?” she asked, and I agreed.
She sent me links of four dildos online and as I opened them my mouth hung open. Knowing her I had expected some puny dildos, maybe just a rabbit or vibe. These were all ten inches, and thick. And two were black, and one was an extremely anatomically correct black dildo.
I gulped. How far did I want to take this? I'd told myself I'd carry my fetish to my grave, but here was a chance to take a step forward, inch further towards it. I imagined her fucking herself with the thick black dildo, her pink pussy stretching open around it, and my cock immediately became rock hard. I gulped.
“The last one,” I replied, referring to the big black dildo.
“Thought you'd say that,” she said.
She didn't offer further explanation, and I didn't ask. She definitely knew what I'd been trying to hide from her all this time.
A few days later while I had a couple of days left before I returned, I received a video from her. In the video she sat in front of the camera, her legs spread, slowly rubbing her pussy at first, slightly gasping and moaning. It was hotter than any porn I could've been watching, listening to her innocent voice lustfully moan. Then one of her hands went out of the frame, and after a few seconds, returned with a massive black dildo. I watched, my breath held, as she gripped the shaft, her lithe fingers only barely encircling it, and pressed the bulbous black head of it at her entrance, gasping as the smooth surface of it made contact with her clitoris.
With two fingers of the other hand she spread her pussy lips, and began pressing the dildo against her opening. I paused it, and I immediately unzipped and got naked and resumed it, and began to stroke my absolutely erect cock. I could see that she was struggling to get it in. She had a tight pussy, and this dildo was far bigger than my cock, the only cock she’d never had. But soon I saw her pussy lips stretch around the black dildo, and the head popped in, and Rebecca moaned. Her small hands pushed more of it slowly, inch by inch, and I watched, eyes wide, astonished by the length my wife’s little pussy could accomodate. She almost had the entirety of the lengthy shaft inside of her opening, when she began to slide it in and out. I knew she was incredibly turned on because of the sounds of her wet pussy, and the juices dripping down. I had never seen her so wet. Within a minute of fucking herself with the dildo she orgasmed, shivering and twitching, and gushing juice. I came all over my hand, my heart racing.
The night after I got home I fucked her with the dildo before I fucked her. I’d never felt her so wet. And she felt looser. And I was incredibly turned on. I didn’t last even a minute inside of her. As I lay on her, trying to catch my breath, her hand stroking my hair, she spoke.
“Spencer, I have a question.”
I immediately became nervous. Had I done something? Said something?
“Okay,” I said, uncertainly.
“Promise me you’ll answer truthfully.”
I sat up on the bed and looked into her green, soulful eyes.
“I promise.”
“Do you want me have sex with a black man?”
It caught me off guard, suddenly I felt like a cornered animal. All these years I had told myself that I was going to carry it to my grave with me and never act on it. I took a deep breath. I looked at her expectant, angelic, loving face, and I didn’t want to lie to her, even though every cell in my body was screaming at me to just lie. Thinking about it, I think she already knew the answer.
“Yes.”
The word hung in the air for several moments as her stare held my eyes.
“Why?”
“It’s a long story,” I said, sighing.
I began to tell her when it started, how the idea of a woman giving in to her physical desires and acting blatantly slutty was a turn on, how watching her pussy stretch around a big black cock would be incredibly hot. As I told her these things, I saw that he breathing became more rapid as well. She was turned on too.
When I was done, she asked me again.
“Are you serious about this?”
“I’d always told myself I’d never confess it to anyone, but I don’t want to lie to you. And I think you already knew,” I said.
“I saw the porn on your laptop,” she said softly, looking away. “It...it turned me on. I’ve been secretly looking up more.”
“What do you think?” I asked.
“It’s pretty hot. You wouldn’t care if I made love to another man?”
“No. It would be a massive turn on. Why are you asking me all of this?”
Rebecca bit her lip.
“Well...I’ve been thinking about your fantasy. I want to make you happy and make you feel fulfilled. And I’d hate to ruin our relationship, I’m really happy with you. I love what we have.”
I leaned in and kissed her gently.
“Nothing will ever change between us baby,” I said.
“Okay. Then I think I know someone who might help fulfill this fantasy,” she said.
I felt like I was caught in an explosion. What?! I was too dumbfounded to speak for a few seconds.
“Uh...erm...who?”
“Alex, my co-worker. You’ve met him.”
I’d met Alex a few months earlier at a work party of Rebecca’s. He was a six foot four inches tall guy, black, broad chested and muscular. I remembered noticing how much Rebecca seemed to be laughing at his jokes and the almost flirtatious chemistry they had. It had turned me on, and that night I’d jacked off in the bathroom fantasizing of the two of them in bed together.
“I remember,” I said.
“He’s always flirting with me and I think he wants to have me,” she said shyly, averting her gaze and blushing.
“And what about you?” I asked.
“I...he’s a pretty good looking guy,” she said.
“Do you...have a plan?” I asked.
“Yeah,” she said.
She told me her plan, and we had some of the best sex of our lives right after, and then we fell asleep.
The next day I was at work when I got a text from Rebecca.
“It’s all set.”
“What did he say?” I asked her.
“He said that he couldn’t wait to let me feel what a real cock is like.”
If I wasn’t at work I would’ve unzipped straight off. The rest of my work day seemed to drag on for an impossibly long amount of time. I went home an hour early to see that Rebecca was home already, getting ready. She chose to wear a sexy violet and white floral patterned sundress, that came down to the middle of her thighs. She chose not to wear a bra or panties, and her nipples poked out of the dress, open for anyone to see. I was already turned on and wanted to fuck her once before the ball got rolling but she refused, and so I waited with a hard on.
At 8:02 pm, Alex knocked on the door. I was sitting in the kitchen while Beck worked on dinner and we looked at each other, and I took off to hide in the supply closet by the kitchen, leaving the door open and inch just enough so I had a view of one of the couches in the living room.
I heard the door open, and their voices, faintly.
“You look beautiful,” said Alex.
He had a deep, masculine voice.
“You don’t look too shabby yourself,” I heard Rebecca reply.
“Come here,” I heard Alex say.
“Oh-” I heard Rebecca utter before there was silence.
I heard Rebecca sighing, “Mmm…”
She made that sound when we’d be in the middle of a deep, passionate kiss. I couldn’t see them, all I had was my imagination, and I pictured Alex and my wife kiss, their tongues in each other’s mouths, sucking, lapping. The stuff of my fantasies.
They came within my view, as Beck pushed him back onto it, and climbed on top of him. I immediately took my cock out and began masturbating as my wife began to wildly kiss her tall, muscular, black co-worker. Her hands went around his neck and his went to her ass, and he began to squeeze and grope it, running his hands up under her dress and over her thighs. It was hotter than any interracial cuckold porn I could’ve ever seen. It was more intense than any fantasy my mind could’ve conjured up. I could see Beck grinding on his crotch. I wondered what she was feeling against her pussy. I wondered what size Alex was packing under his trousers. He reached up and slid one of the straps of her dress off her shoulder, then the other. Her dress slid down and bunched up around her waist, exposing her breasts to him completely. He leaned in and began to suck on one of her pink nipples, and she held her head, gasping softly. She turned to look at me.
Our eyes met. Hunger and lust in both of our eyes. I came in my hand right there and then, trembling and trying my best not to make a single sound. Alex began to suck on her other nipple, and then they kissed once more, with even more passion, more eager, more intense. I could hear the sounds of their kissing. I couldn’t believe Rebecca was acting this slutty. This wasn’t my wife, this was a slut who needed to be fucked no matter what.
“Do you want to see it?” I heard Alex ask her.
“Mhmm,” my wife nodded, grinding her pussy onto his bulge.
She stood up as he unbuttoned his shirt. He spread his legs and she kneeled in between them in front of him, and began to unbuckle his belt with her pale hands, and pulling down his trousers. As the trousers slid down the bulge they revealed a mammoth, veiny, black cock. I could see my wife’s eyes widen in astonishment.
“Oh my GOD,” she said. “I didn’t know it could get this big.”
Alex was sitting fully naked in front of her now, his body rippling with muscles, his dark skin a stark contrast to her pale color. Rebecca grabbed the thick meaty shaft of his increasingly hardening cock and held it up, then held up her forearm next to it for comparison.
“It’s almost as big as my arm, oh God,” she said.
I’d just cum but I was already half hard.
“Come here,” Alex said to her.
She brought her face closer to his hardening cock, and he held it up against her lips, nose and forehead.
“It’s bigger than your face, baby girl,” he said.
Rebecca giggled like a schoolgirl, and I saw her stick out her tongue and give his massive cock a lick from the base to the tip of its head.
“Do you like it?” he asked her.
“Mhmm,” she replied, enveloping the tip of his bulbous head with her warm mouth.
My shy, conservative white wife was on her knees between the legs of her muscular black co-worker, sucking on his big black cock, like I had dreamed of. His cock was so big that it looked like she was sucking on a thick lollipop. She tried to take more of it into her mouth, and slid more and more of it in, but she could only get a few inches inside of her mouth before it was completely full. I could see her cheeks bulge. When she pulled back her spit made the skin of his cock glisten.
Alex held his shaft and slapped her face lightly with his meaty cock as she smiled with her tongue outstretched. She was acting like a wanton slut for his big black cock and I couldn’t have desired anything more. Once more she began sucking him off, bobbing her head up and down like a pornstar.
“Do you want to take this to the bed?” Alex asked her, and Rebecca nodded with his cock still in her mouth.
She pulled away once more, releasing his cock from her mouth with a loud, wet pop. They both stood up and Alex leaned down and grabbed her ass and pulled her against him and began to kiss her once more. He held her up and Beck wrapped her legs around his hips, and he began to carry her towards the stairs and up.
They moved out of sight, and I waited five minutes before I quietly made my way up the stairs. The hallway upstairs was dark except for a bright streak of light coming from the bedroom where Rebecca had left the door a couple of inches open so I could peek in. I slowly moved to the door and peered in through the crack.
It was just in time to see her pussy inches above the head of his thick cock as she slowly lowered herself. Her hand was guiding the shaft, and soon the head was pressing up against her opening. This was easily the biggest thing she had ever taken. I was curious to see how much of him she would fit. I watched as the glistening head of his cock parted her pussy lips and she gasped, lowering herself further. It stretched her little pussy apart and popped in, and Rebecca moaned.
“Oh yeah...oh god…”
Slowly inch after inch of thick black cock slid inside of her married pussy, until her mound was touching his skin. All of his girth and length was inside of her, and I was stunned! She slowly pulled up again, moaning loudly. And then back down, slowly picking up speed.
I could hear from the squishing noises coming from her pussy that she was incredibly wet. His shaft was covered with her cream.
“Ohhhh,” she moaned.
“Fuck you’re tight,” he said.
“I’ve never had such a big cock. OH...”
She was riding him now, not too fast yet, the sounds of her coming down on him with a slap echoing in the hallway I was in. Until now Rebecca was the one who had been doing the work. Now Alex grabbed on to her hips and began thrusting in and out. Immediately he began to hammer his thick cock into her like he was a machine, relentlessly.
“I’m gonna cum! OH!” Rebecca moaned loudly, full of lust.
I was all this while stroking my cock hard once more. I watched as they met each other’s thrusts harder until Beck slammed down on him and froze, and then began to tremble and shiver as her orgasm overtook her body and mind. I’d never seen her in such a state before. She fell forwards onto Alex, burying her face in his neck as she struggled to catch her breath once more. She looked up at him and they kissed once more, his big, black cock buried deep inside of her married pussy.
“How do you like it? How do you like this big black cock baby?” Alex asked her.
She kissed him.
“It’s incredible.”
After a minute he rolled over, so that she was beneath him and he was on top. They passionately kissed once more and I stroked my cock while watching him begin to pump her pussy with his cock once more. Rebecca’s legs were spread wide, her feet in the air, moving like metronomes as he quaked her entire body with the powerful thrusts. She was continuously moaning, her pussy now even more sensitive after the powerful orgasm.
Alex began to fuck her faster and faster, making our bed creaked. He was so big and powerful that I genuinely feared that he might break the bed or crack the frame or something.
He was a machine. Watching him give my wife the fucking that she deserved, I knew that I could never compare to someone like him, in any way. They kissed again, her soft, fair body under his hard, dark, macular one, as he slammed his mammoth cock inside of her, stretching her out like she had never been stretched out before while she clung on to him, her arms and legs wrapped around him for dear life.
He began to grunt as my wife's moans hit a crescendo and finally he grabbed.
“I'm cumming,” he announced, as he slammed into my wife one final time, and then embraced her tightly, burying his cock as deep inside of her as it would go.
I watched as his balls contracted, and his shaft began to pulsate as he squirted jets of cum into my wife.
“Oh god yes, cum inside me. I can feel it inside me, oh!” she moaned.
I watched as his cum began to leak out from the sides and began dripping down her skin. That was when I came once again into my hand, trying my best not to make anymore noise. Alex fell forward and began to kiss my wife once more, his cock still in her. I beat a hasty retreat into another room before they could step out to clean.
They only took a small break to go downstairs and eat dinner, and other than that Alex fucked my wife all night, and slept in our bed beside her. When I saw them in the morning they were embracing, sleeping peacefully, and Rebecca had a slight smile on her face. My fantasy had finally become reality, and I knew Rebecca would want more. I definitely did.
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I

“Why don’t we go to your place this time?” Dani asked me, as we pulled away from a kiss, her blue eyes looking into mine.

My mind immediately sprung back to the moans that had been coming from Leo’s room as I was leaving the apartment earlier. He’d brought back a pretty blonde I hadn’t seen before that evening.

“Oh God, oh fuck! Fuck me with that huge black cock baby, that’s it! Yeah!” her voice had come, muffled through the wooden door to his bedroom.

The image of her and him formed in my mind again. She was a beautiful girl, Leo always did have the ability to bag girls who looked innocent and pretty as all hell.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum! Your cock is so deep inside...OH!” she’d moaned.

I could see her in my mind, her pretty face contorted in ecstasy, her pale arms and legs around Leo’s muscular, dark body. Leo didn’t like to wear a lot of clothes when he was at home, so I could more or less visualize him perfectly, and on a few occasions his loose boxer shorts had betrayed the massive length of his package. So I knew our pretty blonde guest hadn’t been lying in her cries of carnal pleasure.

To be honest it was a pretty regular thing in our apartment, and something that I’d grown used to. Every other day Leo would show up with a different girl, sometimes the same one, but never for more than a week at a time. Pretty, sexy girls, usually just college students like us, freshmen, sophomores or seniors, didn’t matter. And sometimes he’d walk in with women still wearing their wedding rings.

And none of them would spend the night quietly. Through the wall between our rooms I would have to listen to the proclamations of these women, the praises of Leo’s abilities and prowess. It was hard not to imagine what was going on in the other room. It was hard not to feel arousal. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t rubbed several ones out listening to the erotic sounds of these women being pleasured like I had never pleasured any girl before. Leo had a talent, that was for sure.

I looked blankly at Dani for a second before I replied. Taking her back to my place would mean making love to her to the soundtrack of Leo dishing out a performance in the other room. I knew they were going to be at it all night.

“What’s wrong with your place? Let’s just go there, babe,” I said to Dani, smiling weakly.

Dani rolled her eyes.

“It’s Kelly.”

Kelly was her roommate.

“She has her economics exam tomorrow and she told me that she doesn’t want anyone else coming over. She can be a real bitch about this stuff so let’s just go to your place.”

“We could go to a hotel if you want,” I suggested.

“What, no way! We’re not paying for a hotel room when you have a perfectly good place,” she said.

I sighed. I was backed into a corner, and decided to tell the truth.

“Look, my roommate Leo, he already has a girl over and I really don’t wanna be with you while listening to sex sounds from the other room, I’m sure you don’t either.”

Dani laughed.

“Is that it? Awh come on, it’s fine baby. We can tune it out, it’s no big deal.”

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s go.”
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II

Dani was only the second girl I had dated ever since I got here. Well, sort of. I'm not sure how far the first girl and i got in terms of 'dating.’ That first girl was named Rachel. We had a total of 4 shared classes, and other than Leo she was the only person I had made friends with in the entire college. She was a really pretty redhead, and the fact that she’d started talking to me really had my heart thumping in my chest. She was the sort of girl I wouldn’t ever have the courage to approach in public. The sort of girl Leo would bring home every other day.

We got to know each other in the first two months of our first year and I really began to enjoy her company, and I felt like she was enjoying mine. In only two months of a mostly platonic relationship between us, I had fallen head over heels for her, with no idea how I was going to take things further, at all. We began hanging out together, outside of class, and growing closer. Within three months, every time I looked at her I could feel myself falling deeper in love with her lips, the freckles on her cheeks, and her bright blue eyes.

And one day I brought her home, just to hang out with Leo and I, maybe watch a movie and play something. Leo walked out of his room, wearing just his jeans, his skin glistening over rippling muscles. I saw Rachel’s eyes move over them intently, and I felt a stab of jealousy pierce me. I knew that look. It was the same look in the eyes of the girls he brought home, and who walked out the door the next morning. I clenched my jaw and kept a straight face. There was no reason for me to be jealous. I hadn't shown any romantic interest in Rachel up till that point.

“I’m Rachel,” she said, biting her lip as they shook hands.

Leo towered over her, looking down at her with hungry eyes that made my stomach sink. I hadn’t even considered this happening. They got to talking and immediately hit it off, he kept making jokes, and she laughed jovially, and I sat there beside her, quietly fuming with jealousy, a third wheeling fool.

The next day I knew I had to immediately make my move on Rachel before something like that happened. I sat in our 10 am class, impatiently waiting for her. But she didn’t come. She wasn’t in any of the classes that day. I walked home, feeling a bit defeated, but I decided to call her to meet me later where I’d confess my feelings to her.

I walked up the creaky stairs up to our apartment and opened the door. Immediately I heard the familiar sounds of Leo fucking a girl, hard at work. I heard a moan, and I froze. It couldn’t be. No.

In a shocked trance, I inched forwards into the hallway until I could peek out into the living room where the sounds were coming from. This wouldn’t be the first time I’d have caught Leo fucking a girl on the couch. I slowly peeked out, praying to God that the voice I was hearing wasn’t hers.

“Oh God I love that cock,” Rachel moaned.

My eyes wide, I stared. It was too late. Her eyes were shut, she was enjoying the pleasure he was giving her, as she bounced on his cock. I got my first view of those breasts I had fantasized about so much in the past two months, as they bounced along with her movement, her pretty red hair flailing about her head. For the first time I was hearing Leo fuck a girl that I knew.

I stood there and watched, chastising myself for doing it. But I hadn’t seen anything like it ever before. It was a strange feeling. I was watching a really pretty girl have sex with my black roommate. It was hard not to get turned on, and my cock quickly rose to full erection within my jeans. The sight of her pretty face full of lustful energy, Leo’s black hands around her pale body, her sweet voice saying these lewd things, it was all too much to bear. I felt jealousy and rage, watching Leo take what was mine, watching the girl I wanted to go out with give herself to another, stronger, bigger, black man. I felt shame that I couldn’t move from there, and I just stood and watched.

Leo pumped his cock into her with vigor, and Rachel just moaned and enjoyed the ride.

“Fuck yeah that’s so good baby, fuck me with that big cock!” she moaned shamelessly.

I couldn’t have imagined her saying these things just an hour ago. My cock was painfully hard now. Underneath the jealousy and anger and shame, a hurricane of arousal had formed. If my beautiful crush was going to be stolen by another man, I thought I might as well.

I quietly unzipped, and began to stroke my cock, remaining hidden from their sight. Soon Rachel got off his lap, and I was surprised to see the length of cock she had inside of her. Leo’s cock seemed to be almost twice as big as mine was. It was incredible. Rachel got onto her knees in between his powerful legs and I stroked my cock watching as she eagerly took his enormous cock into her mouth and began sucking on it like a lollipop. There was no way she was going to take all of his length into her mouth. She got about six inches in before she began bobbing her pretty little head up and down, giving him a sloppy blowjob, before she licked his cock from the tip to his balls, which she began sucking one by one loudly. I would’ve felt guilty even fantasizing of Rachel sucking on my balls just an hour before.

Rachel stood up, and bent over the back of the couch, offering up her cute little bubble but to Leo, and he got into position behind her and slowly pushed his black monster into her little pussy inch by inch, as she let out a low moan of pure pleasure. It didn’t take long before he had embedded his entire length back into her, and he began pumping his thick cock in and out of her, stretching her pussy wide. I could hear how wet her pussy was. My own hand was a blur at my cock, stroking it at the speed of light.

“God it’s so deep in,” Rachel moaned.

“You like that thick cock, yeah?” Leo asked.

“Yes daddy, I love it,” Rachel replied.

“God you’re fucking hot,” said Leo.

He began fucking my Rachel hard, the sound of his cock slamming into her filling the room, along with her moans, his heavy breath and grunts, and her soaking wet pussy. He leaned forwards, and she turned to look at him and they kissed, their tongues entwining together lustfully as her body quaked from his thrusts. It was too much for me to take, and I came in my hand.

Still watching them fuck, I quickly cleaned my hand and my cock with my handkerchief. Then I left them as quietly as possible.

Leo wouldn’t get into a relationship with Rachel but they became friends with benefits. I couldn’t possibly propose to her after what had happened. I had that much self respect left still. She and I did stay pretty good friends, and often at nights I’d hear her voice, her moans and squeals, and I would always jerk off to it. When I’d see her, the images of her sucking on Leo’s mammoth black cock would come flooding back into my head, of her taking it deep inside her little pink pussy, bouncing on it. I quickly realized watching her that day had been the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my entire life.
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III

I come from a small town, overwhelmingly white. When I found out that Leo, my roommate, was a black man, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little bit uncomfortable. He was much bigger than me, much stronger, much more dominant. But for the most part we had gotten along together well, and I’d come to admire him in many ways. Dani was like me, from a quiet, conservative little town in the midwest. She was a stunning blonde with an innocent, adorable face. I have no idea how I lucked out with her. I met her at the start of my second year at a concert nearby, and we exchanged numbers, and somehow it all took off from there. She was a petite girl, curvaceous, with a butt that drew stares to itself wherever she went, without fail. Just a look from her hypnotic blue eyes was enough to send my cock into a wild frenzy.

Walking up the stairs with her to my apartment, all I could think of was when I’d made the same trip with Rachel the year before. That hadn’t ended well. Was the same thing going to happen again? Of course not, Dani loved me. I loved her. Leo knew I was going out with her. He wouldn’t pull something like that. But I wasn’t sure. There was a pit in my stomach that refused to disappear. I opened the door for her, and followed her in.

The apartment was quiet, and dark. I switched on the lights, feeling for the switches on the wall. Leo and his girl seemed to not be in at the moment.

“Huh, looks like we have the place to ourselves after all,” Dani said, winking at me. “Nice place you’ve got here.”

“Thanks,” I told her, and I pushed her against the wall and began to kiss her.

She kissed me back, and my hands began to explore her soft body, creeping underneath her dress, touching her, feeling her.

Her hands began to roam over my body in return, as we kissed. She felt my hardness, and squeezed my cock over my jeans.

“Ooh, someone is excited,” she said.

I felt her between her legs as well, my fingers slipping into her panties and rubbing her wet, shaven pussy.

“You’re one to talk,,” I said, before kissing her again.

We moved to the bedroom, and fell onto the bed, a horny mess, trying to touch, lick, kiss, suck and feel, undressing hastily in the soft, warm light of the bedside lamp.

I lay on her, hungrily sucking on one of her hard, pink nipples, and then sucking on the other, while my hand dove between her soft thighs and rubber her juicy pussy. Her hand was in my hair, holding my head to her chest, and she was gasping and moaning softly, the most erotic sound in the world to me right then.

That’s when we heard the sound of the apartment open and close, and some laughter.

“Shit, he’s home,” I said.

“No worries baby, just focus here,” she said, kissing me.

With the taste of her in my mouth I quickly forgot about Leo once more, and we began to enjoy each other once again. She spread her legs around me and I began to slowly rub my erect shaft against her soft, wet pussy.

“I love you,” Dani said to me.

“I love you too,” I whispered back.

We rolled over so that Dani was on top of me, and she reached down and held my cock and positioned it against her entrance, and she descended on it, taking all of me inside her easily, and she began riding me, softly gasping and moaning.

“Oh, oh, oh, yes, that’s it,” she gasped softly, leaning forwards and lying on me.

Her warm, wet pussy was massaging my cock, and I was lost in the sensations she was giving me. I began to thrust inside of her slowly, and kissed her. For a few moments I couldn’t even have told you my name had you asked. A fog descended on all my thoughts, and I lost myself in it. The fog was the smell of her gentle perfume, and the sounds of her pleasure, and the warmth of her skin on me, and the wetness of her pussy. I felt like I was in heaven.

“You feel so good, daring,” I murmured.

Another voice pierced our sweet reverie. A long, drawn out moan of lust, muffled by the wall that stood in between Leo’s room and mine. Dani and I froze for a moment, and I awaited her reaction.

She giggled, and it made me chuckle too.

“Sounds like someone else is having a good time as well,” she said, kissing me.

“Mhm,” I said, nodding, and I resumed thrusting inside of her.

The sound from the other room ceased for a few seconds, before intruding into our lovemaking once more.

“Oh GOD!” Leo’s paramour cried out in lust. “That’s it baby, fuck me! Oh, oh, oh!” came her moans, her ‘oh’s no doubt timed to the thrusts of my roommate’s mammoth cock being shoved in and out of her little pussy.

I couldn’t help but imagine it, and my almost nightly routine of masturbating to the sounds of Leo’s sexual adventures resulted in my cock hardening more. I wasn’t sure if Dani noticed. She wasn’t giggling this time, but I noticed she began to ride me with a little more vigor, the sounds of the lovemaking in the other room obviously affecting her to some extent. She stopped, breathing heavily.

“Get on top babe,” she whispered to me. “My legs are tired.”

She kissed me, and we rolled over once more so that I was on top of her, and I began thrusting into her once more.

“Oh fuck me with that big black cock daddy! Yes daddy, oh yes!” came the voice once more, filling my head with familiar images, and I couldn’t help my arousal.

I began to thrust into Dani faster, the sound of our flesh slapping together filling the room, as my breath got heavier. Dani in turn began to moan, in a way that I hadn’t heard her moan before, louder, unrestrained, unashamed.

“Ohhhh,” came her moan in her soft, lovely voice, intensifying my lust.

She was louder than I had ever heard her be, and it lit a fire within me. I kissed her hard, and we began fucking like horny rabbits, to the soundtrack of Leo’s lover being pleasured on some unearthly level.

The bed in the other room began to rhythmically creak as the moans reached a fevered pitch.

“Oh God it’s so deep in me, fuck me with that huge black cock daddy! I’m gonna cum! That’s it!” she squealed.

I was fucking my girlfriend as hard as I could, our eyes closed and our tongues exploring each others’. She was thrusting back against me, hard. We had never had sex like this.

“Oh GOD!” the long, drawn out moan came, lingering in the air, as the woman in the other room came.

Her voice was a prompt, and Dani moaned loudly as her own orgasm hit her for the first time that we had been having sex, her arms and legs clutching me tightly. As her pussy contracted and massaged my cock I couldn’t hold on any longer, and I grunted and began to cum inside of Dani.

Silence returned once more, broken only by the sound of Dani’s heavy breaths along with my own.

“That was amazing,” she whispered to me, still on top of her.

“Yeah,” I replied, slowly pulling myself off and out of her.

We kissed, and went to clean up. A couple of minutes later we were back in bed, cuddling, and we heard the moans from the other room pick back up again. Dani was idly stroking my cock, and listening to the moans she felt my cock harden.

“So...this is usual for you?” she asked me.

“What?”

I gulped, unsure if she was questioning me getting hard listening to Leo fuck a girl.

“These sounds from the other room,” she said, giggling. “Is this like a routine thing?”

I nervously chuckled.

“Yeah, you could say so. Leo has a pretty...healthy sexual life.”

“Who’s the girl?” she asked me.

“New girl every other day, who knows,” I replied.

“God I hate guys like that,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“I love that big black cock so much, daddy!” cried the voice from the other room.

My cock was fully hard in Dani’s hand now, and she was still stroking it. Without a word she crept down till she was in between my legs, and she began sucking on it, taking it deep into her mouth. Within no time she made me cum, and swallowed down every drop of it.

We turned the lamp off and both of us went to sleep, while Leo still gave his lover a hard fucking in the other room. I fell asleep with the memory of him fucking Rachel on that couch in my head.

It was probably an hour later when I was woken up by something. The first information my brain processed was that Leo was still going hard at it with his girl, her moans and squeals were still in the air. The second thing I noticed was movement. Something in the bed was moving.

“Oh yes daddy, that’s it…oh God it’s so deep” came the voice.

My eyes fluttered open. I was facing Dani’s, and in the soft blue light coming in from the window of my room, I saw Dani’s face. She was awake. Her eyes were shut and she was biting her lip. My eyes moved down, something was moving underneath the sheets near her groin. Was she...yes, no doubt about it. Dani was masturbating right next to me in bed! Listening to my roommate fuck a girl, nonetheless! My cock got hard, pressed against the bed, and I just pretended to sleep. What I would’ve given to know what was going through my girlfriend’s head right at that moment.

“That’s it daddy, just like that! I’m gonna cum! Yeah, oh yeah!” the lustful moans came from the other room.

“Mmm,” Dani gasped beside me, her hands working her sex, hidden from my eyes.

She tensed up as the moans from the other room got louder and higher in pitch, and as Leo made his lover cum for the who-knew-what time that night, my Dani came as well.

“Oh,” she gasped as her body trembled, and shook, and I could see her desperately trying to stay quiet.

I wanted nothing more in the world than to masturbate watching her right then, but I didn’t. I pretended to be asleep still, my cock with a raging erection under the sheets, as the room quieted down again, and Dani’s heavy breathing slowly subsided, and she fell asleep.
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IV

The next morning when I woke up, I was alone on the bed. In the foggy haze of my half asleep brain, I immediately assumed the worst as all the memories of Rachel and Leo came flooding into my head. I listened. The apartment seemed to be silent. Wait, a sound. A soft clattering of plates in the kitchen. I hurriedly put on my jeans and rushed to the kitchen.

Rounding the corner of the wall, I saw Dani, wearing the black dress from last night. Leo was sitting at the dining table, and that made my heart jump. He only had a loose pair of shorts on, showcasing his muscular physique, as always. What had been happening here? There was nothing there that seemed out of place between them. Dani turned to look at me.

“Oh hey, good morning baby. Want some coffee?” she smiled brightly.

“Uh..yeah,” I said, standing there, feeling a bit stupid now.

Leo did the nod-up to me, and I returned it.

“Morning,” he said. “Tired?” he asked me, a wide grinning forming on his face.

He bit half of the biscuit he had in his hand.

“A bit, yeah,” I replied.

“Sounded it like last night,” he said cheekily.

I glanced at Dani to see her blush.

“Anyways, I’m gonna go shower. Nice to meet you, Dani,” he said.

“Don’t you want some coffee?” Dani asked him.

“Nah I’ll pass. I’ll leave you two lovebirds to it.”

I waited until I heard the door to his room close behind him.

“He didn’t say anything weird to you right?” I asked Dani.

“No, why?”

“He has a habit of coming on to women, it’s just second nature to him I guess.”

Dani laughed a little, as she poured the warm coffee into two glasses.

“Nah, he just told me his name and asked me how long we had been together, nothing much more than that,” she said, handing me a glass.

“I see,” I said.

That night had been something else. I didn’t really have an excuse not to bring Dani over anymore, none that were reasonable, at least. And what I absolutely couldn’t deny was that the sex we had had that first night was something else. The sounds of Leo fucking that girl had lit something inside Dani and I, and I knew both of us wanted more of it, even though neither of us had chosen to discuss it.

And so I began to bring Dani over more, still quiet conscious of the interactions between her and Leo. Leo didn’t seem to be overtly flirty with Dani and Dani didn’t seem to be ogling Leo like Rachel had, so I felt relatively at ease, more so than I had been at the start.

Dani began to hang out with us more and more, and she began to get pretty comfortable. Leo of course always had his loose shorts on that often displayed the outline of his quite sizeable cock. Only once while we were all on the couch watching a movie did I notice Dani take a quick peek at it. My cock gave a twitch at it, and my mouth went dry. But she didn’t seem to show any further interest, letting me breathe easy again.

About 3 months after that first night, Dani and I walked into the apartment after uni, and settled down on the couch for a soda. Leo walked out a few minutes later from his room and joined us.

“Hey, do you two wanna go to a party tonight?”

Dani and I looked at each other.

“When, where?” Dani asked him.

“Tonight at 8, President’s Lounge. You both have fake IDs right?”

“I do,” said Dani.

“I don’t,” I replied.

“Eh, won’t be a problem. I know the management there.”

I turned to Dani.

“What do you think?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “Do you want to go?”

“Yeah, sure. It’s been a while since I’ve clubbed, to be honest. And I’ve never been to President’s Lounge, my friends have told me it’s pretty chill.”

“Okay then, count us in,” I told Leo.

“Great,” he said, flashing us a bright smile.

We decided that we’d all leave together from the flat. Dani was gonna come over at 7:30. Around 7:43 I heard a knock on the door, and I went and opened it. There she stood, wearing this insanely sexy dress, a strapless black thing that came down to the middle of her thighs, and showed off every curve of her fit body, not leaving much to the imagination. I immediately began to harden looking at her.

“How do I like?” Dani asked, smiling wide.

“Jesus Christ, you’re dressed to kill, phew,” I said, smiling. “How about we spend half an hour in my bedroom before we go?”

She playfully hit my shoulder and winked, “Save it for later.”

I heard Leo walk up behind us.

“Everyone ready? Oh whoa! Holy shit you look fiery, Dani,” he said, and his eyes scanned every curve of her body.

I saw Dani smile and turn her eyes away from him, blushing hard. My already hardening cock twitched as I felt my heart rate spike.

“Let’s go, come on,” Leo said.

The President’s Lounge turned out to be quite a large dance club. We easily bypassed the queue because Leo apparently knew the guys holding down the fort outside the doors. Dani walked with Leo and I on either side of her. Leo, tall and muscular as hell, his shirt stretched tight across his chest, and average me.

“Let’s get some drinks, alright?” Leo said, his voice raised so we could hear it over the music and the chatter of the crowd in there.

The three of us walked over to the bar and Leo ordered us three rounds of Captain Coke to get us started off. The three of us clinked our glasses together before we downed the first round. Dani seemed to have the easiest time, followed by Leo and then me. I almost threw up. I usually would only drink some vodka and mountain dew. The second and third followed, and they felt easier. Pretty quickly I began to feel the effects of the alcohol, and the loud dance music suddenly seemed pretty enticing.

“Do you wanna dance, Dani?” Leo said. “I know Ted doesn’t.”

Dani turned to look at me, her eyes big and pleading. I knew how much she wanted to dance. She was the sort of person who was usually the life of the party.

“Go ahead,” I said.

What’s the worst that could happen, I thought. It was a public place after all, and it would make her happy. And Leo was right, I sure as FUCK did not want to dance.

But my stomach began to turn as I saw Leo offer his hand to Dani, and Dani take it. At the same time as they started walking towards the dance floor and into the mass of dancing people, my cock rose. They were pretty clearly in my view at first. There was a respectable distance between Dani and Leo that made me quite happy, and they were just dancing casually, like most of the people on the floor along with them. Dani seemed to be having fun.

Twice they came back for more drinks, and I drank along with them, and I was really beginning to loosen up as well. Dani and Leo went off again, and this time I couldn’t really see them because of other people.

At that point the music in the club switched from the upbeat dance music that had been playing up till now to a slow romantic track, and all the couples on the floor clutched each other a little closer. I craned my neck this way and that to try and get a glimpse of Dani and Leo but I couldn’t. But only a few moments later I did. My jaw almost dropped open, and my cock sprang to attention, watching Leo’s big, strong arms around my petite Dani, clutching her close, against him, not an inch of space in between them, her breasts squashed against his chest. His hands had dropped low until they were resting on almost the top of her butt. And they were obscured by the crowd once more. My heart was racing. I wanted to rub my eyes and check if it was a dream I was in. Memories of Rachel and Leo on that couch flooded into my head once again, unrelenting. I could feel my cock pulse and ache underneath my jeans. I wondered if Dani could feel his against her.

I downed another shot of rum and coke nervously awaiting another glimpse of my girlfriend dancing with my muscular, womanizing roommate. It didn’t take long, And this time the sight was much worse than it had been before, my heart jumped into my throat. Dani now had her back to him, and one of his big arms had reached around and down, touching her tummy and hip, while the other was much further up north, cupping one breast over her dress. Her ass was pressed up against his crotch, and from what I could tell, she was grinding against him! Watching this immediately sent my heart and my cock into a shared frenzy. It was happening again. Just like last time. I had fucked it up once more, and now I was going to lose Dani as well. My cock was raging under my jeans, and I wanted nothing more than to go to the washroom and jerk it off. My view of them was covered up by the other people on the dance floor once more.

I whipped around and downed a shot of tequila, and buried my face in my hands. Once again I was in the same position. Behind that wall, peeking, watching my crush get nailed by my black roommate. Once more I had no idea what to do. What was a man supposed to do when his girlfriend was being groped by a stronger guy on the dance floor? Should I have gone and made a scene in front of everyone? Ruin everyone’s nights? Should I have broken up with Dani right then and there? Walked out and never seen her again? But would I ever find anyone like her ever again?

I turned back around and my eyes caught them once more, as a beam of light from one of the stage lights hit them, illuminating just the two of them brightly, among the rest of the floor, which was colored by flashing greens and blues and violets. There she was, her eyes shut, as Leo’s hand squeezed her breast, the other hidden under her dress between her thighs. He was kissing her neck, as one of her hands stroked the significant bulge in his jeans. She looked up and they kissed, and I watched, dumbfounded, feeling like my cock was about to explode, and I was going to die right then and there.

They emerged from the crowd 5 minutes later, trying to look normal. Leo still had that noticeable bulge in his jeans, and Dani’s nipples were poking through her dress, and she was blushing intensely.

“Wanna dance?” I asked Dani dryly.

“Sorry babe, I think I’ve just had too much to drink, I wanna go home,” she said to me, smiling apologetically, completely choosing to ignore the edge in my tone.
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V

We took another cab back, Dani sitting in between Leo and I, giggling and animatedly chatting with her, I had the distinct feeling that I had been forgotten, and that gave me the familiar feeling of sinking in my stomach once more. I watched Leo’s hand resting on Dani’s exposed thigh, making my cock twitch. I was still hard, and the images of them on the dance floor kept repeating in my head.

As we walked up to our room, they walked up ahead and I trailed behind them, as if I was the third wheel on their date. Dani seemed pretty tipsy, she kept leaning and falling on him and holding him for support as we climbed the stairs. Leo in turn put his hand on her back, letting it drop to almost her ass. Dani wasn’t doing anything to stop it, I wondered if she even remembered that her boyfriend was walking right behind her.

Leo unlocked the room, and we walked in, the two of them still chatting about everything from the taste of the shots we had just downed to common classes they had together at university. I was ready for the night to end. I tuned the two of them out and went to the fridge to get a glass of water. As I was gulping it down I heard Dani repeat herself.

“Ted, you listening?”

I turned to her.

“Huh?”

“I said we’re going to watch a movie, you in?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said.

Well I’d be damned if I left Dani alone with Leo tonight. Dani and Leo were already sitting on the couch when I came, and sat down beside Dani.

“So what are we watching?” I asked.

“Just a french movie I saw the other day,” Leo said. “Mind if I change into something more comfortable by the way?”

“I’m not su-” I began before being cut off by Dani.

“Of course, it’s your own home don’t mind me,” she chirped.

Leo, sitting right beside my girlfriend, took off his shirt, and then unzipped his jeans and took them off, threw them both onto a sofa and sat back down in his boxer shorts, his significant bulge clearly visible.

“Much better,” he said, smiling at us.

I was dumbfounded. The movie began, and soon it became clear to me why Leo had chosen it. The movie was basically a porno about a white french girl with an interracial fetish. Only a few minutes into it, a long, erotic sequence began of the girl seducing a muscular black man much bigger than her in size. This was no coincidence. The girl, a cute brunette was passionately kissing the black, muscular man on screen.

“This is honestly one of the most erotic depictions of lovemaking I’ve seen in film,” Leo commented, his voice giving off the tone of a seasoned film critic.

He wasn’t wrong. It was pretty hot. The girl on screen and the man were kissing each other in a frenzy, groping each other, his hands squeezing her breasts, feeling her ass, diving in between her thighs. I glanced at Dani, her eyes were affixed to the screen, and she was biting was biting her lip. I knew how horny alcohol could make her. Her breathing was heavy and occasionally her eyes would glance to the bulge in Leo’s shorts, which I noticed had been steadily growing as he too was turned on by the events taking place on screen. My own cock was fully erect in my jeans.

“Come on, Dani do you really want to watch this?” I asked, probing with an excuse to try and get her to come to the bedroom with me.

“Yeah babe I’ve never really seen French cinema before, Leo’s picked this out with a lot of thought,” she said, still gazing at the TV screen.

The woman on screen was now timidly laying on her back on a bed while the man dragged her skirt down her legs, and then proceeded to kiss his way up them to her pussy, as she gasped softly. Her hands grasped her head as he began to lick her pussy. I glanced at Leo’s crotch, to see that his cock had hardened more, and was elongated along the left leg of his shorts, an inch away from the hem. It was about to peek out at us, and he didn’t seem to be worried.

Dani’s glances at it had increased. She was transfixed. It was happening. I looked back at the TV to see the young woman writhe and moan as her hands pulled on the black man’s hair as his tongue worked its magic on her. I looked at Dani again after a couple of minutes to see that her eyes were no longer directed at the screen. I followed her gaze to Leo’s thigh, where the head of his cock and a good inch of his shaft had managed to protrude from the sleeve of his shorts. The air felt thick. I saw Dani’s breaths get heavier. My own heart was thumping with excitement and anxiety. I was backed again in that same corner, not knowing what to do. I felt anger at Dani for letting Leo act like this, I felt anger at Leo for trying to pull this shit on my girlfriend. I wanted to pull her back to my bedroom, and I also wanted to see where this would lead ultimately. I wanted to see how she was going to act in this test. I soon found out.

Leo turned to look at her staring at his thick cock peeking out of his shorts, biting her lip,and smiled.

“Do you want to touch it?”

I saw Dani look up at him slowly. I expected her to turn to me and ask for my permission, or something like that at least. But instead she just nodded softly. I was dumbstruck, and I had no idea what to do. This night had gone farther than I could’ve ever imagined. My emotions all fought with each other while I sat there quietly, watching Dani, seeing what she was going to do next.

She slowly reached out, and traced the skin of his cock head with her finger and squeezed the bulge of his erect cock under his shorts.

“Mmm, that’s it,” Leo said softly. “Let me help you out,” he said, and stood up in front of Dana, pulled his shorts down and threw them onto the couch.

Neither of them even glanced at me. I just sat there stunned, my jaw hanging open.

My beautiful, small girlfriend sat on the couch, her eyes affixed on the erect black cock hanging just a few inches from her surprised face.

“Oh my god it’s so fucking big,” she whispered, making him chuckle.

“I’ve heard that before.”

She reached out slowly, her face wearing an expression of pure fascination, as her fingers encircled the thick shaft of Leo’s black cock. The wide girth meant her fingers couldn’t even go all the way around it. My cock was pulsating under my jeans, incredibly erect.

“Oh God,” she whispered.

One of her hands continued stroking the big cock while the other went underneath and held Leo’s balls, feeling them, gently squeezing them and cupping them. She began stroking his cock faster. And then she stopped, and I felt relieved. Maybe she’d come to her senses once again. But she held the cock pointed at her face and began moving her lips closer to the head. That was when I gathered all of my courage and spoke out.

“Dani. Stop this, enough,” I said, hoping for it to come out in a strong, condemning, decisive voice, but instead it came out in a weak, wavering tone.

Dani turned to look at me.

“I’m sorry baby, I can’t help it. I have to try it, I’ve never seen a cock so big before,” she said, her big beautiful eyes pleading with me.

“If he wanted you to stop his cock wouldn’t be that hard,” Leo said.

Dani’s eyes went to my bulge and she smiled.

“He’s right,” she said.

I looked her, trying to think of something to say back, something to hide the reality that they had just exposed, but I couldn’t say anything, and her eyes went back to the cock in her hand. Dani leaned forwards and stuck out her tongue, and tasted the tip of the thick, veiny cock in her hand. I couldn’t believe this was happening. My cock almost spurted cum right then, while my heart rate shot up to the stars watching my girlfriend lick my roommate’s black cock.

She opened her little mouth, her pink lips parting, and she took the head of his cock in, and I could see that Leo’s cock was so big that only the head was almost filling up her mouth completely. She began sucking on it like a lollipop, and then her hands went around his body and squeezed his ass cheeks, as she began trying to get more of it into her little mouth.

Leo’s cock was fully hard now, black, thick, and veiny, with Dani’s pale white fingers stroking the shaft and her pink lips going up and down the first six inches of the shaft, the length of my entire cock. She pulled off, and held his cock up, and began to lick it all the way from the tip to the balls. She nuzzled his big, dark balls, and began to lick them. I wanted nothing more now than to take my cock out and masturbate, watching Dani, who had now taken one of Leo’s balls into her mouth, and was sucking hungrily on it. When she was done she licked his shaft more, planting kisses on it from his balls to the tip of his shaft. Leo moved forward and began rubbing his massive black cock all over my girlfriend’s pale face, as she smiled up at him, opening her mouth and sticking her tongue out so his shaft rubbed against it, giving her a taste of that enormous black cock. He lightly slapped her cheeks with it, and rested it on her face, and she began to suck on his balls once more, the black cock covering her nose and forehead. It was easily bigger than her entire pretty face.

She began sucking on it once more and after a few minutes Leo pulled her up and pulled her against him, his cock pressing up against her tummy. His lips met her and they began to aggressively kiss, their tongues battling together as his hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts, her butt, her waist and her thighs, and her hand went down and began stroking his cock. He slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and they slid down to the middle of her upper arms, the hem of her dress moving down to reveal more of her luscious, pale breasts. She stepped away from him and let the dress fall in one swoop, bunching up around her ankles. My girlfriend was fully naked in front of my muscular roommate. There was no stopping this now. I saw Leo’s eyes scan her petite, fair body, his eyes moving over every curve of her breasts, her hips, her sweet thighs.

They began to kiss once more and she put her arms around his neck. He squeezed her ass as she kissed him, and then she jumped up and wrapped her legs around him, so that he was holding her up by her ass. She had always told me that she wanted to be fucked like that, but I was too weak to hold her up like it, and I’d always told myself that one day I’d head to the gym and make her fantasy true. Leo was having no problems hold her up, she was like a light doll in her arms. My cock was straining for fresh air.

Their wild, passionate kiss continued as Dani humped herself against him. I’d never witnessed such fire inside her, such unbridled lust. This was some version of her I had never had the pleasure to meet, and it was driving me crazy with arousal, seeing her curvy, pale little body in the arms of my muscular, large, black roommate.

“I want to feel that cock inside of me, give it to me. Put it inside my little pussy, daddy,” she said in his ears.

Her voice reminded me of all the nights where I'd masturbated listening to the women in Leo's room.

Leo lifted her up and adjusted his cock with one hand so that it was under her pussy, and he began to move her so that her pussy slid against his shaft, her soaking wet pussy making it glisten as it parted her pussy lips and rubbed her clit, making her moan loudly.

All three of us had forgotten about the movie. The blonde woman on screen was under the large black man, and they were kissing passionately as her body quaked from his powerful thrusts, pushing his deep cock inside of her.

Leo lifted her up further, and one of Dani's fair hands left his neck and moved down, grabbed the fat shaft of Leo's black cock, and lined it up with her opening. Leo brought her down, and the head of his black cock pressed against her pussy, parting her pussy lips.

“Ohh,” Dani gasped softly, clutching him tighter.

I watched, transfixed, as the head of Leo’s cock slowly parted her open and then suddenly the head entered her, making my Dani moan, in a way that I had never heard her moan. Her voice was soon stifled by Leo’s lips, and they began to kiss once more as slowly Leo’s cock slid inside of her, inch after inch, making her shudder and clench. My heart beat rapidly like a machine gun in my chest as I watched the thick, veiny black cock spread my little girlfriend’s pussy apart and go inside her, deeper than I could’ve ever imagined my cock inside of her, further and further, until she took all of his giant length inside of her. I was stunned, I would’ve never imagined she could have taken that giant thing inside of her.

“Fuck you’re tight,” I heard Leo say to her.

Leo turned around and sat down on the couch beside me, my girlfriend still impaled on his thick cock. She slowly began to ride him, and I watched the shaft of Leo’s cock emerge from her pussy, glistening with her abundant pussy juices. She was wetter than I’d ever seen her, and Leo’s cock moving inside of her was making loud squishing noises telling me that. She’d lift herself until only the tip of his thick cock remained inside of her, and then drop down until all of his cock was embedded inside of her. Her eyes was shut, and she was enjoying every sensation that she was feeling.

Something inside me finally broke and I hurriedly unbuckled and pulled my jeans off and unrestrained my cock, slowly stroking it. Leo just smirked at me, and then began to suck on one of Dani’s pink nipples, and she held the back of his head with one of his hands.

Slowly she began to ride him faster, and I could see Leo thrusting to help her.

“Oh yes...that’s it. Fuck yes…” Dani moaned senselessly, overcome by the pleasure the thick black cock was spreading inside her entire body.

She began to bounce on top of his cock, her gasps and moans timed to the rhythm of the fucking that she was receiving. They were both beginning to sweat, and Dani looked even fucking hotter like that. Her breasts were heaving up and down and her soft blonde hair was bouncing as she rode that big cock. I was almost hypnotized by the sight. I could never have thought this morning that this was what I’d be seeing by the time the day had ended.

“Oh God, so deep. Fuck yes, oh yes…” Dani moaned loudly, her body tensing up from the immense pleasure she seemed to be receiving.

I had never pleasured her like this, and I don’t think I could, no matter how hard I tried. I could never stretch her pussy apart like that or make her sweat like that, or lift her up like Leo had.

“I’m gonna cum,” she announced, as she bounced up and down on Leo’s cock.

“Oh God.”

Her moans began to get louder and louder, and I could see that Leo was thrusting harder to meet her bounces, going deep inside her each time, the sounds of their flesh slapping together filling the entire room. Her moans turned into senseless squeals as she rode him harder, drops of sweat trailing down her glistening breasts and onto Leo’s sweaty chest.

“OHHHHhhh…” she wailed loudly, falling on top of Leo and clutching him tightly, her arms around his neck, as her entire body tensed up for a few seconds, before she began to shudder periodically, moaning.

“Oh God yes, oh fuck...that’s incredible…”

She took a few minutes to catch her breath before she looked up and into Leo’s eyes again and kissed him furiously, his cock still inside of her. Kissing her, he stood up, Dani wrapping her legs around him once more, and he began moving towards his room. I sat there as they walked past me, lost in each other, ghosting me completely. I followed behind, trailing. As she kissed him at one point I saw her eyes open, and I saw her blue eyes peer at me, following them while stroking my cock, and they closed once more, and I had the feeling that she was smirking at me inwardly.

Leo walked into his room and they both collapsed onto the bed. Leo hadn’t cum yet. He’d left the door open and I stood there, just outside, watching them. It felt wrong to enter. It felt like I’d be spying on him taking one of the girls I had grown so used to him bringing back to our flat. My cock was still incredibly hard, and I couldn’t even masturbate properly because I was so close to cumming the entire time. I’d crushed the raging conflict within me for now, and let my lust take over me.

Dani was on her back, and she wrapped her arms and legs around the muscular, large body of Leo, their skins a stark contrast to each other, glistening, dark, muscular Leo, and petite, blue eyed and fair, soft Dani. It didn’t take long for Leo to start pumping his massive cock in and out of my girlfriend’s tight, wet pussy. And she began to moan loudly, like every other girl Leo had ever come home with. Except this time I was intimately familiar with the voice of the woman he was plunging his cock deep into.

Dani was squealing with pleasure, sounds that only a woman being fucked senseless could make. It was the hottest, most erotic thing I had ever seen and if I even touched my cock I would cum, and so I stood there at the doorway spying at them, not even masturbating, my cock hard in front of me, pulsating with my heart beat.

He was made for this, this was his talent. Some people could sing really well, some people were amazing at math, this was Leo’s talent. He was fucking my Dani like a machine, with endless stamina, his cock pumping in and out of her like a jackhammer, her breasts jiggling with his quick thrusts. I’d almost gone into a meditative state, with no other thought in my head. I was entranced by what I was watching, and my arousal. Those were the only two things that existed in the universe right then.

Leo made Dani get on all fours and he kneeled behind her ass raised up in the air, and he lined his massive cock up with her tiny opening and pushed it in, not caring to be gentle and slow this time, plunging it in, making her scream with the ecstatic friction of his cock and her pussy that he was providing her, stretching her more than she could ever have dreamed, filling her up more than she could’ve thought possible.

“Oh God it’s so fucking deep, you’re so fucking deep,” she squealed, her face contorted in a reaction to the extreme sensations coursing through her veins.

He slapped her curvaceous ass, leaving a crimson imprint of his palm where he had struck her, making her moan.

“Tell me how much you love this cock,” he said.

“I love your cock so much daddy, so much. It’s incredible,” she moaned, her body quaking from the impacts of his long, rhythmic thrusts.

“Where do you want this cum, baby?” he said.

“Fill my pussy up, daddy!” Dani said. “Fill my pussy up with your cum.”

Leo began to fuck her faster, more urgently, making Dani moan more loudly. Her moans got higher in pitch until she was squealing once more.

“Oh godddddd you’re gonna make me cum,” she managed to squeal before once more another orgasm hit her, and her body tensed up, and then began to shudder, as the waves of pleasure washed over her like a tsunami.

The contractions of her pussy around his cock pushed Leo over the edge as well and he slammed his cock into her one last time before he groaned, and I saw his ballsack contract, and his ass clench, as he began pumping his cum into the pussy of my girlfriend in front of me.

“Fill...me up...daddy,” Dani said in between heavy breaths as Leo filled her pussy up with cum.

He cum more than I could’ve ever dreamed of, because it soon began to leak from her pussy and begin to run down her thighs. Watching this I came too, without even touching my cock. My cum spurted from my cock and landed on the floor, and I leaned on the wall for support as my knees almost gave way from under me.

Leo collapsed on top of Dani, and I quietly walked to my bathroom to clean myself up.

Leo fucked my Dani almost all night, in every position that I knew, making her cum again and again. And he came on her face, in her pussy, on her breasts. Somehow Dani looked even sexier covered in his cum. They fell asleep in the early morning, tangled with each other, a smile of pure bliss and contentment across Dani’s lips. I masturbated, watching them sleep naked together one last time before I left for class.
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4 Months Later
I walked up the stairs to the apartment, opened the door and walked in. It had been a pretty long day at university, and all I wanted to do was get something to eat and drink, and then relax, maybe watch a movie with Dani. Stepping in, I immediately heard her voice. I shut the door behind me and walked over to the living room, peeking out from behind the wall in the hallway.
There she was, my blonde, blue eyed goddess, bent over the couch, getting a hard, evening fuck from Leo. Her eyes were shut, Dani really liked to completely focus on Leo’s cock when he’d fuck her. She opened them and noticed me.
“Ah...welc-...welcome home baby…” she managed to say, half moaning.
I walked over to her and bent to give her a kiss.
“Do you want to join in?” she asked me, her breasts heaving from the fucking she was receiving.
She smiled, watching me unzip in front of her.
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My Wife Ashley Couldn’t Resist My Bully
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I

“You WHAT?”

I almost spat my coffee out.

“What?” Ashley shrugged, busy chopping the lettuce on the kitchen counter.

“Babe I’ve told you how he was to me during school, how could you invite him to our home?” I asked her, crestfallen.

“Look however he was at school, I’m sure he’s changed now. He seems like such a nice guy, you know?” she said.

I held my face in my head and groaned.

“Didn’t you say he was super cocky and arrogant? Wasn’t he flirting with you at the office?”

“No babe that was just a misunderstanding. I didn’t know him too well.” Ashley said, turning around and glaring at me with her blue eyes. “You’re being overdramatic.”

My cock gave a twitch. These looks of her never failed to turn me on. She turned and began chopping again, her curvaceous ass covered by the thin dress sending blood down south in my body.

“Well I hope you’re right,” I sighed.

The person we were talking about was Nathan. Nathan was an office co-worker of Ashley’s, and he had bullied me for several years back at school, right up until we graduated. I hadn’t realized Nathan was the bully from my childhood when Ashley had first begun mentioning him. ‘The cocky new guy at work,’ were the words she’d first used. She had told me that the other women in the office were really going hot for the guy. She told me he kept coming on to her and that it was annoying her.

“Sounds like a Nathan I used to know from school,” I had said to her, not realizing the irony in my words.

“Maybe all Nathans are pieces of shit,” she had replied, chuckling softly.

Over the months she occasionally told me the rumors about this Nathan that were spreading among the women of the office. Apparently a couple of women had gone out with him. I wasn’t surprised to hear that. He was incredibly good looking even back then, and women of all ages threw themselves at him.

Ashley and I were lying in bed one night, talking about our days.

“Tracy’s gone out with Nathan too. It was so annoying listening to her talk about him every time she was near me.”

“What was she saying?”

“Ugh apparently they fucked, and she couldn’t stop blabbering about how good it was. And...nevermind.”

“What?”

“Nah it’s nothing,” she said, shutting the lamp beside the bed off.

“Tell me babe,” I said, my curiosity growing.

“Well...she said that apparently he has a really...erm...big cock.”

“I see. I thought you said women didn’t really care about size?”

“Some do,” she said. “He’s probably a one trick pony anyways, guys like that always are.”

“Uh huh,” I said.

My definitely average sized cock was semi hard for some reason.

It was at a work event of hers that I was accompanying her along to, where I realized. I was looking at my phone momentarily, when I had heard Ashley’s voice.

“Honey this is Nathan, I told you about him, remember? And Nathan, this is my husband, Ed.”

I kept my phone in my pocket and looked up while reaching out instinctively to shake his hand. His green eyes met mine, and I saw the flash of recognition, and I myself recoiled from surprise as I saw my high school bully standing tall in front of me once again.

“Oh my God,” he said, his deep red lips stretching into a wide, gleeful smile. “Edward Miller. How long has it been? Nine years?”

He shook my hand, taking his time and squeezing the blood out of my hand.

“Wait, what?” Ashley said. “Oh my God don’t tell me Nathan is the same-...holy hell what are the odds?”

“I-...yeah,” I said meekly.

It was almost as if I’d been thrust back nine years. He was just as imposing as he was back then. Six foot four, broad chested, big arms, jet black hair. The girls had always found him irresistible at school. He looked much stronger and much more attractive than me immediately on sight, and it was true. And back then he made sure that I was aware of the fact. As he let go of my hand I tried not to wince from the pain in my hand where he had squeezed it tightly. I noticed his other hand was at my wife’s back, and I couldn’t see if it was at her waist or lower. But I didn’t like how close they were standing to each other.

“Well I’m sure you must have some embarrassing stories about Nathan from school,” said Ashley as I glared at her.

“Oh you bet,” Nathan said, grinned.

The next hour consisted of Nathan telling my wife stories about the many times I was humiliated at my school, stuff that left my mentally scarred for life, while she laughed and giggled. Very conveniently he left out all the parts where he was the one torturing me endlessly. I stood there awkwardly, trying to look like it was all in the past as Nathan whitewashed the stories to my wife. It was humiliating.

Whenever Ashley had a work party after that I did my best to not go, and to avoid it at all costs, but Ashley never had any of it, and dragged me along anyways. I could never tell Ashley the real reason why I didn’t want to go. I didn’t want to look weak. And so I’d stand there, letting Nathan laugh at me with Ashley, and he’d even go further and openly flirt with her.

“How the hell did you manage to bag someone this hot you dog,” he said once, hitting my shoulder. “Lucky fuck. You better treat her well or someone will steal her before you could say stop.”

I hadn’t really noticed the change in Ashley until quite a few months later. I was watching her get ready for work on a morning that I’d decided to sleep in, and I saw what she was wearing to work. Something got me thinking. When had she ever worn a dress like that to work? A good amount of her thighs were exposed, and the neck of it was pretty deep, exposing a lot of her sexy cleavage. All I remember her wearing for work all this time were her professional dresses that didn’t really reveal anything. Knee length skirts, collared shirts and all. Since when did this start, I wondered. And it turned out not to be just a change in her work appearance either. When we went out now, she wore sexier dresses. I’d see her turn heads, men’s eyes would follow her as she went inside a nightclub or a bar. I did feel threatened but I also felt…pride. Everyone wanted her, and I had her.

“Look, he and I were talking and he told me that he was beginning to feel pretty lonely alone in the city, now that he’s living in his own empty flat. I felt bad for him. So I just invited him over, I didn’t think anything of it. I’m sorry,” Ashley said.

“It’s...it’s okay,” I sighed.

“Be good, okay?” she told me.

He was to come to our house at 8 that night. I couldn’t really focus on work the entire day. I was on edge, almost panicking. Memories of things that happened all those years because began surging in my head. One in particular.
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II

In the last year of school I’d begun talking to this girl in my class named Hayley. I had had a massive crush on Hayley since three years. She was a pretty, slim blonde with these nerdy glasses who had always been sweet to me. That year we had been assigned as lab partners so i finally had a chance to talk to her, to my immense delight. If that hadn't happened I would've never built up the courage to talk to her. As we began to talk I absolutely fell in love with her. And she seemed to be pretty into me as well.

We both had our birthdays in March. Hers was a week after mine, and she told me she was planning to throw a nice party for all our school friends for her eighteenth.

“Do you want to come?” She asked me.

“I-...uh-....yes,” I stuttered.

“Cool. Hey, do you want to come a bit early? I’m invited a few people earlier so they can help me set up things and stuff, you know?”

“That would be c-cool,” I said.

“Um, be there at 5, okay?”

I silently nodded, and she went back to her notebook and I quietly bubbled with absolute joy.

The day came, and I hopped out of my room, all dressed up, ready to head over to hers. It was 4, and I was carrying the hope in my heart that I’d get there early and maybe get to spend some time alone with Hayley, undisturbed. I could see it all play out in my head, clearly.

“Oh wow you’re all dressed up,” my mom commented as I was about to leave my house. “What’s the occasion?”

“Friend of mine has her 18th,” I said.

“Ooh, cool. Well, have fun. Be safe, alright?”

I rushed out of my house and drove to hers, energy coursing through my entire body. I was pretty excited and happy until I turned on to her street and approached her house. In the driveway was a black Camaro. Nathan’s black Camaro; I recognized the car well. My heart sunk. What the hell was he doing here? Had she invited him to help as well? Within a few moments all the excitement had been sucked out of my body and replaced with a dark, nervous dread.

I parked my car behind his, and I slowly got out of my car and walked over to the door, my legs having turned half to lead. I pressed the button for the bell, and nothing happened. Fuck. I pulled my phone out and called her. It rang, and rang. No answer. I stood there for a minute, wondering what to do. I decided to just walk in. Nathan was already inside and probably keeping her busy, and she hadn’t realized that someone was at the door. And so I swung the door open, and stepped in. I looked around, lost. The place seemed to be empty. A quick peek in each of the rooms on the ground floor, and I decided to just go away and come back at 5 like she’d told me too. Feeling pretty stupid, I began walking to the door, and as I reached out my hand for the door knob, I heard something.

I didn’t realize or understand the sound I had just heard but I had definitely heard something. And the sound seemed to have emanated from upstairs. It sounded like a male voice. I wondered if it was Nathan. Was he upstairs with her? What were they doing? Maybe she was showing him her room or something. My heart sank at the thought of my bully getting to be in Hayley’s room before I had a chance to. I pulled my hand back and decide to go upstairs, and declare my presence. I quietly began walking up the stairs. I looked down the hallway. One of the doors was slightly open, and I was about to walk towards it when I froze. I’d just heard a loud moan. That was Hayley’s voice. And that was the sort of moan I’d only heard through my headphones as I jacked off. Please, God, no. Not with Nathan. Not like this.

It felt like a fucking nightmare. My first instinct was to bolt down the stairs and out of the house and drive back home. But I heard another moan, and it carried with it the image of a naked Hayley into my mind. I deserved at least that, didn’t I? To get to see her naked? I felt like a pervert, but I inched closer to that door, light diffusing from the edge and dimly illuminating the mostly dark hallway.

I looked through the edge, and my heartbeat shot through the roof as I saw them. There she was, my sweet crush Hayley, her soft, pink lips against Nathan’s, their tongues dancing together and her eyes shut in ecstasy. Her arms and legs were tightly wrapped against his much larger body, and his massive cock was pumping in and out of her, delving deep when it did.

“Oh God that’s so good. Fuck me,” she moaned.

I had told myself that I was only going to take a peek but I was transfixed. There was so much for my eyes to take in. Her angelic face in an expression of such filthy pleasure, her soft, pretty breasts and her pink nipples. She was so shapely and angelic. And my bully’s cock was defiling her as I watched. I couldn’t move. I felt many things, all at the same time. Anger. Jealousy. Frustration. Humiliation. Shame. And underneath it all, as I felt my blood rush south and I felt my cock harden so quickly, I felt arousal. Potent, intense. I stood, and I watched. I watched my school bully fuck my sweet, innocent crush. His cock was much bigger than mine was, that was clear to see in an instant. And it was clearly giving her so much pleasure. I didn’t know how long the two of them had been going at it, but they were both covered in a sheen of sweat. Her hands were moving all over his rippling muscles, enjoying them, feeling them.

I quietly unzipped and pulled out my fully hard, 5 inch cock and began to stroke it. He was fucking her harder now, and her moans were louder and more frequent. I could’ve never imagined her like this in my dreams. He pulled out of her pussy with a squishy noise, and I saw his cock glistening with her pussy juice.

“Get on all fours,” he told her.

“Yes daddy,” she groaned, and it was the sexiest sentence I had ever heard in my entire life.

I had never been so god damn turned on. As she presented her pale butt to him, he held it and pushed his cock inside, and Hayley moaned as he bottomed out inside her. Without wasting a single moment he began fucking her once more, and I was treated to her facial expression of pure ecstasy and her delicious breasts jiggling from the movement of his thrusts. He slapped her ass, making her gasp.

“You’re such a fucking slut, aren’t you?” Nathan said.

“Yes daddy, I’m your fucking slut,” Hayley said.

“You’ve been hungry for this big cock haven’t you?”

“Mhmm,” Hayley moaned. “Ever since I heard about it.”

Standing in the darkness outside the door I was furiously masturbating listening to her. The idea of Hayley that I had borne in my head all this time was beginning to come apart, and the real Hayley seemed to be so much different. The Hayley in my head was pure, innocent. The real one lusted after big cocks. I hated Nathan so much. The expensive car, the muscles, the broad chest, the massive cock...I hated everything about him. He was everything that I wanted to be and just couldn’t.

“God you’re so good,” Hayley moaned. “I’m gonna cum!”

Faster and faster Nathan slammed into her, her entire body jerking from the thrusts, and the sounds of their flesh slapping together filling the entire floor. I wondered if the neighbors could hear. I wondered if she cared at that point.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh...yes!” she cried out, her voice rising higher and higher in pitch and volume as Nathan pumped into her harder.

For a moment her entire body seized.

“Ahhhh…” she groaned as her orgasm arrived.

Her entire body twitched and quaked, and watching her like this, I lost control of myself, and began to cum hard, squirting cum into my hand. Meanwhile Nathan pulled out of her and made her turn around and kneel in front of him. Hayley looked up at him with her bright blue eyes, as he stroked his massive cock in front of his cock.

He groaned and began to squirt ropes of cum, more than I could’ve ever imagined, that began covering her pretty, eighteen year old face, covering the nose and cheeks and the lips I’d fantasized of kissing. I quietly zipped up and walked away, and then drove off.

I went home and masturbated three more times that day, thinking of just one thing. Hayley texted me, annoyed that I hadn’t come over when I had said I’d help her. I apologized and said that I was sick, and that I wouldn’t be able to make it.
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III

8 pm drew closer. Nervous dread permeated me. My wife Ashley seemed to be pretty excited. She was spending a lot of time getting ready. More so than for any other occasion that I could remember. My mind was ablaze with possibilities. I knew he had the hots for my wife, I was one hundred percent sure. Would he try something? With me right here? I should probably make sure I don’t give the two of them any time alone together.

Memories of that day at Hayley’s house kept making their way back into my imagination. Was history going to repeat itself? Images of my pretty wife, my Ashley, with her arms and legs wrapped around Nathan with his cock deep inside of her married pussy filled my head. My cock rose, and I felt ashamed.

At only seven thirty the bell rang.

“Honey, it’s probably Nathan, open the door!” Ashley’s voice rung out from upstairs.

Fuck. I stood up from the couch but my legs wouldn’t carry me any further. I didn’t want to face him without her with me. I was too scared. Fuck, fuck fuck. In a panic I just ran off into the backyard in the dark. I’d pretend I was fixing up the grill or something. The bell rang again.

“Ed?!” I heard Ashley cry out from upstairs.

A minute later the bell rang once more and Ashley stepped downstairs as I watched from outside the backyard window. To my surprise she was just wrapped in a towel! Our towels barely covered her properly! If she was to cover herself down to her mid thighs she would have to expose a tantalizing amount of her breasts, which she had done.

Fuck. Because of my cowardice Ashley was going to have to meet him all exposed like that. I felt more shame, and my cock rose more. I watched as Ashley reached for the door and opened it.

“Hey there, welcome! Come on in,” she said. “Sorry you have to see me like this, I wasn’t ready yet.”

“I came early hoping to catch you like this,” said Nathan. “Looks like I’ve succeeded,” he winked.

I saw his eyes take their time exploring her body, and I watched as Ashley giggled and blushed.

“Is Ed’s car in the driveway?” she asked him, and stepped close to the door to take a peek.

She was standing almost right up against Nathan’s body, and I could see him look down the towel. I wondered how much he could see.

“Hmm,” said Ashley. “He must’ve walked to the store to get something, I guess. There’s a Target like literally in the next block. Come on in.”

Nathan walked in and Ashley shut the door behind him. She cried out in surprise as Nathan pinned her against the door, and planted his lips on hers. I watched, wide eyed, indecisive, unsure. I should’ve rushed in and asked him what the fuck he was doing. I should’ve started a fight, knowing that I was going to lose. But my body wouldn’t move. I stood there peering through the window, as my school bully from all those years ago now kissed my wife.

I expected Ashley to fight back, to rage, to resist. But none of it happened. Instead my heart broke as I watched her hands wrap go around his chest as her tongue playfully fought with his.

“I’ve been hoping so much that your husband would leave us alone tonight,” he said.

“He’ll be back anytime okay we can’t do this,” she said, trying to push him away.

They kissed passionately once more, my petite, curvy wife in his strong arms. It was clear that my wife had done this before with Nathan. This was another bad dream. A horrible nightmare.

“We’ll know when he comes back,” said Nathan.

He took her hand and held it against his significant bulge.

“Come on, I’ve been waiting all day for this, baby,” he said, and he pulled her towel open, letting it fall to her feet.

My wife was now standing completely naked. They kissed once more, hungrily. I couldn’t even remember the last time Ashley had kissed me this hard, with such passionate hunger in her lips. I couldn’t sit in the backyard all night. I decided to walk all the way round to the front door and pretend I’d gone out for a walk. I reluctantly tore my eyes away from my wife’s body being pawed by my school time bully, as I quickly walked to the front door, adjusting my hard on to make it less obvious.

I rang the bell. For a minute nothing happened, and then Nathan opened the door.

“Y-you’re here already…” I said.

“Yeah man, your wife opened the door. She’s up there getting ready,” he said, smiling. “Come on in!”

We both sat in the living room. He just had a big smile plastered across his face. Why wouldn’t he, after all. He was sitting in the living room looking at the guy whose wife he was most probably fucking. And I was sitting with my bully from my school. Who intimidated me right now just as he did back then, and who had stolen two women I loved from me. I breathed a sigh of relief as in a minute I heard Ashley making her way down. My cheating wife. She had on a beautiful, sexy dress that she’d bought the previous year for Valentine’s. It covered a little more of her than the towel had. I looked for the lines of the bra or panties that would’ve showed up if she was wear any. She wasn’t. I felt my cock get hard. When had my wife turned into such a slut? And how had I not noticed?

“Fucking hell you look so hot,” Nathan said, whistling. “You’re a lucky guy, Ed. Lucky as all hell.”

Sure.

“Oh come on, stop,” said Ashley, blushing once more.

She was acting like nothing even happened. I was stunned. How could she blush at his compliment when she was standing naked at our door letting him grope her just minutes ago?!

“Let me get you guys something to drink,” she said.

A couple of minutes later she brought wine glasses and poured us some red wine.

“Are you okay, babe?” she asked me.

I looked at her. She was as pretty as always, her blue eyes were hypnotic. All I could think of was her kissing Nathan at our door.

“Y-yeah,” I said.

“He’s probably just stunned by how hot you look, darling,” said Nathan. “With boobs and an ass like that anyone would just shut up and sit down.”

Ashley giggled.

“You sure you haven’t already had a lot of wine?”

“Oh please it’s just the truth,” he said, winking at her.

“Well thank you,” Ashley replied, sipping on her glasses.

They were looking at each other like kids at a high school crushing on each other. I still wasn’t sure that all of it wasn’t just some horrible nightmare or a fiendish prank someone was playing on me. I quietly sipped from my own glass.

After a few minutes of mainly Ashley and Nathan making idle talk, Ashley announced, “Dinner is going to be ready in a few minutes, alright?”

As she stood up and left Nathan openly ogled her in front of me, his eyes stuck to her butt and her legs as she walked away.

“God damn. Woman like that needs a big cock, Ed, let me tell you. If I remember correctly you don’t have anything to boast about in that department, do you?”

I stared at the carpet. My heart thumped in my chest. He gulped down the last of his glass.

“Come on, let’s help your wife set the table. It’s good manners,” he said, standing up.
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IV

Dinner was a blur for the most part. My mind was on fire. I was conscious of the stares that my wife and my bully were sharing, and the way she was sticking her chest out for his roving eyes and the way his eyes weren’t holding back at all. I was quiet for the most part, but it's not like Nathan or Ashley had noticed. They were too busy with one another. Ashley seemed particularly chatty. I noticed her twirling her hair as she talked. She was giggling and laughing at all his jokes.

After dinner was done Nathan helped Ashley clear the table while I stepped outside for a cigarette. I desperately needed one by this point. I stepped out of the front door and quietly circled back to peek at them from the backyard window and my hunch was right again. Hadn’t been a minute that I’d stepped out and they were already at each other. His hand was up her dress squeezing her butt and her tongue was in his mouth.

After a couple of minutes I knocked on the front door and Ashley opened, looking just a little bit disheveled. Her breathing was heavy, and she seemed ruffled.

The three of us sat in the living room once more. Ashley seemed to be a bit tipsy now, and was even more chatty with him.

“Do you want to dance?” Nathan asked her.

Ashley looked at me, pretending like my permission mattered or something.

“I...yeah sure. Why not?” I said.

What else could I have said?

Ashley stood up and paired her phone up with the TV and began to play some smooth instrumental music. Nathan walked over to her and held her close. Once more my cock began to grow erect very quickly. They began to dance, slowly swaying to the music. Ashley still had her glass of wine in one hand, and the other was holding Nathan’s hand, held up. His other hand was at her waist, pulling her close to him. There were just a couple of inches of space in between of them.

He towered above her, big muscled, broad chested, while she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes. The sight reminded me of Hayley, looking up at him as well. As they danced, I noticed that his hand dropped lower and lower, slowly, steadily. I sat there, almost hypnotized, my mind numbed from the wine I’d drunk, coupled with the fact that most of the blood in my body had been diverted somewhere away from my brain. His hand came to a stop at her ass. By this time they’d closed the two inches of space they had left in between the two of them, and were clinging together. I noticed that Ashley was stealing glances at me to gauge my reaction. I wasn’t having much of one. I was just sitting there staring, incredibly aroused, frozen into inaction once more, full of indecision.

A couple of songs later I’m pretty sure they just forgot that I was sitting right there watching them. Ashley was dancing pretty seductively now, and I was transfixed. The drink had loosened up my cheating wife even more, and now she was putting on a show. They were so close that I could her breasts press up against him. His hands squeezed her ass, right in front of me. I saw him look at me and give me a wink. Her arms were around his neck, and he leaned down and gave her a kiss. She didn’t resist, despite me, her husband of so many years sitting right there watching her. In fact she kissed him back with redoubled passion that would’ve taken me by surprise if I hadn’t seen glimpses of it earlier in the evening. Their kiss grew more urgent, more wild, as their tongues sought each other’s out and they made out hungrily, sloppily.

Nathan looked at me.

“You don’t mind, do you Ed?”

What the fuck could I have said?

“That’s what I thought,” he said.

Ashley and Nathan came over and fell down onto the couch, her on top of his lap, both of them still kissing wildly. All these years, nothing had changed. I was still the guy outside Hayley’s door jacking off looking at her get fucked. And he was still the guy who was going to steal the woman I loved.

“She looks so fucking sexy in this dress. Your wife needs a real cock, Ed. And I’m going to give it to her,” said Nathan, staring deep into my Ashley’s blue eyes.

“You want a real cock, don’t you? You can feel it against your pussy now.”

“Mhmm,” Ashley replied.

“Say it, baby,” Nathan commanded her, slapping her ass.

“I want a real cock,” she moaned.

She turned to look at me, her eyes full of nothing but pure lust.

“I’m sorry baby,” she said.

“It’s okay,” I told her, shame filling me.

She leaned over to me and kissed me. She tasted like wine. All I wanted to do right then was take my cock out and jack off furiously. I stared into her hypnotic blue eyes.

“Just watch and enjoy, okay?”

I nodded and she kissed me once more.

She went back to kissing Nathan. Her nipples were hard, protruding through the dress. Nathan slowly slid one strap of the thin dress down her shoulder, and then the other, and the dress fell to her waist and revealed her soft breasts to him.

“God, you’re hot,” he said, leaning down and taking a nipple in between his lips, licking and sucking on it.

Ashley held his head to her breast, gasping, looking into my eyes. I could see Ashley grinding her crotch on Nathan's bulge, her bare pussy against the cloth of his jeans. She desperately wanted him. I had so many questions to ask her. But arousal and humiliation and jealousy were driving me insane.

Nathan was squeezing her other breast and gently twisting and flicking the other nipple while he sucked on one. His other hand went down in between Ashley's leg.

“You’re soaking wet, baby,” he said.

“Mmm you've teased me all night,” she whimpered.

They kissed once more, and Nathan began rubbing my wife's sopping wet pussy while kissing her. Ashley was moaning into his mouth, her hands roaming all over his body, desperately. She pulled away from him and he spread his legs, and she kneeled on the floor before him, and began to unbuckle him. He lifted off the couch, allowing her to pull his jeans down his legs and off. As the hem of his jeans cleared his cock, it sprung out like a gigantic rod.

“Mmmmm,” Ashley moaned. “I’ve missed this so much.”

There it was. The huge monster that had defiled my high school crush 8 years ago. And now my wife was on her knees in front of it, the same expression on her face that Hayley had. Ashley nuzzled it, taking in a deep sniff, rubbing her face against it. I had never seen her like this. She was cock hungry.

She stuck her tongue out and gave him a lick from his balls, up his shaft, and up to the bulbous, purple-pink head of his cock, before she began to suck on it like a lollipop for a minute. She then licked all the way back down, and sucked on his big balls for a while.

Watching my wife service the massive member of my high school bully was too much for me. I didn’t care anymore. I just needed to release. I unzipped as fast as I could and pulled my own cock out and began to furiously stroke, it watching Ashley licking Nathan’s big cock up and down like she was starved. Ashley hadn't ever sucked me off like that. She always made sure to let me know it was a favor she was doing for me and that I should be grateful.

Nathan’s cock was almost as big as her forearm, and she was bobbing her head up and down, trying to accommodate as much as of his cock as she could inside of her mouth.

When she pulled away, Nathan held the shaft of his cock and rubbed his cock all over my wife’s angelic face. She took him into her mouth again and began face fucking him.

“Just like that, baby. Suck that cock,” Nathan said.

I was close to cumming, watching my wife suck my bully’s cock so obscenely. I wasn’t touching my cock now. I wanted to last through this. Nathan reached down and squeezed Ashley’s breasts.

“Mmmm,” she groaned, her voice muffled by the massive cock she had inside of her mouth.

This time when she pulled away Nathan stood up and made Ashley lie on the couch. He spread her pale legs and kneeled in front of her, and she pulled her dress off and threw it onto the ground where his jeans were. Nathan buried his face in my wife’s breasts, kissing and licking them all over. He planted his lips onto one of her nipples and began sucking on it as she stroked his hair. Ashley was clearly loving the sensations his mouth was giving her. He kissed her shoulders and her neck, and then her cheeks and her forehead, before they kissed once more, obscenely and passionately. Then Nathan began to kiss his way down her body, tasting her breasts once more, and then her tummy. Nathan began kissing her thighs and then her calves and then her feet, and then made his way back up again, getting closer to her pussy as Ashley spread her legs further.

He buried his face in her wet crotch, and I could hear the wet, squishing sounds of his tongue on her pussy. He began to lick her, and she held his head as his tongue began to service her pussy.

“Oh fuck yes…” she moaned, loudly.

He kissed her thighs, and sucked on the lips of her pussy.

“Just like that, daddy,” Ashley moaned.

Nathan pushed two of his fingers deep into my wife’s pussy while licking her clit, and he began to thrust them in and out of her rapidly. Ashley began to squeal and moan loudly, her legs tensing up, and her hands gripping the couch. Her face was twisted in an expression of intense sensory overload. Nathan fingered her harder and droplets of her pussy juice flew off his hands. I had never seen my wife get this wet. My cock was rock hard despite my hands not even touching it for the last 5 minutes.

Nathan was relentless, and soon Ashley began to thrash around on the couch in utter pleasure. Watching her gripped by such uncontrollable ecstasy was incredible. I had never made her feel that way, and it made me feel insufficient. Ashley’s moans rose in pitch and volume, just like Hayley’s that day.

“Oh fuck, oh daddy...daddy, please!” Ashley moaned loudly, and Nathan slammed his fingers inside of her hard.

Ashley tensed up, and then moaned loudly as her orgasm hit, and her body began to twitch and quake as waves of pleasure washed all over her. She lay there for a few minutes, and I doubted that she would’ve been able to tell me her name had I asked.

“That was so good. So good,” she moaned.

“You ready for this cock?” Nathan asked her, and then kissed her.

“Mhmm. Yeah daddy,” she said, nodding.

Nathan lifted her in his arms and carried her upstairs while I followed, pitifully. He carried her over to the bedroom and laid her on the bed and climbed on top of her. He kissed her deeply, and lined up his cock with my wife’s wet, married pussy. It parted her pussy lips like a flower and slowly began to make its way in. Her pussy stretched, trying to accomodate the big head of his mammoth cock and it popped in. The fact that she was the wettest I’d ever seen her must have helped.

“Oh God it’s so big,” she moaned.

“This is what a real cock feels like baby,” Nathan told her.

She wrapped her arms around his chest and her legs around his waist and clung onto him for dear life as his cock made its way deeper and deeper inside of her. He was going to touch places inside of her I could never have dreamed of touching, and stimulating. I stood in the doorway, gently touching my cock, watching my bully take my wife. Inch after inch of that big cock disappeared into my wife’s pussy, and then she moaned as he bottomed out, just like I had seen Hayley moan that day. I couldn’t believe it. Her little pussy had taken all of it inside.

Nathan slowly and steadily began to thrust, slowly in and out of my wife’s pussy, and he began to fuck her. They kissed again and again, his cock deep inside of her, staring into each others eyes, as his thrusts began to quicken. His big balls began to slap her skin.

“Who owns this pussy baby girl?” he asked Ashley.

“You do, daddy,” she said, gasping.

He began to fuck her harder, pushing deep inside of her each time, bottoming out in her pussy, thrusting her onto another plane of existence. Her mouth hung open and her eyes were unfocused. She was overwhelmed by the sensations flooding in from her pussy. I don’t think I could ever make her feel like this.

She desperately clung on to Nathan’s large, muscular body, and she was being jerked like a doll as Nathan shoved his cock in and out. Her feet were up in the air, waving with each thrust. A fine sheen of sweat began to appear on both of their bodies, hers curvaceous and petite, his muscular and big.

I had to stop touching my cock once more because I was dangerously close to cumming. I just stared, hypnotized, my heart thumping wildly in my chest, as my wife got fucked like I could never imagine fucking her. Her breasts heaving, her eyes rolling, pleasure coursing through every nerve inside of her body. She was moaning loudly now.

“Oh yes daddy, fuck me! Fuck me!” she groaned.

“I’m gonna cum,” Nathan declared.

He began fucking her faster and faster until he finally slammed his cock deep inside of her, letting out a deep, guttural groan as he began cumming inside of her. I saw his butt flex, and his balls contract as he began to shoot jet after jet of thick cum into my girlfriend’s little pussy. So much that it began to leak out of her and onto the couch. Watching it was just too much, and I came in my hand. Just like I had done all those years ago, watching my bully steal away a woman that I loved. History is doomed to repeat itself, huh?
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V
Nathan stayed over that night, and fucked my wife all night while I watched and stroked my cock and came over and over again. It was the most erotic night of my life, and the most exhilarating. When he left the next morning Ashley spread her legs for me and let me fuck her. I’d never felt so close to her. When we kissed right then it was as if we were one.
From that point onwards I had no indecision within me. I’d found an answer. Nathan became a regular at our house, and most nights I would watch him fuck my wife like she deserved to get fucked. Many nights he’d just stay over, and they’d spend the night together in the bedroom, letting me watch. Ashley and I became closer than I could’ve ever imagined. I think this just might have been what I had needed all along.
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Arrogant Alpha Bully Steals My Innocent Blonde Girlfriend
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Arthur

It was fucking disheartening to witness. The way the whole office liked him already. He’d just been here one month. I had worked here a whole year and I doubted that people beyond the immediate vicinity of my cubicle, or the people I had collaborated with directly on a project, had even heard my name. I raised myself off the chair and peered at Luke. He was standing near the water cooler talking to one of the teenage interns, just eighteen years old. She was looking up at him all doe eyed, no doubt flattered by the fact that a higher up in the company was talking to her. Not to mention one as handsome as him.

He’d had that effect on girls and grown women both, for as long as I had known him. Even back at school.

Luke was a cocky, arrogant, extremely good looking guy. I hated his guts, but I wasn’t blind. The high cheek bones, the dark messy hair, the steely gray eyes, the chiseled jaw, and the skin like flawless porcelain, it all combined to make someone who was irresistible to women, and someone who was going to be envied by men throughout his life. He didn’t waste it either. He was a tall guy already, about six foot four, the top athlete in our year, and he joined a gym pretty early, and so he became the most well built guy in our class as well. Broad chest, muscular arms, sculpted abs, the whole deal. And he knew it.

The girls in our year all fawned over him. So did the girls below our year, and the ones above. I could’ve lived with that. It was the reaction he elicited from the female teachers that annoyed me. Weren’t they supposed to be professional? And not clearly attracted to a student? The way they would absentmindedly twirl their hair when he’d talk to them, or bite their lips when they would be at the school basketball matches and practice, it was insane the effect he seemed to have. But none of that was why I couldn’t believe how shit my luck was, when I saw him walk into the office that day with our boss who was laughing his heart out at some joke Luke had made. I couldn’t believe how shit my luck was, because I had just seen my school bully walk into my office as my superior.

Luke had really made the last three years of my school life tough on me. My dislike and envy of Luke had only intensified as all of us had transitioned into the second half of our teenage lives. At 16 Luke had started to already drive to school in his father’s fancy Porsche. He’d throw parties at his house when his parents weren’t there, and my nerdy group was never invited. I guess he had picked up on my disdain for the life he lived. He was rich, good looking, and cocky, and he still had it all plus the affections of every woman who saw him. Life was unfair. I on the other hand was average in every other way, except maybe I was academically better than him. I used to feel good about that. Until it became clear to me later in life that that really didn’t mean shit in reality.

His psychological warfare on me was demonstrated best in one particular instance from back then. You see, Luke prided himself on the fact that he was easily the most popular guy in school who could have had any girl, and probably the women teachers as well if he tried. And he made it a point to hammer into me that I could never get a girl. So when I got close to this girl in our class, Lana, he didn’t like that all too much. Lana wasn’t one of the cheerleaders, or one of the popular girls. She was a nerdy girl, cute in her own way, her blonde hair always tied in a ponytail. She could’ve looked beautiful if she had tried. But she didn’t try, and that’s what really mattered at our school. To be honest, I’d become quite close to her. I had told her a lot about my life, and she had told me a lot about hers. I’d even told her about how Luke would bully me, taunt me, especially about the size of my cock. And she’d supported me and said she couldn’t believe how big of a jerk he actually was under all the pretense. My growing relationship with her was helping me a lot.

What I didn’t realize was that Luke had begun talking to her as well, and she hadn’t told me that. I guess she must’ve forgotten about how cruel he was to me, or she must’ve been overjoyed at having the most popular guy in the school talking to her, you know how teenage girls can be. They got much closer in much less of a time than it had taken me. And when Luke texted me a picture of Lana on her knees in front of him intently sucking on his massive, veiny cock with her eyes shut, it was a bit of a shock. He “dated” her for a grand total of two weeks. Just enough time to send me a message. That’s the sort of guy Luke was. The worst part about it was that Lana had started talking to me again once he was done with her, as if nothing had happened.

And you know what I had done? I’d just continued, carried on as if she hadn’t betrayed me so cruelly. I needed her. At the start of our friendship I had harbored the hope that maybe someday it would grow into something more, but I guess that train had left the station. It never did turn into anything more, and I masturbated to that one picture of her and him every night for a long, long time.

I avoided him the best I could the first few days of him being there, dreading that he’d see my name attached to a project and call me over into his office and see me. See that the guy who he bullied for three years, the guy who thought he was smarter than him at the least, was working under him. It hadn’t happened though. Not like that. He’d just been walking past my cubicle, and I had been leaning in close to the monitor as I typed, trying to make myself as small and unassuming and invisible as I could have. Maybe I had tried too hard and become more noticeable, because he walked past, stopped, and then retraced his steps and peered into my cubicle.

“I can’t. Fucking. Believe it,” he said, smiling warmly. “Arthur fucking Lester.”

I sighed and looked up at him. He looked as if not a single day had passed. Except instead of a hoodie or a t shirt he was wearing a crisp, expensive suit.

“Hey,” I weakly said.

“How long has it been, what, six years?” he said, smiling widely, his gray snake-like eyes focused right on mine.

I wanted to look away.

“Yeah,” I said.

I could see how smug he was feeling. And I hated every bit of it.

“Didn’t see you at our school reunion, why’s that?” he asked.

Because of you, I said. On the inside.

“I...was sick,” I said.

“Still got a small dick?” he said, smirking, loud enough so that Pansy in the cubicle next to mine could hear. “You know, they have pills and shit for that now. I could lend you money if you need a surgery or something as well. You’ll never land a girl otherwise.”

I was dumbfounded. We had been in each other’s lives for what, three minutes? And he was back to this routine as if we were in high school still?

“I-...I already have someone, just so you know. And she’s hot as hell. So if I were you I’d worry about yourself more,” I replied, my teeth clenched in anger.

He raised an eyebrow, his smile unfazed.

“Well well well, what loving soul is this? I’d love to meet her. Did you reconnect with Lana once again? Anyway I’m glad for you, man. I’ll catch up with you later, alright?” he had said before walking away, leaving me at my cubicle, fuming quietly.

When I peered out of my cubicle to look at him once more, he had stopped talking to the intern, and was walking right towards me, while greeting people on the way. I immediately dipped back down and resumed working. Maybe if I looked busy enough he would choose to just ignore me.

“Ssup, Artie?” he said, looming beside me. “Gotta a moment bro?”

I rolled my eyes at my screen.

“What is it,” I said monotonously.

He leaned in close, resting his arms on the edge of the cubicle wall.

“Two weeks later we’re going to be hosting an office party, alright? Everyone’s going to get the invites in an hour. I want you to be there, and your so-called lady too. I wanna see for myself. I still don’t believe you.”

“I’m not really huge on office parties-” I started.

“It’s about team morale, you know?” he spoke over me. “You don’t want to mess up the team morale, do you? One weak link in the chain, and all that.”

I looked up at him defiantly, trying to look much more confident than I was feeling at the time.

“And if I don’t come anyway?” I said.

The smirk reappeared.

“You really don’t want to be saying things like that to the guy who controls your bonuses,” he said.

There it was. He was forcing my hand. He winked at me cheerfully.

“See you there.”

He walked away and I was left staring at the blinking cursor on my monitor. Maybe it hadn’t been such a good idea to brag about my girlfriend Tara to him.
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Tara

Artie knocked on the door just as I came downstairs after changing. He usually came home a bit after I did, because my workplace was closer. I swung open the door to find him looking morose.

“Hey babe!” I said cheerfully, hoping some of my energy was going to rub off on him.

He flashed me a weak smile as he walked in, after kissing me on the cheek.

“Is everything alright? Did Luke give you more trouble at work?” I asked.

Artie sighed.

“Yeah, kind of,” he said, rubbing his temples. “There’s a work party in a couple of weeks, in the pub two floors above our office. He wants us both to come.”

“That sounds pretty nice, what’s wrong?” I asked curiously.

“Well, he threatened my bonus if I didn’t come. And that sort of threat makes me scared about what he plans to do. Maybe he’ll try to hit on you or something.”

I chuckled.

“I think I’ll be okay babe, don’t worry. Maybe he just needs someone to put him in his place, I’ll happily do the job. It’s time someone did,” I said, sitting beside him on the couch and rubbing his back.

“We’ll go, and it’s going to be completely fine. No worries babe, alright?” I said to him, kissing his cheek. “Go change,babe. I’ll get started with dinner, alright?”

In many ways I felt like I was almost a mother to Artie, in addition to being his lover. I didn’t mean that in a weird kinky way. He was the nicest guy, very different than my exes, who had all been your typical “alpha jock” assholes. I had dated that sort three times through school and college, and I had been betrayed three times. I met Luke on Tinder. I looked at his profile and he seemed to be a nice, unassuming guy, nothing special about him. And I thought ‘how about I choose normal for once,’ and you know what, it had worked out pretty well.

He was loyal, and he was witty and funny, and he was caring. But he wasn’t the strongest, or the manliest of men. And I’d never say this out loud but he was just below average in the...size department. I guess after dating three tall, strong guys I had just assumed that theirs were what all guys’ dicks were like, but I was clearly wrong. And because Artie wasn’t the most physically fit, he couldn’t make love for very long either. Well, every relationship had its compromises and I had mine. It was okay.

He had told me about Luke, the humiliation and taunts and putting down. I hated guys like that. Artie had only mentioned Luke for the first time after Luke had joined his office a month ago. His story had really brought out the protective side in me, making me want to defend him against this cruel bully. I wondered how I could act with this Luke at the party, so that I could give him a piece of my mind while making sure that he didn’t feel the need to exact his revenge using Artie’s salary.

I had more or less forgotten about the party until the day before it. We were watching a movie together after dinner when he had brought it up.

“The party tomorrow is at eight, I told you that right?” he said to me in the middle of a quiet stretch as we both intently watched the movie.

“Nope,” I said, my head resting on his shoulder. “What time will we come home?” I asked.

It was a Saturday the day after the party so going to work in the morning wasn’t going to be a problem.

“Uh, whenever, I guess? I’ll try to spend at least an hour there, you know?”

“Uh-huh,” I replied.

I came home from work the next day and picked out the clothes Artie and I were going to wear. After numerous occasions it was clear to me that if I let Artie pick out his own clothes he would dress in a way that would make him more or less completely invisible in a crowd. I picked out a nice suit and cardigan for him in shades of gray and black that I’d bought a month ago, perfectly fitted for him. I decided that I was going to be wearing a red cocktail dress that was going to match well with the shade of my blonde hair and bring out the blue in my eyes. Artie came home when I was in the bathroom prepping my hair, and helped me out.

At seven thirty we were already on the road. I couldn’t help but feel excited, it was the first work do his office had held, and I was going to meet all his work friends. I hoped I’d leave a good impression. Five minutes before eight we pulled into the basement parking, and he parked where he told me he usually parked every day. We took the elevator up. Artie’s office was on the eighteenth floor and the pub was on the twentieth.

“Nervous?” I asked Artie, who had been staring uncomfortably at the floor.

“Huh? Well...kind of. I’ve never been too comfortable at parties. At least I’ll get to show you off. You can be my trophy girlfriend,” he said, smiling weakly.

“I’d be honored,” I replied. “You’re worried about Luke?”

“A little bit. I hope he doesn’t make a scene, or hit on you,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“I’ll make a bigger scene if he does, don’t worry,” I replied.

The doors slid open, an empty corridor outside.

“This way,” Artie said, leading me to one side.

We walked down the corridor, took a couple turns and found ourselves in front of the wood and glass entrance of the pub. Artie opened the door for me and I walked in. Everything started off smoothly. Artie was beckoned by some of his work friends and he introduced them to me. They were all just your average, run of the mill men. A few had wives, about half were single. All of them gave me a quick once over with their eyes, clearly trying to be very stealthy about it. Men never realize that it just doesn’t work. As a woman you always notice the look, no matter how fast they think it is.

The pub had tall glass windows with a great view of the city in the night below, alive with light. For music they’d hired an asian guitar player who sat on a circular dias and played. Warm lights hung from the ceiling, adding even more to the moody atmosphere. I was telling Artie how great the view was when someone placed a hand on his shoulder.

“Holy fucking shit, Artie, you weren’t kidding!” said the man who I immediately assumed was Luke.

What Artie had never mentioned to me was just how good looking this guy was. He was a good six four or six five, a crisp, handsome suit stretching taut across his broad chest. He was a big, muscular guy, with pale skin, messy dark hair and piercing gray eyes, that were now surveying my body from top to bottom and back up, clinging to its curves. I felt naked, feeling his roving eyes span my figure. All the while Artie stood right beside him.

Luke whistled.

“Whew, how did he ever land a beauty like you?” he said to me. “I was sure he was lying. He didn’t pay you or anything like that, right?” he said, laughing heartily.

“I-...uh...no,” I meekly said.

What the fuck was that? Where had my voice gone? I’d thought about what I would say to him beforehand, but I felt like I was lost for words, like a schoolkid going up on stage in front of an audience for the first time. Artie was staring daggers into him.

“Oh I’m just kidding bro, come on,” Luke said, slapping Artie’s back. “Good on you, Arthur. Gotta say I’m proud of you. Even with a small dick you made it.”

He had -not- just said that. I felt my face flush with anger.

“Just so you know, he’s better than you in every single way. He’s a good man and you’re just a vain, stupid, cruel bully!” I said, gritting my teeth.

Luke looked right at me and smirked.

“Is that so?” he said smoothly, completely unfazed. “You don’t even know me. Try me out, honey, I think you’ll change your mind.”

“You wish,” I hissed at him.

“Oh I absolutely do,” he came back.

Just then a couple of Arthur’s friends beckoned us over and we walked away. I was completely shaken up by the brazenness of this guy. I now understood why Artie hated him so much. The rest of the party went by smoothly again, and we avoided Luke like death, and he didn’t attempt to start anything agan, much to the shared relief of Artie and I.

We had been there for close to two hours, and I had drunk a fair amount and was feeling the effects of the alcohol pretty clearly. Artie had to drive us home so I’d made sure that he only drank a little bit. I had started feeling tired though, and my legs hurt, and I now found myself wanting to go home and sleep, but Artie seemed to be having a lot of fun. As he laughed with his friends at our table full of food, I leaned over to him and whispered:

“Babe, I’m feeling tired, I’ll see you down in the car okay?”

“Are you sure? Just give me ten minutes we can leave together,” he said.

“It’s alright honey, just come when you’re done okay, I just want some quiet for now, don’t feel too well,” I replied.

“Okay, okay. I’ll see you down there. Love ya.”

I got up and kissed him on the cheek, and bid the table farewell, Artie explained that I wasn’t feeling too well, and then gave me the directions to the nearest elevator.

Artie’s office mates were all pretty nice people for the most part. I had liked meeting them and it had been a nice, enjoyable evening except for that one part with Luke. I felt annoyed just thinking about it as I walked down an empty corridor to the elevator. I pressed the button and waited. In a minute, the doors slid open and I walked in, and I heard the sound of someone running through the corridor towards the lift, and as the doors of the elevator slid closed a hand stopped them, and Luke stepped into the elevator with me.

I rolled my eyes.

“What floor?” he asked me, smirking again, ogling my breasts and my legs brazenly as if I belonged to him.

“Third basement,” I replied quietly, and he pressed the button.

The doors slid closed again and the elevator descended. Luke stood leaning against the side of the elevator, looking at me, his thin, pink lips slightly curled at the edges, the hints of an arrogant smile on them.

“You know, you don’t need to lie. Your Artie and I were at school together, I know just how big his little cock is, and I know for a fact that he could never dream of giving a woman like you the fucking that you deserve,” he said.

“And what, you suppose that you could?” I said.

The alcohol had really loosened up my tongue now. Luke reached out and pressed the emergency stop button on the elevator, and it halted with a bit of a jerk.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I said, sternly.

“Just showing you you’re wrong,” he said, as he unzipped.

I looked down as he brought out the biggest cock that I had ever seen in my entire life. My mouth hung open as my eyes widened, I didn’t even think about my reaction. It was easily bigger than all of my exes and it was still only semi-erect.

“What do you think?” he asked.

I was lost for words. I was just staring, shocked into silence. He walked closer to me. I gulped. I had no idea what to do. He reached out and took my hand and brought it to the shaft of his now almost completely erect manhood. I felt his warmth, the smoothness of the skin, the sheer girth and power of it, reminding me of my exes and how powerfully they made love. My pussy twitched.

“I know girls like you, Tara. You don’t start off with guys like Artie, you settle with them. You probably started off with jocks and got your little heart broken, so now you want to see what life with a nice guy was like right? Bet you haven’t been fucked right ever since you’ve been with little Artie,” he said. “Hold it.”

My fingers grasped the thick shaft while my heart raced. I didn’t know if it was the alcohol, but I felt like I was in a trance. It felt massive in my hand. Warm, and pulsating.

“I think that’s enough. Can’t make you betray poor Artie,” he said, pulling his cock away from my hand and stuffing it in his pants once more, zipping up, and pressing the button once more, making the elevator move down.

What...what had just happened?

The doors slid open.

“That’s you I think,” Luke said to me.

I quickly walked past him out into the basement.

I sat in the car, shell shocked. What had just happened? Why hadn’t I reacted? It had been as if I wasn’t even in control of my body. My heart was still racing, and I felt an urgent warmth between my thighs. A few minutes later the door opened and Artie got in.

“Are you feeling better now?” he asked cheerfully, starting up the car.

I didn’t even process the question.

“Babe? You alright?” he asked.

“What?” I said, coming back to my senses. “Uh, yeah I feel better. I’m good.”

I forced a smile. I was furiously debating internally if I should tell him what had just transpired. But he looked happy. He’d had fun. All of it would be vaporized if I confessed to him.

“Let’s go home,” I said to him, giving him a warm smile.

As he drove there I quietly reached out with one hand and began to stroke and caress his cock from over his trousers. When we got home we were immediately on each other, his hands pawing at my breasts and caressing my body over my dress.

“God you looked so sexy tonight,” he whispered into my ears as he undressed me with his hands and I unzipped him.

As I held his cock in my hand and began to stroke it I couldn’t help but be reminded of the cock that had been in my grasp less than an hour ago, and how much bigger it felt, and how much more powerful. I felt guilty thinking of something like that while kissing and caressing my boyfriend, but you can’t just tell yourself not to think a particular thought.

When I got on my knees and took his cock into my mouth and began licking and sucking on it, I was reminded of my exes and how they had felt. They’d all been so big and they’d filled my mouth and I felt small whenever I used to get on my knees for any of them.

“What’s wrong?” Arthur asked.

My thoughts must’ve translated into a lack of enthusiasm.

“Don’t worry babe, I’m just tired,” I lied, licking him more, taking him deep into my mouth without much effort.

When he got on top of me in bed five minutes later and began making love to me, I was reminded of the ferocity which my big, hung exes had had. We kissed, and I clung on to Artie, but there was a spark that I just couldn’t feel. As he continued I started to feel some pleasure, but that’s when he came. He went into the bathroom, leaving me lying there unsatisfied, and when he came back he fell asleep, exhausted. I sighed.

I reached out and switched off the lamp by the bedside. I lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling, squares of orange light on it, coming through the windows from the street lamps outside. I remembered the way I’d been fucked in all my previous relationships, and I slid my hand down between my legs, and slowly began to rub my wet clit.

I remembered Jason, the black footballer player from our school who I’d dated in my senior year, and how he’d sneak me into the boys’ locker room when it was empty, and fuck my brains out like a machine, making my pussy stretch with his big black cock as I bent over on the benches, being fucked senseless. I remembered Alex from my first year of college, who I’d met at a party and who had tag teamed me with another guy from his frat. They’d switched positions for a whole hour as they fucked me, all three of us drunk and high, and I had moaned like we were the only ones in the entire house. I’d dated Alex for seven months after that, and he had often shared me with a friend or two from his frat. It had been an amazing time, until he cheated. I guess that wasn’t too surprising in hindsight. But at the time it was, to me.

I shut my eyes and let memories fill my mind as my finger worked my clit, slick with the juices from my arousal. I teased my pussy, remembering Trevor, the guy I’d met in the third year of college at a nightclub. He was strong, powerful, and he loved lifting me up and fucking me upright as I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist, clinging on for dear life. His cock would reach so deep inside of me, each time I’d slam down, moaning like a mad woman. I dated him for an year and a half.

I was getting close to orgasming, remembering all the intensely hot, satisfying love making I had experienced in the hands of my big, strong, hung exes. My fingers frantically worked to please me, bringing me closer and closer to orgasm. As I pushed myself right up to the edge, trying not to make any noise to wake Artie up, my heart racing and my breaths quick and heavy, another image intruded into my mind. I pictured myself in the elevator, my boyfriend’s bully’s enormous, veiny cock embedded deep inside of me, my legs wrapped around him, my back to the wall, as he gave me a hard, deep fucking.

I bit my lip trying not to moan out loud as I went off the edge, my orgasm hitting me hard, carrying me up into the clouds. Slowly I regained my senses, and caught my breath once again. I fell asleep in a minute, forgetting the treacherous fantasy that had brought me to my release.
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Arthur

The office party had gone pretty well, all things considered. I’d always expected that Luke would try to pull something like what he did. It was embarrassing to see him blatantly ogle my girlfriend as I stood there, but confronting him would’ve meant making a scene and putting my bonus at risk at the same time. He’d tried to flirt with Tara but Tara had given him a resounding verbal lashing, and it had made me so happy. He hadn’t bothered us for the rest of the night. We were having a good time and I would’ve stayed a lot longer but Tara started to feel off, and so we went home. I made love to her, and fell asleep contented.

Next week I was back at work, and everything carried on as normal. Luke still harassed me, but I felt satisfaction knowing that had tried his hand at Tara and that he had been utterly rejected. As the week progressed though, I noticed that something was off about Tara. She often seemed distracted when we were at home together. She used to initiate sex a lot but lately she’d been...distant. Less passionate. And a few times I saw her eyeing her phone when I’d be nearing it, as if she was scared that I’d look through it. I chalked it up to my imagination and insecurity. Of course she didn’t feel that way. She was probably just tired after work or something.

It was in the middle of the week when Luke called me into his office after lunch.

“I’m sending you to Paris,” he said, leaning back in his comfortable chair, his gray eyes focused on mine.

It was a rainy, dark overcast day. The city looked pretty on the other side of the tall glass window behind Luke’s desk.

“Uh-why? When?” I asked, puzzled.

I’d have loved to go to Paris.

“Can I take someone with me?” I asked, wondering if I could take Tara as a plus one.

“Don’t be ridiculous, Artie, it’s for work, not a holiday. You’re going to be attending a security conference, and the firm needs a representative from this office. I’ve chosen you,” he said.

“Uh- thanks, I guess?” I said.

“No problem. Look, personal rivalry and history aside, I know that you’re a good worker. I’m not going to punish a good employee or deny them a good opportunity because of a personal conflict, I’m better than that. You can go back to your desk now,” he said.

‘As shit a guy he was, maybe he wasn’t that bad after all,’ I thought as I walked back to my desk.

I couldn’t wait to get home and tell Tara!
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Tara

Something didn’t quite sit well with me about the whole thing.

“I wish I could take you babe,” Artie said mournfully as we both ate dinner.

“It’s alright, we can go together some other place to vacation, no work involved,” I replied.

Why would Luke offer to send him to Paris like this? From the goodness of his heart that he’d been hiding? I didn’t buy it. Especially considering that he’d been sending me pictures of his cock and his muscular, naked body since the night of the office party. I was asleep when he’d sent the first one, a close up picture of the monstrous cock he possessed, completely erect. I wouldn’t have known who had sent it to me if not for the fact that I had just seen it with my own eyes so recently. He’d captioned it “for you, anytime.” I hadn’t replied. I hadn’t deleted them either. My phone unlocked with my fingerprint so Artie couldn’t have accidentally stumbled upon the pictures, but I still felt paranoid about them. I felt like I was betraying him somehow, keeping this from him. Luke had followed that first one up with a lot. Naked selfies in the mirror, a picture of his cock from his desk at work.

The reactions those pictures had on my body made me feel ashamed. I knew I should’ve deleted them straight away, but the sculpted muscles on his chest and arms, his pretty face with those high cheekbones, and his gray, captivating eyes...I felt a shiver whenever I looked at them. They were starting to make me wet. I began to masturbate more often, thinking of the loving my exes would give me, and images of my boyfriend’s bully making rough love to me would always manage to creep in, and they’d get me off so fast. I’d feel guilty, but tell myself that they were just simple fantasies, they were harmless.

Artie’s flight was on Friday and Luke let him off early from work so that he could prepare for his flight which at 9. Artie was pretty cheerful and excited, and I felt happy for him. He’d asked me to pack a nice suit for him for the conference, which I did, along with some casual stuff to go sightseeing in. We kissed each other goodbyes and exchanged I love yous at seven and he left. We’d dinner together so I went to the living room, put a Netflix movie up on the TV and plopped down on the couch to relax. A few minutes later my phone beside me buzzed with the sound of a text.

I picked it up and looked at the screen. A text with an image, from an unsaved number. I knew who it was from, though. It was the same number which had started texting me after the office party. My heart started beating faster. I debated if I should open it. And like all those other times, my curiosity got the better of me, and I did.

‘Want me to come over tomorrow? I’ll fuck you like you deserve to be fucked’ read the text.

Along with a video of him in bed stroking the massive cock. I watched, my heart beginning to thump in my chest as it did, feeling guilt and arousal. I could feel the wetness between my legs. The urge to pleasure myself became strong once again, and now that Artie was gone I had the freedom not to hide it anymore. I pulled my dress back on the couch and spread my legs, pulled my panties aside and began rubbing my clit, watching the video of his massive cock. It looked beautiful, I had to admit. His powerful body and that perfect cock had really taken over my mind.

I lay on the couch pleasuring myself, occasionally pushing a finger or two up my sex and fingering myself, slowly edging me towards orgasm as I remembered what had happened in the elevator, and how brazenly Luke had undressed me with his eyes. I wanted to feel his muscular, big, strong body on top of mine, and that girthy monster of a cock inside of me. I scrolled through the images he had sent me as I pleasured myself and began to moan loudly, letting my inhibitions drop, comforted in the fact that I had the whole house to myself for a couple of days. I imagined my boyfriend’s bully lifting me up off the ground, my arms around his neck and my legs wrapping around his hips. I imagined reaching down and grasping that mammoth cock in my hand and directing it to my opening. I imagined it stretching me open and pushing inside of me, going deeper, and deeper, beyond anywhere Artie could’ve gone, and beyond where my exes had touched me, bottoming out in my pussy.

I wailed loudly with pleasure as I orgasmed, my heart thumping in my chest, my body twitching and trembling while my pussy gushed onto the couch, making a mess.

I sat there catching my breath again, my dress bunched up around my waist, my legs stretched wide. The guilt was much less potent than it had been the first few times. I’d cum to fantasies of Luke again. This was getting out of hand.

I woke up late the next morning, and the dull Saturday went by slowly. I cooked, cleaned, watched some TV. I was just reading a book in the living room, sitting on couch lazily when I heard a car pull up on our driveway, hearing the sound of gravel crunching underneath the tyres. I stood up and walked to the curtains to see who it was. It was an expensive looking black BMW with dark tinted windows. The door opened and Luke stepped out with a file in his hands. What the hell was he doing here? I stepped back and suddenly became aware of the wrinkles in my sundress, and the fact that my hair wasn’t really at its best. I felt self-conscious as I straightened out my dress and looked at my reflection on the television. The doorbell rang and I walked to the door and opened it.

Luke stood there, towering above me, his sharp gray eyes scanning my body once more, top to bottom and back up, lingering where they’d make me feel the most vulnerable. I felt my nipples get hard under his gaze. Thank God I was wearing a bra.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, trying to give off a distant, stern vibe that didn’t betray the thoughts that had crossed my mind this past week.

“Aren’t good girls supposed to give you a polite greeting first, and then ask you in?” he asked, cocking his head slightly to one side.

“Guess I’m not a good girl,” I replied, my voice dripping with biting sarcasm.

“Oh I bet you aren’t,” he said, smiling mischievously.

He invited himself in anyway, pushing open the door and walking past, making me follow him, exasperated. He walked to the couch and took a seat.

“Great house you’ve got here,” he said. “Love what you’ve done with the place.”

“Why are you here?” I asked again.

“Had a couple of reports to drop off for him,” he said, pointing to the files in his hands.

I stood in front of him,and extended my hand to take them.

“How have you been liking the pictures, and the video?”he asked.

“I delete your texts the moment I receive them,” I replied, feeling a blush creep up my face.

“Uh huh. I don’t think so. How many times have you gotten off to them?” he asked.

It was as if he could read my mind. Luke reached out and touched my bare thigh with his fingers, stroking it. My dress only reached down to the middle of my thighs, and his touch electrified my skin.

“Th-the only reason I haven’t blocked you is because you’re my boyfriend’s boss,” I said, my mouth going dry while I tried to keep up the pretense.

Luke stood up, almost no distance between us. I looked at him, fighting hard to keep up appearances. He reached down and took my hand once more and brought it to his bulge, pressing my palm against his cock, seperated from my skin by his trousers.

“Don’t tell me you don’t want this,” he said. “I know you do. I know you’ve been dreaming of this inside of you.”

“I-...I-...” I stammered.

The words just wouldn’t come, as I felt the heat rising throughout my body, feeling that cock I’d been fantasizing about against my palm. All those fantasies coursed through my head. Luke leaned down, and planted his lips on mine. I barely had time to process what was happening, all I knew that his lips on mine had sent a hurricane of electric sensations coursing through my body. I felt his arms wrap around my waist and pull me closer, against him, against that huge bulge and his hard, muscular chest that made me feel so small.

I felt his tongue on my lips, and I granted him access without thinking, and we began to kiss.

I was functioning on autopilot, under some deep evolutionary instinct embedded within me as a woman. He was the perfect physical specimen, and nature demanded of me that I give myself to him. All resistance I had was futile in the end. His tongue met mine and we kissed with a passionate ferocity, like teenagers going crazy with hormones. His hands began moving all over my body, groping me, exploring. My heart raced, and I could feel the tingles of arousal all over my skin, and my pussy was soaking wet.

“You’re beautiful,” Luke whispered into my ears as he squeezed my butt.

He then slid my dress up over my butt, and began to touch and squeeze my bare butt, while our tongues fought with each other. I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck.

This was it. I was his.

He held my butt and lifted me up, and I wrapped my legs around his hips, just like in my fantasies, and I felt my pussy rub up against his warm bulge.

“Give it to me,” I said, thrusting slightly against that bulge, deeply hungry for his enormous cock and almost mad with lust. “Please.”

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard you’ll forget Artie’s name,” he whispered into my ear, sending shivers up and down my spine. “Now, weren’t you wrong about him being better than me?”

He kissed me again, and I kissed him back hungrily.

“Answer me,” he commanded.

I quietly nodded.

“Say it,” he insisted.

“I-...I was wrong,” I said, mad with lust, a raging fire between my thighs that I needed quenched.

“Good girl,” he said, and he kissed me hard once more, and he slapped my ass hard, making it sting pleasurably.

He lowered me and then dropped me onto the couch, and stood in front of me. He unbuckled, and unzipped, and dragged his trousers down, letting them fall around his ankles, and out bounced his mammoth cock, brushing against my nose, and it bobbed majestically right in front of my face.

“Do you want to taste a real cock?” he said smoothly.

I nodded.

“I do, I do,” I moaned.

When I grabbed his cock this time it was fully willingly and of my own volition. I grasped the thick, large shaft with one hand, my fingers unable to go all the way round, and then I put my other hand on it, and began to stroke his enormous manhood with both of my hands.

“Kiss it,” he said, and I willingly obeyed, and planted a little kiss on the bulbous pink-purple head of his cock.

The smell of him, the manly musk, was intoxicating. It was bringing out an intense subservience from deep within me, and I just couldn’t resist. He took his cock and began tapping my face with it, slapping my lips with the hefty meat, my nose, my forehead, and my cheeks. He wanted to own me, and I wanted to be owned now.

“Open your mouth,” Luke whispered and I was way past the point where I would’ve resisted.

I looked into his hypnotic eyes as I opened my little mouth, my soft, pink lips parted in anticipation for him, and stuck my tongue out. He laid the head of his cock on my soft, waiting tongue. This was the feeling I had missed so much. This was what I’d learned sucking a real man’s cock should feel like. I

“Suck it,” Luke firmly said.

I closed my mouth around the head, sealing my lips around his thick rod, and began licking it inside my mouth with my tongue, and bobbing my head on it and sucking.

“Mmm, something tells me you’ve had experience with big cocks before,” Luke said.

I looked up at him with my blue eyes and nodded with his cock in my mouth, smiling.

“Deeper,” he said, and I obeyed.

I tried inching more and more of his shaft into my mouth and down my throat. I hadn’t been the best at deep throating with my big, hung exes, but I wasn’t too shabby. I opened my mouth wide and held his butt with my hands and took more of his thick shaft in, but still I could only get about half of him inside of my mouth and my throat.

“Good girl,” Luke said, stroking my hair.

I felt joy at his praise. I stroked and squeezed his butt. I pulled away, and took his cock out of my mouth, a string of drool stretching from my lips to the head of his cock. I dragged my tongue against his cock from the head, down the many inches of his hefty, girthy shaft, down to his balls, which I began to suck one after another.They were big, so much bigger than Artie’s. I guess that was the secret to it all.

“God you look pretty like this,” he said to me, our eyes looking into each other’s as I sucked on his manly balls.

Here was the spark that I’d missed this whole week, that I’d realized had been missing. With Luke it was more of a lit furnace. I kissed his cock lovingly from his balls to his head.

“That’s enough for now,” he said to me, and leaned down to kiss me hungrily once more as my hands explored his body, caressing his butt, and his balls and his muscular thighs.

He undressed quickly, throwing his clothes onto the sofa on the side. I held my arms up and he pulled my dress up and over, leaving me in my bra and panties sitting on the couch. I took them off, and we both saw each other fully naked, with plain hunger in our eyes for each other’s body. I needed this. Luke kneeled in front of me, spreading my legs.

He began to kiss my legs; my thighs, my calves, moving down to my feet. I was being worshipped by a perfect man. What more could a woman need in her life?

My phone rang. It was Artie.

“Pick it up,” Luke said, while kissing my feet.

I did as he asked.

“Hey b-babe,” I said, struggling to talk normally in between my heavy breaths and my racing heart.

“Hey darling, day one of the conference is over, just wanted to check up on you! How are you? I’m out right now staring at the Eiffel Tower, it’s all lit up. I wish you were here” he said cheerfully.

Luke was kissing my inner thighs now, making me tremble with anticipation as I waited to feel his lips and his tongue on my sex.

“Th-that’s so...oh, so great, honey,” I said. “I’m glad you’re having f-fun...oh”

Luke kissed my clit. The sensation of his lips on it almost made me explode with pleasure and ecstasy.

“Are you alright?” Artie asked me.

“Um, yeah babe! I was just exercising a bit,” I replied, trying to think quickly.

“I love you so much, I’ll leave you to it,” he said.

“I l-love you too, oh...honey,” I said, biting my lips to stop myself from moaning as Luke began to lick my pussy, lapping up my abundant juices from my intense arousal.

I hung up, and squeezed Luke’s head with my thighs and moaned loudly and held on to his head with both hands. I let go, expressing my pleasure loudly, my voice echoing through the empty house. Artie was good with his tongue, but he’d never do it for too long, and he would complain if I took too long to cum, so often I just faked it for him. Luke was making love to my pussy with his tongue, tasting every nook and cranny of my sex, pulling on my pussy lips with his lips. It felt incredible, I’d never been eaten out like this ever before, or felt such sensations. I knew I was addicted immediately. This couldn’t be a one-time thing. I was going to need more. I thrust my crotch against his face, desperately trying to reach my orgasm which was thundering towards me with every lap of his tongue.

He pushed two of his fingers slowly inside of me, spreading my opening, going deep. He began thrusting them in and out quickly, making droplets of my juices fly off his fingers onto the sheets, sending electric bolts of pleasure radiating from my hungry pussy. My continuous wails of pleasure accompanied the wet, squishing sound of his fingers pleasuring me. I wondered if the neighbors could hear. Luke began to lick my clit while hammering my pussy with his fingers, and that was it. That did the job, more than enough, as I played with my sensitive nipples. I hoisted my ass off the bed as my orgasm coursed through every muscle in my body, and I screamed loudly.

“Oh God...Oh GOD….I’m gonna cum!”I wailed.

The neighbors definitely must’ve heard that. For the first time since Trevor, I squirted. I covered Luke’s face, his hands, and the sheets as the most intense orgasm of my entire life rushed over me, like a tsunami. I was thrust into the high heavens, senseless.

Only after a couple of minutes did I come to my senses and remember where I was.

“That was fucking incredible,” I said to Luke, who was wiping his face with a towel and licking my juices of his fingers.

“So are you,” he said, smiling. “You’ve been wasting away on a guy like Artie.”

He climbed in between my legs. I was scared. My pussy was still so sensitive, but I wasn’t going to deny him. I wanted to please. I spread my soft, pale legs wide for him once more, and he kneeled in between them and held his cock, directing it right at my opening. He slowly pushed forward, and the head of his cock pressed against me, slowly stretching my pussy open. And then it popped in, sending a little burst of pleasure through my nerves. He lay down on top of me, and kissed me once more, and I kissed him back fiercely.

His strong, muscular, big body on top of my petite soft form. He was heavy, but I felt safe and comforted under him, and I wrapped my arms and legs around him, clinging on to him tightly. His cock pushed in further, and began inching deeper inside of me. And deeper. And deeper. I had never been filled up like this, I hadn’t imagined what it would like to be to fuck a cock like Luke’s. It went deeper until it hit my cervix.

“Holy shit you’re big,” I whispered.

“You’re perfect,” he replied, and kissed me again.

He pulled out a little, and then slammed back into me, and he began to make love to me, slowly at first. I couldn’t help but moan in time to his thrusts, the bed creaking along as well. We kissed and we kissed, as he began to fuck me harder, until he was making my entire body shake and I was clinging on to him for dear life. He was a relentless machine, nothing like how Arthur was. And he was letting me know what truly being sexually satisfied as a woman felt like.

I never wanted him to stop. I felt his balls against my skin every time he thrust. Every time my moans reached a fevered pitch he could sense that I was close to orgasming, and he’d ease up, keeping me right on the edge.

“Cum in me daddy, fill me up,” I moaned into his ear.

“That comes later,” he said.

He began to fuck me harder, the slapping sounds of our lovemaking echoing through the house along with my shameless, loud moans. He was a finely tuned machine, made for this exact purpose. He began to slam hard inside me, and he grunted as I tensed my pussy muscles to massage his cock, and I knew that he was about to cum. He quickly pulled out of me, and moved up to straddle my chest, and began stroking his cock in front of my face while I stuck my tongue out, eagerly awaiting my prize. I knew he wasn’t going to disappoint me all the way here at the end.

Luke tensed up, scrunching his handsome face as a squirt of thick milky cum erupted from the head of his cock and plastered my face with such force that I couldn’t help but flinch, my tongue still outstretched. It fell across my tongue and my cheek. Another, and then another. He came more than Artie or any of my exes could’ve dreamed of, leaving my face splattered with cum. It covered my lips, my cheeks, my forehead and my nose.

“I’ve never seen someone cum that much in my entire life,” I said.

His cock hovered in front of me, and I began to lick and suck it clean once more, sucking the remnants of his cum out, and swallowing it.

Luke and I fucked like rabbits for the rest of the day, and for most of the next day. Being with Artie for so long had almost made me forget what it felt like to be well and truly fucked, to have a real man satisfy your urges properly. I came more times than I could remember, and on Monday morning, when he offered to take me to his place instead, there was no way I could resist.

I had experienced a nice guy enough.
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Arthur
I was standing in front of the Eiffel Tower, people walking by merrily, thinking that it was a perfect evening. I’d just got off the phone with Tara. She’d seemed a bit weird and out of breath, but she told me that she had been exercising. I guess that made sense. I decided that when I got back to the office I’d go to Luke and tell him that I was truly thankful for this opportunity that he had decided to give me. Maybe it was time for me to be the one to put my ego aside and end everything.
I was on my hotel bed watching the news when I had got that first text from him, an image attached with it. That goddamn text that had shattered my world into a million pieces within ten seconds.
‘Doesn’t she look pretty?’ it said.
The picture below it was of my girlfriend looking up into the camera, Luke’s enormous cock between her soft, pink lips.
Over that night and the next day, he sent me several more pictures and videos The way Tara was moaning and wailing with pleasure...I would never have imagined she could be like that. God, she looked so sexy. I did the only thing I could, watching my girlfriend get the fucking of her life while I was five and a half thousand miles away: I took my pathetic, erect cock out and I masturbated.
When I got home on Monday afternoon, I still hoped that I’d find Tara there, acting like nothing had happened. I would’ve forgiven her if it meant I could keep her. But her stuff was gone. She was gone. She’d found a better man.
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My Wife Daisy Couldn’t Resist Her Best Friend’s Husband’s BBC
[image: Vara Damon]



“How was she?” I asked Daisy, who was rubbing lotion on her legs, preparing for bed..

‘She’ was Jessie, Daisy’s best friend since college. They’d been out in the afternoon, catching up after a fairly long time.

“She’s alright. We talked a lot, it was really fun. We’ve already made plans for next week,” said Daisy.

“Has she settled for a guy yet or is she still hopping from dick to dick?” I asked, still scrolling through my phone idly.

“Yeah, she said she’s been dating this guy since a few months.”

“Anyone we know?” I asked.

“A co-worker of hers, Daniel. Here let me show you a picture she showed me,” said Daisy.

She pulled up Jessie’s instagram profile and handed me her phone. It was a photo of Jessie and Daniel standing together and smiling, his arm around her shoulder, in some club. Jessie looked hot as always. She was a petite woman, light blonde hair and blue eyes and sizeable breasts that she definitely loved to show off. My wife Daisy was definitely more attractive, but even so, you’d have to be blind or stupid or both to not realize how beautiful Jessie was.

What struck me about the image, however, was Daniel. Daniel had to be at least a foot and a half taller than Jessie. He was big, muscular, and black. I felt my cock begin to stir under the sheet. I gulped.

“They...they look good together,” I stammered.

I knew Jessie. She was definitely fucking him. I couldn’t help but imagine the two of them together. Her petite little body under his muscular, heavy build, their tongues dancing together as his thick black cock dove deep inside of her.

You see, I have a confession to make. It started before I even got to college. Back when I was in high school readily available internet porn had already become a thing and I had found what turned me on the most. You can guess it. Innocent looking white girls like Jessie, or my wife Daisy, being railed by big, black, strong men like Daniel. Sometimes in front of their boyfriends and husbands. It was the hottest shit ever. I don’t know what about it in particular stoked me. All of it, really.

In the final year of high school I’d gotten together with a girl named Ashlynn, another pretty, blue eyed blonde. In the third month of our relationship when I discovered that she had been cheating on me with this black football player from a local college, big buff guy, I broke it off with her to save face, but the whole thing turned me on so much. If it wasn’t for the fact that I didn’t want to be outed as a cuckold in my town, I would’ve worked out some arrangement with Ashlynn, I would’ve let her fuck the guy’s brains out as long as she agreed to record it and send it to me. The day we broke up I looked up the guy on her social media and masturbated furiously, imagining her with him. Soon after they got into a relationship and I’d look at pictures of them together and get off to them.

I met Daisy in my third year of college. She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. Dark hair, stunning green eyes, big, round breasts and a butt that drew eyes to itself wherever she walked. But what I loved most about her was her angelic face. She looked like the picture of innocence. When I began talking to her I automatically assumed that I had no shot with her, and that she would just friend zone me. But we talked, and got closer and closer. Until one day she asked me if I wanted to date her, and I said yes before a single thought. Early into our relationship I asked her about her previous relationships and she revealed her list. I don’t know if she noticed how turned on I got as she talked. She’d had sex with a total of 13 people before me compared to my grand total of one. That night I had fucked her with a frenzied passion I had never felt before. On many occasions after that day I had looked up pictures of her with her exes and masturbated to thoughts of them together. Four of the thirteen had been the stuff from my fantasies. Big, black jocks, muscular, who towered above her. I wondered what the biggest cock she had taken in her pink little pussy was, but I dared not ask her. Often I felt guilty when I masturbated to those thoughts of my angelic wife with other men, and I often I tried to get myself to stop, but it was just too hot. And sooner or I’d found myself in the same situation.

“Yeah they do,” Daisy replied to me. “Good looking guy isn’t he?” she asked, looking at me with what seemed to me to be a pointed expression.

“Y-yeah,” I said. “Definitely.”

I handed her phone back to her.

It felt like she knew what I had been thinking. I’ve never had the balls to talk to Daisy about my fantasy outright, but sometimes it feels like she’s figured it out for herself. Once or twice I’ve been careless and left interracial porn or cuckold porn in my internet history and she’s found out, I think. Sometimes she’s made comments about black cocks, like one time we were watching some celebrity news and the channel put up a picture of a celeb with her new NFL player boyfriend.

Daisy casually said, “Wow look at the size difference there. Bet his black cock goes right up into her tummy.”

I of course, immediately got hard, listening to these words coming out her mouth. She’s never said something directly, but I think she knows.

Daisy took the phone and put it on the bedside table, then cuddled up to me, nuzzling my neck. Her hand crept down under the sheets and her fingers wrapped around my semi-hard cock. I wonder what she was thinking, finding me partially erect after looking at a picture of her friend and her friend’s boyfriend.

“She couldn’t stop talking about their sex life,” she said.

I gulped again. That was par for the course, as far as Jessie was concerned. I knew she loved talking bed with Daisy openly.

“Really?” I asked, my voice receding into a throaty whisper.

“Yeah,” she said, slowly stroking my cock as it hardened. “She told me has like, a huge cock.”

That was it. Those were the magic words. My cock twitched and hardened significantly, and I’m sure Daisy felt it. I could feel her smiling.

“Super fit guy, part of some football club or something. She said that he’s the best guy she’s ever had when it comes to sex. He can’t get enough of her, apparently. She couldn’t stop talking about how when he’s inside her his cock is so big that it rubs her g-spot and gives her one orgasm after another.”

She had pulled the sheet down and was stroking my now uncovered and fully erect cock faster and faster. She knew exactly what she was doing, and I could barely think anymore.

“I-...I see,” I said.

“She's a lucky girl isn't she?” Daisy purred in my ear.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know what I mean.”

“Because Daniel has a big cock?” I asked, gulping.

“A big black cock,” she added, her fingers tensing around my cock.

I wanted to beg her to stroke me and let me cum. She kissed me and her tongue meet mine, and my heart felt like it would explode. I gathered all the courage I could and decided to roll the dice.

“Maybe she can let you have it sometime,” I said.

“You'd like that wouldn't you?” she said, kissing me again as her hand moved up and down my shaft.

“How did you find out?”

“What sort of a wife would I be if I didn’t know what turned my husband on?” She kissed me again, stroking me faster. “I know what you want. You want to see a big black cock stretch me open and go deep inside of me.”

I groaned. I was very quickly going to cum, and her hand wasn’t slowing down. Her other arm reached behind her back and she unclasped her bra and took it off, and offered me her breast, and I immediately began sucking on her nipple, my eyes shut, enjoying the sensations she was giving me.

“You want a big strong black man to pump your wife’s little pussy full of his cum, don’t you? Yeah? Cum for me, baby.”

I grunted and tensed up, as what could’ve been the strongest orgasm of my life rampaged through me. Every muscle in my body tightened as I felt cum rush up the shaft of my cock and squirt up. It jetted out from the head of my cock and fell onto my wife's fair hand, and my stomach.

Daisy continued stroking, milking the last remaining drops of cum from my cock, which dribbled out and dripped down her hand

“There's a good boy,” she said gently. , while I continued sucking on her dark nipple.
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I walked into the kitchen, where Daisy was busy cooking, and I hugged her from the back.

“Welcome back babe,” she said, turning around and giving me a quick kiss.

“How was the outing with Jessie?” I asked her.

“It was fun. She wants us to go on a double date with her and Daniel, next week,” she said.

“Sounds fun,” I said.

My cock already began to get excited, and I hugged her tighter and rubbed my growing bulge against her. Daisy reached down with one hand and palmed by bulge, and giggled.

“Down, boy,” she said.

That night we had another charged session in bed, and Daisy pretended that she was getting fucked by Daniel as I pumped my cock inside of her, and I had a release that drained all my energy. The entire week my mind kept going back to what was coming. I had no idea what to expect. I’d never gone on a double date before. And I wondered why Jessie had proposed it at all. I wondered if Jessie and Daisy had come to some secret arrangement or something.

The day came and Daisy spent quite a long time getting ready, shaving all her body hair, and spending a long time choosing what to wear. She chose to wear a pretty sheer mini dress that was quite a bit revealing, a big break from her usual dressing style. It showed off most of her slender legs and her round breasts, and I’m sure that the show she was putting on was intended for Daniel.

I whistled when she finally stepped downstairs where I was waiting for her.

“All this for me?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said, winking.

We drove to the club where we were supposed to meet them and took two seats at the bar. We were talking about random stuff while drinking when Jessie tapped Daisy on her shoulder.

“Oh my God, hi!” Daisy said, hugging her.

“You look so hot, babe,” Jessie said. “Long time no see, Brian!”

She hugged me and we kissed the other’s cheek.

“Brian, Daisy, meet my boyfriend Daniel,” she said.

Daniel really was tall, quite a few inches taller than me, and much more muscular and broad chested than I was. He was even more intimidating in real life than he was in those photos.

“Hey,” he said, extending his hand which I shook.

He had a nice, deep voice

“Brian,” I said.

Daisy excitedly stepped up to him and they kissed each other’s cheek. I don’t know how Daisy was feeling right then but I was already developing a hard on with Jessie and Daniel standing right by us, imagining them together. And imagining Daniel and my wife together. My fantasies weren’t being helped by the looks that Daniel and Daisy seemed to be regularly exchanging.

We got a table, all four of us, and the drinking and conversations began. A few rounds of shots later we were all steadily heading to drunkland, and the ladies wanted to dance.

“How about this,” Jessie piped up, her glossy pink lips in a wide smile, “let’s switch partners, I’ll dance with Brian and Daisy dances with Daniel. Alright?”

“Yeah sure,” I said quietly.

“Hell yeah!” Daisy exclaimed.

All of us stood up, and walked to the dance floor, Daisy’s arm in Daniel’s, and Jessie’s arm in mine, my cock hard as a steel rod now, watching Daisy and Daniel. Once we stepped among the crowd and began dancing, I quickly lost sight of them, and all I had was Jessie’s pretty face smiling at me.

I was excited thinking of Daisy dancing with Daniel, and Jessie standing so close to me. We began swaying to the music, my hands respectfully at her waist, and a respectable distance between the two of us. She gave me a wicked smile and pulled me closer until we were almost pressing up against each other.

“They look good dancing with each other, don’t they?” she asked, and I saw her eyes gesture to the side.

I followed her eyes and saw Daniel and my wife Daisy in each other’s arms not too far away from us. They seemed to not be much paying attention to everyone around them anyways. His big, strong arms had Daisy pulled close, they were pressed up against each other, slowly swaying with each other. And just like that my view of them was hidden once more as other couples came in between us. My cock had fully hardened now.

Jessie closed the distance between her, and I felt her soft, round breasts press against me, and my bulge press against her waist.

“You seem to be pretty excited,” she said, biting her lips and winking. “Don’t be shy, you can put your hands lower.”

I looked into her striking blue eyes, and slowly my hands slipped from her waist down to her butt, and squeezed it.

“That’s more like it,” she sighed.

I was feeling the effects of the alcohol more and more and I was easing up and beginning to enjoy myself, my hands getting more free with her. She leaned up and kiss me, her soft glossy pink lips against mine.

When she broke away she whispered, “Let’s go back to the table.”

Daisy and Daniel got off the dance floor about ten minutes after we did, and Daisy looked flushed. She was breathing heavily.

“Listen, why don’t we all head back to our place? We will pretty close,” said Jessie.

“Yeah sure!” said Daisy before I could say anything.

We all walked into the parking lot and got into our cars. I began driving behind them as they pulled out of the lot in their SUV.

“Did you have fun dancing with Jessie, baby?” Daisy asked me.

“Yeah she’s pretty n-nice,” I said. “How was Daniel?”

“Mmmmm,” she said. “He was gooooood. He pressed up against me babe, and I could feel his bulge! He was so massive! You don’t mind, do you?”

My cock was straining in my pants. I desperately needed to bring myself off.

“No of course I don’t,” I told her.

“He was pretty aggressive, he got a feel of my butt and my breasts babe.”

“Did you like it?”

“Mhmm,” she said, biting her lip. “And I held his bulge and felt the warmth of his big, black cock too, baby. I’m sorry babe I just had to get a feel of it, I just couldn’t help myself. You understand, right?”

“Y-yeah..” I stammered.

Daniel and Jessie’s car pulled into an apartment’s parking, and our car followed.

It was a pretty nice place they had, on the twelfth floor. Tall glass windows in the living room that overlooked the city lights.

“Wow,” said Daisy. “This is such a great place you guys have here.”

“Thanks babe,” said Jessie. “Come on, sit down. Let me fix you guys up with some wine.”

Jessie walked out of the room and Daisy and I collapsed onto the couch with a sigh of relaxation. Daisy was sitting right next to Daniel. She looked at his arm, and her hand reached up and she began prodding and squeezing his biceps.

“How much do you work out?” she asked.

“Every day,” he said nonchalantly.

She looked at me.

“Take some tips from him, babe,” she said to me, before turning to him again. “He went to a gym for like 3 months before he stopped going.”

“The key’s consistency,” he said to me, and I nodded, feeling foolish.

Jessie reemerged, holding a tray with glasses and a tall bottle of wine.She kept it on the table in front of us and all of us poured a glass and began drinking once more.

“Do any of you guys smoke? Not cigarettes,” Daniel said.

“I’ve been meaning to try some of the stuff in the stores but I haven’t had the time,” I said.

“I’ve got a couple of joints in the bedroom, let me go fetch them.”

Daniel brought out the joints and lit one up. He had two puffs and then passed them along. Daisy and I coughed, we hadn’t smoked in a long time, but soon we got the hang of it again and we all began giggling and talking, sipping on our wine and enjoying ourselves.
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I was now, as the kids would say, high as shit. Jessie was on the couch beside me, lying relaxed and baked. I suspected she might’ve fallen asleep. Daniel was sitting on the carpet now, and Daisy was sitting beside me.
I was focused on the patterns I could see when my eyes were shut. It felt absolutely amazing. I was also faintly conscious of the fact that I had a raging boner. Daniel had at some point gotten up and put some slow jazz on, that echoed in my clouded head. The alcohol, the music, the soft couch I was on, all these sensations had me wanting to keep my eyes shut and just enjoy them. I didn’t realize when I began to spiral into a sleep myself.
I’d almost fallen asleep when I heard something that brought me back to consciousness, my eyes still shut.
“Want to dance?” Daniel asked Daisy.
“Yeah,” said Daisy, giggling.    
I opened my eye just a tiny bit to see him extend his hand to her, which she took, and they walked to the front of the room. Daniel put his arm around her waist and pulled her close as she looked into his eyes. She looked so tiny in his arms. There was barely any distance between them and I could see his bulge in his pants. Holy shit, Daisy was right! He was enormous! An inch closer and his sizeable bulge would press into her tummy. And then he pulled her even closer and closed that distance.
“You know, Jessie can’t stop talking about you, and your…prowess.”
“All good things, I hope?” said Daniel, chuckling slowly.
“Mmmm, you bet.”
“Want a taste?” he asked, reaching down for her hand and then pressing it against his bulge.
Daisy bit her lip, and began to squeeze and caress his cock over his trousers while his hands went lower on her waist and held her butt.
“Jessie’s been telling me about you too, and your adventures through college,” said Daniel.
I saw Daniel lean down and Daisy get on the tip of her toes, and their lips met. His hands began roaming all over her body, squeezing, stroking, feeling. I saw their tongues come together. There was nothing I wanted to do more right then that to take my cock out and jerk off to the beautiful, erotic sight in front of me. I could see Daniel grind his hard on against my wife, her eyes shut and her tongue dancing together with his in passionate embrace.
“You want this black cock, baby?” Daniel asked her.
Daisy nodded.
“You sure your husband won’t mind?” he asked her.
She gDanield at me, still pretending to be asleep.
“No he won’t.”
Daniel led her by the hand to the bedroom, and I heard the door shut behind them. I couldn’t believe this was happening. My wife was going to be fucked by Daniel. My fantasy was going to come true! I got up and quietly walked over to the door to the bedroom. Thankfully the door had bounced back and was still open a few inches, so I could see what was happening on the bed. On the bed was the hottest thing I could imagine, my little white wife under Daniel’s muscular, shirtless body, both of them completely lost, kissing each other like they were teenage lovers.
I couldn’t stand it anymore, I silently unzipped and took my fully erect cock out and began stroking it, spying on my wife kissing Daniel on the bed. He began kissing her chin and her cheeks and her neck, her shoulders and her breasts. He pulled her dress down and she reached behind herself and unclasped her bra and threw it onto the floor. Daniel quickly began to kiss her soft breasts all over, and then took one of her dark nipples into his mouth and began sucking. She gasped and held his head and stroked his hair as he intently sucked on her breast. I was stroking my cock like a madman already, stopping every half minute to prevent myself from cumming. Her other hand went down in between her thighs and down her panties as she began rubbing herself. The contrast between their skins stoked a hot fire burning within me, his dark skin against hers, pale.
Daniel began moving downwards after a few minutes of licking and sucking on her breasts. He kissed the underside of her breasts and then began to kiss her tummy. Daisy sat up for a moment and pulled the dress off, leaving her in her panties. She spread her legs and Daniel moved down to lie in between her thighs, and dove in face first, rubbing his face in her crotch. Daisy groaned and held his head. He pulled her panties aside and kissed her pussy, his lips on hers. And then he hooked his fingers on the hem of the panties and pulled them down her legs and off, and threw them onto the floor to join her bra. Daniel began to kiss her feet, and then her calves and then her thighs, making his way to her pussy, slowly.
Finally he made his tongue flat and licked her from her taint to her mound, and Daisy moaned out loud. I almost came right there and then. I stopped touching my cock to pace myself. I didn’t want what I was feeling to stop just then. I could hear how wet Daisy was, and Daniel was making squishy noises with his tongue, licking her pussy. He was lapping up her juices like a guy lost in the desert. His tongue went to work on her clit, and he began to furiously lick it, and Daisy squeezed her head with her pretty thighs, trying to keep the sensations he was giving her under her control.
“OH God that feels so good,” she wailed, a hand on his head and the other clutching the sheets.
Daniel pulled on her pussy lips with his own lips and pushed his tongue inside of her and fucked her with his tongue. After this he slowly began to push two of his thick fingers inside of her pussy. He gave her a bit of time to adjust to them before he began to rapidly finger her while licking her clit. I’d never heard Daisy make the sounds like she began to make right then, like something straight out of a porn video. I had never made her moan like that.
She gasped and moaned, her voices rising higher and higher. She was about to orgasm. Daniel was relentless with his fingering, like a piston going in and out of her pussy. I could see her juices fly off his fingers with the force of his thrusts. All the while he was constantly licking her clit. I knew she wasn’t going to last much longer. And just like that her orgasm hit her like a train.
“Oh GOD!” she loudly screamed, uncaring of else who would listen.
Daisy lay on the bed trying to catch her breath once more as Daniel lapped up all her juices from her orgasm.
“Mmmmm yes,” Daisy sighed. “You’re really good at this.”
“Thanks,” said Daniel, chuckling. “Feel good?”
“Better than ever,” said Daisy.
Daniel got on top of her once more and they began kissing wildly, and then he got up, his knees on either side of her chest, Daisy looking up into his eyes expectantly.
“Do you wanna see this cock, babe?”
“Ever since I saw you in the club,” she told him.
He began unbuckling his belt. He unbuttoned his trousers and then pulled his zip down, and then he pulled out an enormous black cock that hung down in front of my wife’s face.
“Oh my….oh God, it’s so huge!”
“Bigger than your husband?”
“Any day,” she said, her mouth hanging open and her eyes fixated in awe at the monster cock in front of her.
She held her forearm beside it, and the base of it began at her elbow and the tip ended at her wrist. And it was just as thick as her forearm.
“God, Jessie wasn’t kidding,” Daisy said.
“Stroke it,” he told her, and she didn’t need to be told twice.
Daisy nodded, and tried to encircle it with her fingers. He was way too big for that, so she just held it as firmly as she could and began moving her hand up and down his thick, long shaft. I saw Daisy bite her lip and then lick her lips. It was intensely erotic, watching her fascination and utter awe at the physical marvel of another man. Something had awakened deep inside of her that she probably had no control over, I could tell that much. She put both of her hands on his thick shaft and began to stroke him, and fondle his big, black balls hanging low.
“Do you want a taste?” Daniel asked her.
She quietly nodded.
“Open your mouth,” he commanded, and she obeyed. “Stick your little tongue out, Daisy. Good girl.”
She stuck her tongue out and looked up expectantly into his eyes, looking pretty and innocent as ever. Daniel held his enormous monster and began to rub it all over my wife’s face.
“There’s a good girl,” he said.
He rubbed it against her tongue, giving her a taste of his meat. She wanted more. She grabbed a hold of his cock eagerly and began to lick it, up and down the veiny shaft, around the bulbous head, and down to his balls which she sucked and licked.
Daniel held her head and stroked her hair.
“Just like that,” he said.
She opened her mouth wide and took the head of his cock inside, licking it all over. She tried taking more of his cock into her mouth, and she could only get a few more inches of the black meat down her mouth before she pulled back, stroking his shaft with both her hands.
Daniel then slapped her face lightly with his cock before he got off of her and took his place between her legs once more. He lay on her once more and kissed her deeply. Daisy wrapped her arms and legs around him tightly, kissing him as he began lining up his cock with her little pussy.
She gasped as he pressed the head of his cock against her pussy. It parted her slick pussy lips, and he rubbed it up and down my wife’s pussy, spreading her juices around, before pressing it against her hole once more and then beginning to thrust gently. His cock slowly stretched her open and popped inside of her and she moaned.
“God it’s so big….I haven’t had a big black cock like this in years,” Daisy said.
“That’s it, that’s it,” Daniel said, kissing her once more, before leaning down and sucking on her nipple.
I could see his cock begin to disappear inside of her opening, more and more, deeper than my cock could ever have gone, places that I had never reached with my cock. I could tell her pussy must be stretching around it to accommodate him. I could smell her wetness from where I stood, and hear the wet sounds of her pussy adjusting to his massive cock. He pushed deeper and deeper until he bottomed out inside of her.
“Oh God, oh sweet jesus!” Daisy cried out in ecstasy, and she suddenly moaned loudly as another orgasm hit her!
Two orgasms right after one another, I couldn’t believe this was the same woman I had married and had sex with all this time. She told me she wasn’t even capable of orgasming just from being fucked. Daisy’s arms and legs around Daniel’s big, muscular body tightened as she contracted her pussy around his cock. He lay over her, kissing her deeply, as her heart rate dropped down again and he could resume fucking her once again.
“I feel so full...I’ve never been satisfied like this before,” she said, kissing Daniel.
Slowly Daniel began to pull out, and when only his tip remained in her, he thrust back in. My lovely little wife was being fucked. By a muscular, big, black man. Just like all those fantasies I had had all those years. She thrust back at him, meeting his passion with her own.
Daniel was falling into a steady rhythm now, and my wife’s pussy had accommodated him fully. Everytime his cock went deep inside of her, she was thrust into another plane of pleasure. The room was filled with her gasps and moans, the sound of her wet pussy squishing, and his balls slapping against her skin. It was hypnotic.
His dark skin over his muscles was glistening with sweat, and Daisy was getting sweaty too. Daniel was slamming his cock inside of her now, with mechanical relentlessness.
“Oh, oh oh. God, Brian could never fuck me like this. Oh!” Daisy cried out loud.
That was it for me, and I began squirting cum into my hand, my body tensing up, trying my best not to make a single noise.
After a few minutes of drilling my wife like this, Daniel stopped, and then made her get on all fours. Daniel penetrated her from the back, until his cock was embedded deep inside of her, stretching her out once more. He began slamming in and out of her, slapping her ass, leaving red impressions of his hand on her pale skin.
Daisy was moaning out loud. He fucked her like that for a while before pulling out again. This time he sat on the bed, resting his back against the headboard. Daisy straddled his lap, impaling her pussy on the dark post that was his thick member. She held on to his shoulders to support herself and began bouncing up and down on his cock, her breasts and her hair bouncing
Her voice told me that she was approaching another orgasm. Her face wildly blushed and her eyes were glazed over. I doubt she could’ve told me her own name if I had asked her right then. Daniel pulled her close against him and hugged her tightly as he thrust up to meet her bouncing.
“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he said as Daisy slammed up and down on his cock.
Daniel’s cock pushed her closer and closer to the edge, until finally she slammed down on him and clenched, her entire body tensing up as another powerful orgasm coursed through her entire body, the third one in the past one hour. The sensation was apparently too much for Daniel as well because he groaned and clutched her hard and began cumming inside of her pussy. I saw his balls contract and his cock pulsate as he began to squirt thick, warm cum deep inside of my wife’s little pussy.
He came more than I could ever dream of, filling up my wife’s pussy so much that it began to leak down his shaft.
Daniel and Daisy kissed each other once more, his hands in her hair and her hands wrapped around his chest, both of them trying desperately to catch their breaths once more.
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Daniel fucked me wife twice more that night, and I watched every single moment, cumming again and again. It was the most beautiful, most erotic, most intense thing I had ever experienced. When the morning came Daisy found me on the couch asleep, and all of us had a normal breakfast. Daisy and Daniel were acting as if nothing happened.
We said our goodbyes and began driving home.
“So how was it?” Daisy asked me.
“How was what?” I asked.
Daisy reached over and stroked my cock over my jeans.
“I know you weren’t asleep, baby. I know you watched. So how was the show?”
I gulped.
“I...erm...I just-..”
“Do you wanna see it again?” she asked me.
I just nodded.
“Good boy,” she said.
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Conservative Christian GF Tempted By The BBC Of Our Roommate’s Boyfriend
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My cock slid deeper inside Grace. I kissed her, and she gasped and kissed me back. I nuzzled her neck, and smelled her faint perfume that she’d been wearing that evening.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too,” she whispered back as I felt her arms tighten around my chest.

Grace wasn’t the sort of woman to make a lot of noise in bed. A gasp here, a soft moan there, is all she let out. She was a conservative woman. We lay in the dark as I began thrusting in and out of her, pacing myself to make sure that I didn’t cum early again. She hadn’t ever complained about it but I had read enough to know that women didn’t like it when a man came early. Grace wouldn’t ever tell me about her disappointment either.

I could see her sweet, innocent face in the cool, dim light drifting in through the window, her blonde hair spread around her head, and the cross on her necklace glimmering. Grace was a small little thing, a five foot three bombshell who turned heads wherever she went. She was beautiful, like no other girl I had ever seen in my life. I was lost in the feeling of her warmth when I was brought back to reality by Kate’s voice.

“Oh God, oh yes! Fuck me with that big black cock, daddy!” she screamed so loudly that her sound came through the walls as if she was moaning through a speaker in our room.

Her voice entered my head and condensed into an image of her. Her dark hair bouncing as she rode a thick, black cock, her body moving up and down on it, her pussy stretched out around it. I hadn’t ever seen Kate naked but I’d be lying if I said I had not thought about it. My cock twitched inside of Grace, and I felt her pussy contract around me as well. I looked at Grace, she was biting her lips, her eyes shut. She looked like she was listening to her.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Kate squealed in the other room, and Grace hugged me tighter as I thrust in and out of her.

Were Kate’s sounds having an effect on my lovely girlfriend? They definitely were on me. I thrust into Grace harder and faster. Kate riding a thick, big black cock in my head. The guy she’d come home with was a six foot four, muscular black guy. A football player from the local university, 4 years younger than her. That was her type. Every other night, a big black man. And her erotic moans would filter through the walls and fill my head as I lay in bed with my girlfriend. I wondered if they affected Grace like they affected me.

“Oh yeah, it’s going in so deep inside me. Give me that cum daddy!” Kate moaned, and I couldn’t control myself anymore.

I hugged Kate tightly, burying my face in her neck, and began spilling my seed in the condom as I buried myself deep inside of her. Grace never let me fuck her without a condom. From Kate’s moans I could tell that she’d just received a load as well. Her sounds were very expressive, we could always tell when she was receiving a thick, milky load inside of her. She’d let out a long, drawn out wail of delight, and then everything would go silent. Unless she and her lover for the night decided to go for a second round.

Grace lay beneath me, both of us trying to catch her breath. Lately I had noticed that she’d get even more turned on when she would hear the sounds of Kate’s intense pleasure. She’d get noticeably wetter, and start to make a bit more noise. I wonder if she’d noticed its effect on me. We hadn't talked about any of this yet, but it had became a thing in our relationship.

Kate’s relationships with these hulking black men always turned me on. I’d been obsessed with interracial porn ever since I first discovered it. The sight of a petite white woman kissing a large, muscular alpha black male, his cock stretching her pink pussy apart, it turned me on like nothing else. Kate looked just like the women in those videos. Pale, petite, sweet looking, just like Grace in many ways. A soft, round butt, and sizeable breasts that I loved to glance at whenever I could slip it past her. She was seductive by nature. Her eyes looking into yours would make you hard. Or wet. It’s strange that Grace and her would grow so close as friends.

Kate had only moved in about four months ago and already Grace and her were thick. I doubt Grace would’ve befriended a girl like her on her own. But when life puts you together with someone, there’s often a connection you discover that you wouldn’t have expected. It wasn’t something that I disapproved, her relationship with Kate. It seemed that Kate had really opened Grace up for me. Grace seemed to be willing to have...more fun, be more open in bed, and the like. Grace hadn’t even entertained the idea of giving me oral but lately she’d seemed to be more into it. She tried once and said she hated it and she’d never do it again, but it was a start at least.

Kate was partially something of a party girl. She really knew how to live life. She knew she was beautiful, and exceedingly sexy, and she knew how to use her sexuality to make men fumble and trip around her, a quality that just awed Grace. Grace wasn’t very sexually experienced, and for that matter, neither was I. I had had only two girls before Grace but I was her first.

Even some of Kate’s sensual little dresses had managed to find their way into Grace’s closet. For the first time in her life Grace started going to clubs with Kate, accompanied by me of course, but wearing dresses that I wouldn’t have imagined her wearing before Kate and her became fast.
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3 days later

I came home early from work. I usually headed home somewhere around 6 pm, and this day I managed to make it home at 5. A projector malfunctioned at the office so my boss just decided to cancel the meeting scheduled at the end of the day and sent everyone home. Kate usually came to the apartment at seven. I walked up the stairs, two at a time, ready to surprise Grace. Grace had been working at a local school, so she was home pretty early every day. And I’d been fantasising of her all day. She’d been in my head, clouding my mind, making my cock hard. I couldn’t wait to jump in bed with her as soon as I got home.

I quietly opened the door, and slipped into the apartment which was lit up by the warm light of the evening sun. Everything seemed to be quiet. I walked around quietly, looking for Grace before walking to her room. She was probably asleep. I slowly turned the door knob and inched the door open. I froze at the sight.

There she was, alright. Grace was in her bed, with earphones on, completely naked. A hand on her breast, squeezing it gently, flicking the nipple, twisting it. The other hand was in between her legs which were spread wide apart. Her fingers were slowly rubbing her clit, and I could hear how wet she was from the squishing sounds emanating from her pussy. Her eyes were focused on the laptop screen, on which a large, muscular black man stood with his leg up on a couch, while two women knelt in front of him and pleasured him with their mouths. Two cute, angelic looking white girls on their knees, licking his humongous monster cock together. My cock immediately began to get hard, watching my girlfriend, my Grace, rub her clit to it. I saw her bite her lip, and begin to shove her fingers in and out of her pussy. I quietly unzipped and pulled my cock out and began to stroke it, spying on her. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen in my entire life.

The two women on screen alternated between sucking and licking on the mammoth black cock, kneeling in between his legs under his towering figure. One of the blonde beauties would suck on the head like a lollipop for a while, while the other would lick his shaft or suck on his big, black balls. The first one would try to take it as deep into her mouth as she could, and then they’d swap positions.

Grace was intensely aroused. I could how wet her fingers and her pussy was. And I could smell her sex. She was pacing herself, slowly edging herself towards orgasm. Her other hand kept touching her breasts, which I knew were a big erogenous zone for her. Meanwhile I was rapidly stroking my cock, watching my innocent little girlfriend get herself off to the porn that had turned me on so intensely all these years.

The women in the video bent over the couch and offered their pale, round butts to the man, and he slowly pushed his enormous length into one of them and began to drive it in and out as the girls kissed each other. Grace’s fingers began working her pussy faster, and I was stroking myself so hard I was going to cum pretty soon. It was then that I tried to inch closer to the door, and my shoe knocked against the wood. Grace must’ve heard the noise over the sound in her earphones, because she looked at the door, and saw me through the crack in the door, with my cock out, watching her. She gasped and her hand shot to the laptop and shut the lid. A hundred different scenarios on how I should’ve reacted to the situation went through my head, and I took a deep breath and walked into the room.

“Oh my God Jason I’m so, so sorry,” Grace said, as tears began to stream down her eyes.

“Babe, no, it’s okay, it’s okay,” I said, sitting beside her and putting my arm around her.

“You must think I’m so horrid,” she said, sobbing.

“I’ve seen this stuff too okay? Everyone does it, it’s no problem, come on. And to be honest, it was fucking hot watching you.”

“How long have you been here?” she asked, looking up at me through teary eyes.

“About ten minutes,” I said.

I kissed her.

“You look so fucking beautiful, Grace.”

“I’m gonna go put something on,” she said, giving me a weak smile.

“No, you’re not,” I said.

I kissed her again and placed my hand on her breast and gave it a gentle squeeze.

“You weren’t finished. Don’t let me interrupt you. How about I just help you out?”

I reached out and opened up the laptop again, and unpaused the video, and unplugged the earphones. The loud sounds of lewd pleasure filled the room from the speakers on the laptop. The women kissed as the black man railed on of them, his balls smacking against her clit. He pulled out of her and moved to the other girl.

“I’ve got a confession to make, baby. This sort of porn has always turned me on so much. Since when have you been watching this stuff?”

I took her hand and brought it to my cock. Grace held it and slowly began to rub and squeeze and stroke it. My own hand crept down to her crotch and she slowly spread her legs, and I began to spread her wetness around with my fingers and rubbing her clit. She gasped and her body trembled, and I kissed her once more, our tongues dancing together as the women in the video screamed their pleasure.

“Oh yeah, fuck me with that big black cock. Oh yeah, ohh yeah,” the woman screamed, and it felt oddly familiar, kissing Grace to it.

I kissed Grace on her cheek, and her ear, and her neck, and made my way down until I was kissing her breast. I began sucking on her nipple as her eyes went back to the screen, her hand stroking my hard cock and my hand rubbing and fingering her little white pussy.

Within no time I was right on the edge again, ready to cum. On the screen now the man was sitting on the couch while one of the white beauties was riding him hard, and the other was kneeling in between his legs, sucking on his balls. Grace was gasping and moaning under my touch. I began fingering her pretty hard as the man in the video held the woman tightly and began pumping his huge cock in and out of her like a machine. I could tell Grace was about to cum, her body was getting tense and she began to squeal, even though she rarely made any sounds usually. I had never seen her so turned on before.

Grace let out a long wail just and shuddered, her pussy contracting around my fingers, as the man in the video slammed his cock inside the woman and began cumming inside of her. His cum filled her little pussy up entirely and began dripping down his shaft, and the other woman immediately began to lick it clean. Watching it, and seeing my girlfriend cum hard pushed me over the edge to and I grunted and began shooting my load. It squirted into the air and landed on Grace’s hand, and on her stomach, making her giggle.

We both caught our breath in silence as the girls kissed each other in the video, sharing the man’s cum, and the video ended.

That night Kate came home with another black man, and as we heard the sounds of their lovemaking, Grace and I both finally knew what was going through each others’ mind, and we fucked hard like animals.
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Grace told me that it was Kate who had introduced her to interracial porn. I knew Kate and Grace were pretty close, but I had no idea how open Kate was to Grace with her sex life. Kate had told her how much she loved watching it and that Grace should try it out. She told Grace how good a big, black cock felt inside of her, reaching deep inside her, places that no one else could ever hope to reach. It sure sounded genuine from the sounds we heard every other day at night. Grace had told me all of this after a lot of prodding on my part. The fact that Kate was telling all of this to my innocent little girlfriend turned me on.

Meanwhile after that evening with that porn video Grace and I took to watching more interracial videos together in bed, just giving each other a hand or fucking each other while watching it. Once I gathered the courage and asked her the big question that had been clouding my head and driving my cock since a few weeks.

“Do you ever imagine being fucked by a big black cock?” I asked her, as I drove my cock inside of her.

Grace wrapped her arms around me and hugged me close.

“I’m only yours,” she said. “Your cock is big enough.”

I wasn’t convinced by her answer. Meanwhile, Kate began dating this guy named Andreas. He was just her type, as always. Handsome, big, black guy, massive muscles, broad shoulders, abs. He began hanging around the apartment pretty often, more than any of her other lovers had. I’m not going to lie, I was intimidated by him. He was much taller than me, much bigger, much more muscular. And he had a massive cock, that he loved to show off to us, especially to Grace. He almost never wore a shirt, and he usually wore these loose shorts which outlined his big cock perfectly. More than once I saw Grace glance at the bulge hidden in his shorts, and much more than once I saw Andreas check out my girlfriend’s breasts and butt. Grace seemed to love having him around. He always made her laugh, and the three of them had great banter in between them. The way he looked at my girlfriend sparked a fire in a corner of my mind, and I just couldn’t help it. I knew he wanted to fuck her, and the idea of Andreas fucking my Grace spread its roots in my head. I wondered if it had in Grace’s as well.
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“Babe?”

“Yeah?”

“Kate’s invited me out to a girls’ night out tomorrow night, but I’ll need you to give me a ride there, is that okay?”

Grace looked expectantly at me.

“Umm yeah. But can’t you go with her?”

“Oh, she’ll go straight to the club after work.”

“Who else will be there?” I asked.

“Well she’s going to have a bunch of her friends. And Andreas, probably.”

“I see,” I said, trying to act cool. “I thought it was a girls’ night out?”

“Andreas DJs there, so.”

“What time will you guys be back?”

“Might be late,” she replied.

“Hmm, alright. I don’t wanna be alone at home, I’ll just go watch Infinity War again after dropping you off,” I said.

I tried to stay calm but my mind was set ablaze. It’s not like Grace hadn’t gone out with Kate before but now things were very different. The next night I drove Grace over to the nightclub. Usually Grace dressed pretty conservative, even her dresses at least reached below her knees, but today she was wearing a nice, strapless, body hugging dress that came only down to the middle of her thighs. One of Kate’s dresses. She looked gorgeous, seductive, and I was hard as soon as I saw her.

“Fucking hell you look so hot,” I had said to her, and she’d smiled and blushed.

Kate came to the car in the parking lot of the club to pick her up, and she was dressed in her usual, stunning, slutty fashion, showing enough of her cleavage to make any red blooded man go insane. I tried not to look, but she noticed me glance, and gave me a little wink of acknowledgment.

“I promise I’ll bring her back alright, Jason.”

I sat there in the car fantasizing of what was probably going to happen to Grace in the club, already with a man in there who I knew wanted to fuck her. I’d seen Grace drunk just twice before, and she had been incredibly horny. Wonder how she’d be drunk with me not around. Something caught my eye. A familiar dress. I looked to see a car pull up in front of the club, and Kate lead Grace by the hand into the car! Where the hell were they going? The car pulled out and I started up the engine and began to follow them.

The car drove twenty minutes to the suburb and I followed close behind, and finally parked in front of what seemed like a frat house, with a party going on in full force. I parked my car close by and stared as Kate stepped out of the SUV, followed by Grace, and then Andreas! They all walked into the house. A few young students in the front yard checked the women out and cat called them, and Kate gave them a smile and flew a kiss at them as they walked inside. I sat in the car, in the dark, my mouth hung open in disbelief. What the hell was happening? I wanted to see for myself. I got out of the car, locked the door, and began walking to the house. There was definitely quite a party going on inside, because the loud music and the sound of the crowd was easily audible outside.

I kept expecting someone to stop me as I walked towards the door but no one did. The people entering and leaving were mostly drunk, young college kids, a lot of young black athletic looking men, probably football players or swimmers and the like. I walked in. There was a crowd of young college goers, mostly black men and a few girls being chatted up by them, everybody holding red cups and sufficiently drunk already. I walked in further, looking around to see if I saw Kate or Grace anywhere. I went into the adjoining room which was a large hall, dark hall with flashing lights and music where quite a lot of dancing was going on. On the other side I happened to see a flash of Kate’s face. I walked closer to get a better look, and my cock got hard. She was sandwiched between two large, black men, both of them a foot and a half taller than her, dancing and grinding on her. She was biting her lip and I looked down and saw why. The guy behind her had pulled her dress up and was pawing her pale ass while grinding his bulge into her crack. It was highly erotic to me. But the thought of Grace made me want to look around again and find her. Neither of the men dancing with Kate were Andreas, so where was he? One thing was clear: this was no god damn girls’ night out.

I looked around, and she definitely wasn’t anywhere on the lower floors. But the upper floors were probably just bedrooms. My heart sank with dread. Making my way past the young, horny college goers, I walked up the stairs. I heard the sounds of sex coming from one of the doors, which were open an inch in the hallway. I peered in. A young, blonde cheerleader with her cheerleader dress still on was riding a huge black man, bouncing up and down on his huge cock, while her tiny hands were stroking a mammoth cock on each side, while she was sucking another thick cock. I could only see her from the back, her sublime ass bouncing up and down.

“Mmm, mmm, mm,” she squealed, her voice muffled by the black cock inside of her mouth.

It took the entirety of my will power to tear myself away from the sight, and to move on with my mission. But I tried to imprint the sight in my mind forever. College was nothing like this in my day, I could tell you that.

I moved on to the second door, and I turned the door knob but it was locked.

“Fuck off!” came the sound of some young guy in there doing God knew what.

I almost walked past the bathroom but her voice caught my ear. Grace. I froze, and walked back, and put my ear to the door.

“I’ve seen you staring at this cock, baby. You like it?” Andreas yet.

“Mhm,” said Grace.

“I’ve been wanting to show this meat to you ever since I first saw you, baby.”

I had to see what was happening. I dropped to my knees and peered in through the keyhole. Some kid smacked my head as he walked past.

“Jesus Christ, you pervert,” he commented, laughing.

I didn’t care. All of the blood in my head had rushed to my cock as I saw Grace looking at the completely erect, mammoth cock Andreas was presenting to her. She was leaning against the counter, and he was standing very close to her, looking at her face. Her eyes were wide in surprise.

“You can touch it. It’s okay,” he said.

He reached out and held her hand and brought it to his cock. Gingerly, she wrapped her fingers around it, but couldn’t get them all the way around his massive girth.

“You ever felt something like this inside of you?” Andreas asked.

Grace shook her head quietly, looking at him. Her hand slowly stroked his cock as he leaned forward, looking into her eyes, and I held my breath as their lips came together, and they began to kiss. My pale, petite, innocent Grace, and this muscular, black stud. It was hotter than any porn I had ever seen. Their kiss didn’t break, but evolved into a flurry of passion as his tongue dove into her mouth, and their kiss became infused with a furious passion, as if a lifetime of passion had burst forth in my conservative, Christian girlfriend. Andreas wrapped his big, muscular arms around her and pulled her against him as he kissed her. His hands moved down her back and pulled up her dress, and he began to squeeze and grope my girlfriend’s ass. I had never wanted to do something as much as I wanted to pull out my cock in the hallway and jack off like a madman.

They finally stopped kissing.

“Not here, okay? Let’s go back to the room,” she told him.

“I’ll get Kate,” he said. “Meet me at the car.”

She let go of his cock and they began straightening up. I stood up and dashed away, down the stairs, to the car, and sprinted to the room. I parked my car a block away, and hid myself in the store room, and left the door open an inch. I had a perfect view of the living room. If they went into one of the bedrooms I could get out and get a good view by creaking the door open a bit.
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Ten minutes later I heard the girls giggling and laughing at the front door. It opened, and they all walked in.

“I can’t wait for you to feel it, babe,” said Kate. “Every girl needs to feel a big, black cock inside of her at least once in her life. But normally if she feels it once, she has to feel it again. And again.”

Kate pulled Andreas by the hand until he was standing in front of the couch, and then she made Grace get on her knees, and she kneeled in front of him herself. She unbuckled his belt and pulled his jeans down, and out fell that mammoth cock once more. Only semi-hard then. Kate took Grace’s hand and moved it to the shaft, and Grace began stroking it once more, finishing what she started in that bathroom.

“Doesn’t it feel good?” Kate asked her.

“It does It’s so big,” said Grace, stroking the fat cock that was quickly becoming fully erect.

“It’s as big as your forearm,” said Kate, and Grace bent her arm and lined up her forearm beside his cock.

Kate was right. They both giggled.

“Bigger than your face, too,” said Andreas, holding his cock up and then resting it on top of Grace’s smiling face, looking up at her.

He held his cock and slapped her face lightly with it as she giggled and laughed. Kate hooked her finger on the top hem of Grace’s dress, and pulled it down, exposing her soft, pale breasts and pink nipples to Andreas.

“She’s gorgeous, isn’t she baby?” Kate said.

“Damn right,” Andreas replied.

Kate leaned down and began sucking on Grace’s breast as her hand crept down to her crotch. Grace moaned softly, her hand moving faster on the fat shaft. She reached out and held the shaft with her other hand too, and began stroking Andreas with both hands. It was so incredibly hot, watching my angelic girlfriend kneel in front of this black stud towering above her, and stroking his thick cock.

“Suck it, baby,” Andreas said.

I saw Grace tentatively move closer to his cock, her eyes darting from the tip of it up to his face and down. He held her head and gently moved her closer, until the tip of his almost pressed up against her lips, and my girlfriend parted her little lips, and accepted the head of his big, black cock into her little mouth. She began sucking on it like a lollipop, with her eyes closed, while Andreas stroked her hair gently.

“Doesn’t it taste so good?” asked Kate.

“Mhmm,” Grace replied, looking up at Andreas.

“Good girl,” said Kate. “You’re a natural, darling.”

Grace opened her mouth wider and tried to take more of the veiny, black cock in. She moved her hands from his shaft to his ass cheeks for support, and Kate began to lick his shaft and suck on his balls.

“You two look gorgeous licking this black cock,” Andreas said, making them both giggle.

Grace could only manage to take about a third of his giant cock into her mouth before she backed off, leaving his shaft glistening in her spit. Andreas sat down on the couch and spread his legs wide, and the two girls kneeled in between his strong thighs, and began to lick and suck on his shaft and balls.

I already had my cock out, and I was jacking off fast, trying my best to be as quiet as possible, but my girlfriend and Kate seemed to be so engrossed in what they were doing, I doubt they’d give a shit if the fire alarm went off. Often they’d make eye contact while licking the shaft, and smile at each other, and I’d almost cum then and there. They’d lick up and down the shaft, and then alternate between sucking the head of his cock and his balls.

He stood up, Grace and Kate still slobbering over his package, and he told both of them to stand up, he bent down, wrapped an arm around each of their waists, and hoisted them over his shoulder effortlessly as they laughed.

“Time for the main attraction, ladies,” he said, and walked into Kate’s bedroom.

Thankfully for me, he’d only kicked the door shut behind him, and it hadn’t closed all the way. I quietly walked over and began peeking. They were way too involved in their own activities to ever look at the door. Kate was pulling Grace’s dress off and Andreas was pulling her little white panties down her legs, and then Kate and Andreas undressed themselves as well.

Kate sat down behind Grace and rested Grace’s head in her lap, while Andreas spread her soft, pale legs wide open.

“Look at that pink little pussy,” he said. “You’re gonna lose your virginity again today, baby.”

Kate reached down and rubbed her clit gently, and Grace took one of Kate’s nipples into her mouth, as Andreas lined his cock up with Grace’s pink opening, and pushed the cockhead against it, making Grace gasp.

“Be gentle,” she whispered.

“Call me daddy,” Andreas said.

Grace blushed.

“B-..be gentle, daddy,” she said in her soft voice, and my balls almost fucking exploded then and there.

It was happening. Everything I’ve fantasized about these past few months. My little Grace was about to be stretched open by a huge black cock. The bulbous head parted open her pussy lips, and then slowly stretched her entrance.

“Ohhhhh… yes…,” Grace moaned like I had never heard her moan before, as the head of Andreas’ black cock popped into her womanhood.

Kate held on to her and bent down and kissed Grace, and Grace held Kate’s arms for support as Andreas began to push his cock further in, stretching her pussy apart like it had never been stretched before.

“It’s going so deep...,” Grace moaned.

Kate leaned forward and began sucking on one of her nipples. Meanwhile Andreas pushed his cock further. Inch after inch went inside my girlfriend’s stretched pussy. I was astonished to see how much of it Grace was taking in. I saw him push more of his cock in, and Grace moaned loudly as he bottomed out inside of her.

“God fucking damn, girl,” Andreas said. “That’s a tight little pussy you got there.”

“Fuck me daddy, fuck me with that hard, big, black cock,” Grace wailed.

That wasn’t my conservative girlfriend on the bed anymore. The big cock stretching her pussy had unlocked something inside of her, a wanton slut who just couldn’t get enough.

Andreas slowly pulled his cock back out again until just the head of his cock was embedded inside of her, and then he pushed it back in again, and so he began fucking my girlfriend. I was jerking off rapidly right outside, watching the spectacle. Andreas began to fuck her, building up pace, making Grace moan and wail loudly, and make all the sounds that we used to hear from Kate all those nights. Now I finally understood. I watched her little feet hang in the air, waving back and forth as her body was pushed whenever Andreas thrust his massive rod powerfully inside of her.

The bed began to creak as Andreas fucked my Grace.

“Oh, oh , ohhh,” she squealed, her moans and the sounds of her soaking wet pussy filled the room.

Kate squatted over her face, and descended on it, and Grace put her arms around Kate’s thighs and began lapping at Kate’s pussy, as she leaned forwards and kissed Andreas. And that was it, I came in my hand, trying desperately to stay quiet, my body trembling and tensing up entirely, watching the intensely erotic spectacle in front of me.

After a few minute of fucking Grace like this, Andreas told Kate to lie on top of Grace. Kate lay on top of her, their breasts squashing together, and she kissed Grace as Andreas began fucking her once more, making both of their bodies shake with the force of his thrusts. Then he pulled out and went from one soaking wet pussy to another, and drove his cock deep inside of Kate. She didn’t need time to accommodate him. She clearly had a lot of experience, and she was wet enough for his mammoth cock to slide deep inside of her.

“Oh yeah, daddy. That’s it. Fuck my little white pussy, own it daddy, yes, yes!” she moaned, as she held Grace’s head to her breast and Grace began to suck on her nipple.

After ramming into Kate’s pussy for a while he pulled out again, her juices trailing from her pussy to the tip of his cock, stretching out in between them, and he pushed his cock back into Grace’s pussy, making her moan once more as he began railing her like a piston..

I had just had a massive orgasm and my cock was rising again, for the first time in my life, watching the violation of my innocent little Grace. I began stroking my cock once more.

Andreas pulled out of Grace’s pussy after ramming his cock into her for a few minutes, and then Kate told Grace to turn around. Grace got up and laid down again so that this time her face was right under Andreas’s balls, and Kate lay down on her so that her face was above Grace’s pussy.

Kate buried her face in Grace’s hairy little pussy and began eating her out, and Andreas penetrated Kate once more, and began fucking her, slapping his ass, as his balls waved back and forth above my girlfriend’s face. She stuck out her tongue and let them trail across her tongue, giving her a nice taste of his balls. He pulled out of Kate and pushed his cock into Grace’s mouth, letting her taste Kate’s juices, and he gave a few thrusts into her mouth, his balls resting on her nose and her eyes, before he pulled out and pushed into Kate’s pussy once more.

I noticed his thrusts were getting faster and faster, his pace was becoming erratic.

“I’m gonna cum,” he announced to both of them.

He pulled out of Kate and stood up on the bed, and Kate and Grace kneeled in front of him, as he jerked off his cock hard and fast. They began to suck on each of his balls.

“Here it comes,” he said, and Kate and Grace stuck their tongues out in front of his cock. “Oh...oh fuck!” he grunted.

I saw his cock pulsate and his ballsack shrink as he tensed up. A thick rope of cum squirted out of his cock, arcing in mid-air, and then plastering over Grace’s face, across her lips, nose, and brow. He aimed his cock at Kate right as he squirted again, and he covered her cheek and forehead with his cum. And he had more to give, as he aimed at their mouths and squirted jets of cum onto their tongues. The rest of his squirts went over their tits, and finally no more cum came out, and he breathed heavily like he had just dragged a boulder up a mountain. Watching my girlfriend with another man’s cum all over her angelic face pushed me over once more and I came in my hand again.

Grace swallowed his load in her mouth.

“Oh my Lord,” Grace said. “It’s so much…and so thick!”

Kate still had his cum in her mouth and before Grace could react she had planted her lips onto Grace’s and she was kissing her, sharing his cum with my girlfriend. When they were done they began licking Andreas’ cock once more together, cleaning him up.
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They had two more hours before I was to ‘come home.’ And they made the most of it. I came countless times, and so did all of them. Grace acted sluttier than any pornstar I’d seen in those interracial porn films. Watching the pleasure she’d gotten that night, I knew instantly that she was never going to be faithful to me again even if I begged her to be.
I sneaked back out fifteen minutes before I was supposed to come home, and they were still fucking each other like horny animals. I parked my car and walked back up, into my apartment and in my room. Kate was loudly being fucked by Andreas still. This time I didn’t have to imagine what it looked like. I knew. I’d seen her gorgeous body get rocked by the huge cock. When I opened the door to my dark room I wondered if I was going to even see Grace in bed. I switched the light on and there she was, fast asleep. I changed my clothes and got in bed with her. I kissed her neck, and squeezed her breast gently.
“I’m tired, baby,” she said groggily, and I smiled to myself and went to sleep.
The next morning she said that she was just going to skip work that day because she wasn’t feeling too good. I said alright, and I walked out of the room. And ten minutes later I crept back in, and walked again to Kate’s door, through which I could hear the sounds of my little Grace being fucked like I could never dream of fucking her.
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Conservative Christian Girlfriend Gets Taken By My Arrogant Roommate’s BBC
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I

Either Ethan was blind to all social cues, or he had an ego so massive that he couldn’t imagine someone not wanting to be with him. The reality was probably a mix of both. Anyways he sure didn’t notice the looks my girlfriend Courtney kept giving him the entire time he was with us. If looks could kill, Courtney would be in prison now for murdering him.

I knew that she had been looking forward to our evening all day. It was our three year anniversary and she had had a very annoying day at the university. She had finally been relaxing with me at the bar and Ethan had just intruded into our date. Even worse, he kept unsuccessfully trying to flirt with my girlfriend while she rolled her eyes at him in annoyance and I sat there, stunned at his audacity. She often looked at me, pleading with me to tell him to go away. But I looked away. I lived my life trying to be non-confrontational, and Ethan loved to fight. He was bigger than I was, much more muscular, and strong. I had seen him fight before, and I wasn’t sure if confronting him right then wouldn’t lead into a fight with him. He had a big ego.

Guys like Ethan tend to be like this. He was a rich kid, and really good looking on top of that. Never a good combination. Most people treated him exactly the way he would expect them to. He had exactly zero issue getting girls. If his broad, muscular chest and chiseled jaw didn’t get them to fall for him then his sports car sure did the trick. A lifetime of such treatment had resulted in him just being plain unable to get his around the fact that a girl like Courtney was just not impressed by him. Courtney already had me and we were in a happy relationship. Even if we weren’t, Courtney just wasn’t the sort of girl who would go for him. She had been raised in a strict, conservative, Christian family. Just like Ethan had a lifetime of being gifted whatever he had wanted, Courtney had a lifetime of being told not to date black guys. To you or me such a family in today’s time would be hard to think of but in red America these things are truly alive and well.

Courtney was not as rigid as her parents in her views, and I was very thankful for that. She was beautiful. She was probably the most beautiful woman in our entire university, the picture of American perfection. Soft, pink, lips, beautiful blonde hair, and eyes like the blue of the sky. She was petite, and slender, and gifted perfection by the universe. A round, big butt and sizeable breasts. I thanked my lucky stars every time I saw her naked. If she had lived her life exactly like her parents wanted her to, she would’ve made me wait till we were married to sleep with me, and I’m pretty sure it would have driven me clinically insane, dating someone like her and being unable to be with her. But even so she was a conservative woman in every other way. Sunday church every week, voting red, the whole deal.

She turned the head of every male wherever she went, no matter the age or race or type. With her looks, could I really blame Ethan for shooting his shot again and again?

After that disastrous date I headed back to my apartment. Ethan was still out. I was eating the leftover pizza from the previous night when he waltzed in, pretty drunk, smiling brightly.

“Dude. How about it, huh?” he beamed at me.

“What?” I said, shrugging.

He dropped down onto the couch beside me, grabbed the last slice of pizza that I wanted to eat, and began chomping down on it.

“Courtney, bro. She was totally coming on to me the entire time I was with you guys! Like no disrespect, man, but you need to get your bitch under control. Openly flirting with another guy while on a date with her boyfriend? Shit’s mad,” he said.

What the fuck?

I rolled my eyes.

“I don’t know if we saw the same Courtney because the Courtney I was with was really annoyed and wanted you to go away. I’ve told you you’re beginning to annoy her with your come ons, Ethan.”

“Hey of course that’s what she told you, bruh. She’s never gonna tell her boyfriend how much she wants this big black cock. All night she was looking at these,” he said, flexing his thick, bulging biceps.

“If that’s what you want to tell yourself, sure,” I said, sighing.

Courtney had told me loads of time how she didn’t like Ethan or his kind of guys. Ethan always shamelessly ogled at her as if she was an object. Ethan of course, had never apparently noticed her disdain for him. But then again the way he talked about women and girls, it seemed that every single female in the universe was out to get a feel of his cock.

Courtney wasn’t like that. She really viewed sex as a special thing, something important, something to be cherished. We slept together once or twice a week, at her place. I wouldn’t dare bring her over here. Ethan had cameras all over his room to record his conquests in bed, and I wouldn’t put it past him to set up hidden ones in my room to catch Courtney naked, or us having sex.

“You’re the one fooling yourself, mate. I’ve known girls like her all my life. Prim and proper to the entire world, but inside they’re raging sluts and if there’s one thing they’d love in all the world, it’s a thick, big black cock like this right here,” he said, grabbing his crotch and shaking it. “Their parents have told them all their life that it’s bad, and the thing you want most in the world is always what you’re told you can’t have.”

“Courtney isn’t like that,” I said again.

“If she was alone in here with me and saw this big cock, she would let her inner slut out, I guarantee you that,” he said, smirking haughtily.

“Nothing you can do will ever get her to be with you, bro. Just sit down, and stop obsessing over her.”

I was getting irritated. Ethan knew it, and he was the sort of guy who considered it a personal victory to get people flustered.

“You willing to make it a bet?” he asked.

I looked at him.

“What? A bet? For what?”

“Get your pretty little girl in here, and have her alone in here with me. I say, if she knows you’ll never find out, she’s gonna let her inner black cock slut out for me. If she doesn’t, and I lose the bet, then I’ll stop going after her.”

“Okay, done,” I said.

“You’re not going to ask what happens if you lose?”

I chuckled.

“You mean in case she ‘lets her inner black cock slut out’? Yeah I’m not too worried.”

He smirked.

“Okay, well just so you know, if you lose the bet, I expect you to let me fuck her whenever I want, without your interference.”

I laughed out loud this time.

“Yeah, whatever man.”

“Tell her to come over tomorrow night.”

He ate the last bit of pizza he had in his hand and got up, and walked away. A few minutes later I got up and went to bed. In bed I began to wonder. What the hell had I just done? Had I just gone ahead and made a bet about my girlfriend? About Courtney? What if I lost the bet? What if he did succeed in seducing her? That wouldn’t happen, right?

I thought back on all the girls that I’d seen him with, all the girls that he’d been with. All of the different voices moaning his name from the other room, keeping me awake in bed. What if tomorrow it was my Courtney? I felt my cock twitch at the thought. I would end it with her immediately if it happened. But it wasn’t going to. I knew that.
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II

The next day when I came back from the university to my room, Ethan told me what he had planned. I was to tell her to come over at 7. I was to hide in my closet in my room and text her that I’d be back within an hour, and that she should wait for me. Ethan would set up his cameras in the living room and stream the feed to me on my phone so I could watch what happened. Jesus Christ.

But I’d made the fucking bet after all.

So I called Courtney and told her to come over at 7 and we’d head out for a date. I installed the app for the cameras on my phone, and Ethan made sure they were working, and we hid them all over the living room.

At 6:56 I heard a knock on the bed and my heart began to thump in my chest. I jumped off the bed and ran into the closet and opened up the video stream from the cameras on my phone. I saw Ethan walk over to the door, dressed in nothing else except for a loose pair of dark boxer shorts. That’s how he usually dressed at home. He liked showing off his muscles. He reached out and opened the door. I saw Courtney look at him and immediately roll her eyes. I smiled. This was going to be fun. It was time to knock Ethan down a peg.

“Is Harvey ready?” she asked, walking in.

Ethan stood at least a foot taller than her and gifted himself a generous view down her top as she walked past him. She looked beautiful, wearing a nice dress that came down to the middle of her thighs.

“Uh, he actually said there was some emergency and he had to leave.”

“What?!”

I switched to my message app and texted her that I had got a call from work and I’d be back in an hour. I switched back to the video and saw Courtney listen to the notification on her phone, search her purse and take out her phone and look at the message. She began typing on it and I received a text from her.

“You can’t be serious. What am I supposed to do, wait here with this jerk?”

“It’s only a bit of time, babe. It’s going to be fine,” I texted back.

“Ugh okay,” her reply came.

Ethan was standing there, scanning her body from top to bottom like he always did, his eyes lingering on my girlfriend's breasts and legs.

“Can you stop staring,” she said sternly. “There's a thing called manners?”

“I was raised to appreciate beauty wherever and whenever I saw it, and you're the most gorgeous thing I've ever laid my eyes on,” said Ethan smoothly, smiling at her.

“Well-...I-...thanks I guess.”

I saw a faint blush spread across her lovely cheeks.

“Come on, sit down. I'm sure Harvey will be back soon.”

“You better not try anything,” said Courtney.

Ethan walked over to the table, picked up the TV remote and switched it onto a music channel. I saw Courtney's eyes quickly give his body a once-over. I felt a tingling. What did this look mean?

Courtney sat down on the couch, crossing her legs, dripping class and grace. Ethan sat down beside her.

“You know Courtney, Harvey's told me that I've really been making you uncomfortable with my advances and my actions. I want to apologize to you. . You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, I just got carried away.”

“Okay. Thank you. As long as this is an earnest apology and not some trick,” Courtney replied, eyeing him suspiciously.

It seemed to be going well. I didn’t know how Ethan was going to turn this in his favor, he’d been shut down on all avenues.

I yawned. Ethan had walked away and into his own room after a few minutes and Courtney sat there watching TV. She’d been sitting there for about twenty minutes when Ethan walked back into the living room. I wondered what his strategy was and then I saw it. He was still wearing boxer shorts and this time his cock was completely erect, forming a giant tent in them.

Courtney was sitting on the extreme left on the couch and Ethan casually strolled up and stood beside her, his tent pole a few inches away from the side of her head. She didn’t notice at first. His cock was clearly massive. I’d seen it before. It was black, veiny and thick like an arm.

Courtney glanced to the side and then gasped. Her hand shot up and covered her mouth.

“Oh my God, Ethan! What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“What?” Ethan said, shrugging, as if he had no idea what was wrong.

“Why are you standing here so close to me with your-...your thing all hard?!”

“It’s my apartment, what I can’t be uncomfortable in my own apartment? Plus look at you, you’re so god damn sexy,” he said.

“I see what you’re doing, Ethan. What do you think, you can just show off your thing to me and I’ll get on my knees and plead for you to fuck me?! It might work with these other loose college girls but not me,” she said.

Victory. She had shut him down completely. My girlfriend just wouldn’t be fazed by that big black cock.

“You know what I think, Courtney? I think you want this big black cock just like any other girl,” said Ethan, pulling his shorts down and freeing his cock, which sprung freely in the air and bobbed in mid air a few inches in front of Courtney’s face. Courtney’s eyes immediately fixated on the mammoth, and her mouth hung wide open as she got caught off guard by the veiny, thick black rod.

“I think you want it so much that you’re scared. And you’re scared of what other people will think.”

“Wow,” said Courtney, looking up at him towering above her, his cock still in front of her face. “You’re fucking unbelievable.”

“I can see it in the way you’re staring at my cock, darling. If I pinned you down and gave you the fucking of your life you’d never tell a soul and keep coming back,” Ethan said.

It was then that I realized how hard my own cock was. I was confused if I should’ve ended it right there. If I should’ve walked out and put a stop to it all. He had clearly lost. But for some reason I didn't. I just watched things unfold on the screen.

“You can’t have every girl you want to have, Ethan. Just accept that you’re never going to have me, and move on with your life. You’re a disgusting, immature, sexist pig.”

I felt so happy at the verbal lashing Courtney was dishing out to Ethan. But Ethan somehow didn’t seem to be fazed. His eyes were still roaming all over Courtney’s body. One question popped up in my mind: why wasn’t Courtney just leaving?

Ethan began to stroke his cock right in front of her. Courtney seemed to be confused about where her eyes should be. They were lingering on his cock and his massive balls, and she was glancing up at him.

“I’m much bigger than Harvey, aren’t I?” said Ethan, smirking.

“That...that’s none of your business,” she said.

I wasn’t. I wasn’t anywhere close, and she knew it.

Ethan walked in front of her, and stepped close, so he was standing almost on her feet.

“Just fuck me, baby. Prove me wrong, prove to me that you aren’t a big cock slut and you’ll never come to me for it again.”

“You know what, part of me wants to do it just to spite you,” said Courtney. “But I’m not going to betray Harvey.”

“Don’t use him as an excuse, darling. You know you want this. Come on,” said Ethan.

He reached out and held her head, and began to pull her forward towards his cock.

I leaned forward in anticipation, my cock straining against my jeans, my heart rate skyrocketing. I was about to lose the bet.

He pulled her head to his cock, and it pressed against her lips, which she parted, and she let his cock into her pretty little mouth, as her blue eyes looked up at his arrogant, handsome face. The worst was here. My girlfriend had given in. She was doing something that she rarely even consented to do with me. She always said she hated sucking my cock. And now I could see her soft, pink lips that I had kissed so many times were stretching around Ethan’s thick, veiny shaft. He was pushing his cock deeper into her mouth, inch by inch. I could see Courtney struggling, she had never even seen a cock this big before. Her angelic face had many emotions on it. Lust, disbelief, submissiveness.

“That’s it, baby...just like that. You look beautiful with my black cock in your mouth,” said Ethan.

He pulled his cock out of her mouth slowly, and then held his shaft and rubbed it all over my girlfriend’s sweet little face. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Courtney was letting him rub his big black cock all across her face. I had never been so aroused in my life! I unzipped and let my own cock out and began stroking it slowly to the video stream of my girlfriend getting violated.

He plunged his cock into her mouth again and slowly began to thrust in and out. He leaned down and grabbed her hands and led them to his ass. Courtney grabbed on to each of his taut ass cheeks as he held her head and gently fucked her face.

“Suck on it, baby,” Ethan told her, and I saw Courtney’s cheeks hollow in.

She was actively taking part in this now. A bottomless pit opened up in my stomach. I should’ve never made this horrid bet. Ethan had tricked me. I stroked my cock, which was still rock hard, watching his hand reach down and squeeze one of her breasts, and grope it.

“Mmmm,” I heard Courtney moan, her voice muffled by the black cock she had in between her soft lips.

Her breasts were an intense erogenous zone for her. I stroked my cock rapidly as I watched Ethan slid the straps of my girlfriend’s dress off her shoulders, making her dress fall and bunch up around her waist. Her big breasts, contained her cute little bra, were exposed to his lustful eyes. He didn’t have to tussle with her bra. Courtney’s hands went back behind her and she unclasped the hook. She was undressing for Ethan. For the arrogant asshole she had always said she hated. How did it come to this?!

Her bra slid down her breasts and she threw it aside. Ethan moved his fingers to her pink nipples and began flicking and twisting them as she licked his shaft. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and held it up, and pulled her face to his balls, and to my great surprise she began to lick and suck on them. This was apparently going to be an evening of firsts for her. Why was she doing all these things she never wanted to do with me?! I saw her suck on one of his balls for a while, as her hand stroked the massive shaft above, and then suck on the other, making lewd sounds I would have never expected her to make.

“Mmmmm,” she groaned.

“Is your boy like this? Is he this big? Does he taste this good?” Ethan asked her.

“No, no and no,” she whispered.

Ouch. Ethan looked into the exact camera I’d been using to watch, and gave me a haughty smirk of success. But did I even care about the bet at this point? I little white girlfriend sucking on that mammoth black cock was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my entire life.

“Lie back,” Ethan told her, and she obeyed.

He kneeled in front of the couch and buried his face into my girlfriend’s breasts, kissing and licking them all over. He planted his lips onto one of her nipples and began to suck on it hard. Courtney moaned out loud and held his head to her bosom, clearly enjoying the sensations his mouth was supplying her. Her legs spread wide and her mouth hung open in pleasure.

He kissed her shoulders and her neck, and then her cheeks and her forehead, before he met her in a deep, passionate kiss. I didn’t think Courtney had ever kissed me like that in the entire duration of our relationship. With such raw passion, energy, lust. She was like a different woman in Ethan’s control. I had to stop stroking my cock because I would’ve cum. They kissed for a long time, what seemed to me like forever. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies. His dark, muscular hands on her pale flesh, and her soft, pale hands all over his hard, muscular body. Their tongues danced together like they wanted to devour each other.

Finally Ethan broke away and began kissing his way down her body, tasting her breasts again, and her tummy. Courtney got off the couch and took her dress off and threw it into a pile with her bra. She took her shoes off and lay back and Ethan spread her legs with his big, strong arms, and began to kiss her feet, and then moving his way up her legs, kissing her calves, her knees, her thighs, getting closer and closer to her hairy little pink pussy. She straightened her legs and he hooked his fingers on the waistband of her panties and dragged them down her legs and threw them into the pile of her clothes on the side. He spread her legs and buried his face in her pussy, rubbing his face all across her wet crotch. I could hear the squishing sounds of her wet pussy. He began to lick it, and Courtney held his head and locked her legs around his neck as his tongue began to work its magic on her.

“Oh God...yes…,” she moaned loudly.

I knew she loved getting eaten out. It was the one thing she insisted I do every single time we slept together, even though she didn’t like giving me oral in return. I was switching through the different cameras trying to get a close view of what he was doing the entire time. I saw him kiss and lick her inner thighs, and suck on her pussy lips.

“You like that baby?” Ethan asked Courtney.

“Mhm, I do,” she said.

“Call me daddy when you talk to me, bitch,” he said.

“I like that, daddy,” she said.

Listen to her call Ethan, my arrogant black roommate daddy as he ate her out drove me over the edge and I began to cum, in the darkness of the closet. I made sure to not make a single noise as my entire body tensed up and I began to spurt jet after jet of thick cum right into my own hand while watching Ethan eat Courtney’s pussy.

“Right there daddy. Just like that,” she groaned.

Courtney was no longer the Christian woman I met up every day. She was some uninhibited slut now. Changed by a feel of Ethan’s big black cock. He was right after all. But did I regret it?

He pushed two of his fingers deep into my wife's pussy as he tongued her clit, and began thrusting them in and out of her rapidly. Courtney began squealing and moaning loudly. I could see her shapely legs tense up around Ethan's neck more, and her hands tightly grip the cushions on the couch. Her eyes rolled in ecstasy that she was feeling all over her body. Droplets of her pussy juices flew off Ethan's fingers. She was soaking wet, more than I had ever seen her. I could tell from the sound of his fingers slamming into her.

Ethan's fingers were relentless. I could see Courtney thrashing around on the couch in utter pleasure. Watching her in the throes of extreme ecstasy, my own cock rapidly began to come to life once more and I began to stroke it. Meanwhile Courtney’s screams became louder and higher in pitch. I could hear her screams in my headphones and from the living room, through the door to my room and through the closet door and over the headphones.

“Oh Lord, I’m gonna….I’m gonna cum!” she screamed, and Ethan slammed his fingers inside of her hard as she tensed up, every muscle in her body going rigid. She let out a long wail of release as her orgasm hit her like a wall of bricks, and her body began twitching and quaking.

For a few minutes she just lay there trying to catch her breath once more as Ethan lapped up the mess her soaking wet pussy had made.

“That was incredible, daddy,” she sighed.

“There’s more where that came from,” said Ethan, standing up and wiping his mouth with his hand.

He dropped his shorts and stepped out of them, and lined his monster black cock up with her pink, hairy pussy.

“Go easy,” Courtney said to him.

He leaned and kissed her deeply as he began to push. The head of his cock parted her pussy lips part like a flower and began to make its way inside of my girlfriend. Her opening stretched to accommodate the big, bulbous pink head of his black cock and in one swift motion the head popped inside of her. She didn’t need any more lubrication she was already much wetter than was necessary.

“Fuck you’re tight. You feel so good,” Ethan said, grunting.

“It’s stretching me,” Courtney moaned. “Oh God.”

She wrapped her arms around his chest and her legs around his waist and clung onto him for dear life as his cock went deeper inside of her. He was much thicker than I was, and he was much, much longer. His cock was going to touch places inside of her that had never been touched before. I was stroking my cock hard again, watching my innocent little Courtney kiss the man who had tricked me into betting her.

The last inch of his cock disappeared inside of her. I couldn’t believe it. Her tiny little pussy had taken his entire length, the mammoth black monster. He slowly began to pull out, making her moan from the pleasurable friction. And then he pushed back in. And thus my Courtney began to get fucked by Ethan.

I was close to cumming again, watching his large black body, his thick black cock moving on top of my petite girlfriend’s soft frame. For several minutes he fucked her slowly, sensually as they kissed, holding each other close, before he finally began to pick up pace. His big balls began to slap against her skin, and the sound of their flesh slapping together filled the room.

“This is how a real man fucks, baby. You belong to this cock now, don’t you?” Ethan said.

“Yes daddy, I belong..oh...I belong to your cock,” Courtney gasped and moaned.

“See weren’t you wrong about not being a black cock slut?” he said, kissing her.

“I was so...so wrong...ohhh,” she moaned.

He began to fuck her harder, pushing deep inside of her each time, bottoming out in her pussy, sending her out of this world. Her mouth hung open and her eyes were unfocused. She was lost in the sensations that were spreading from her pussy throughout her body. Every nerve of her was on fire. I could never make her feel like this.

Courtney was desperately clinging to Ethan’s large, muscular body, and she was being jerked and moved like a rag doll now as Ethan shoved his cock inside of her and out, her little feet up in the air moving back and forth to his thrusts. I could see them begin to sweat, Ethan’s dark muscles glistening in the light.

Again I had my hands off my cock, because I would’ve cum immediately. I stared wide eyed, open mouthed, my heart thumping wildly in my chest, watching my girlfriend get fucked like I could never imagine fucking her, her breasts heaving, her eyes rolling, pleasure coursing through every nerve in her body. She was moaning wildly.

“Oh yes daddy, fuck me! Fuck me!” she wailed.

“I’m gonna cum,” Ethan grunted.

He began fucking her faster and faster until he finally slammed his cock deep inside of her, letting out a deep, guttural groan as he began cumming inside of her. I saw his butt flex, and his balls contract as he began to shoot jet after jet of thick cum into my girlfriend’s little pussy. So much that it began to leak out of her and onto the couch. Watching it was just too much. I stroked my cock rapidly and cum into my hand once more, in the dark and clammy closet, a room away from my girlfriend who lay under a big, black man.
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III
He’d won the bet. Fair and square. I had lost my girlfriend to my roommate. I had expected Courtney to break up with me and get with Ethan, but she didn't. She just acted like everything was normal. Ethan and I kept it a secret that I had seen her getting fucked by him that night.
The terms of the bet said that Ethan could fuck Courtney whenever he wanted, without my interference. It’s not like I had any choice in the matter now anyways.
It was remarkable, watching Courtney keep up her visage of being the quintessential conservative woman in front of the world, in front of me. And yet every chance she got she would get the living daylights fucked out of her by Ethan, behind my back. Ethan of course let me watch. Either by having me hide, or recording everything for me to enjoy later. I don't know when I'll confront her about this, or when I'll end this. All I know is that right now, I'm stroking my cock slowly, watching my little girlfriend sitting on my roommates lap with his cock impaling her as they embrace each other and kiss like newly married lovers. And it's the hottest fucking thing in the entire world.
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