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My Alpha Bully Steals My Crush
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I

I noticed Eliza’s fingers had gone silent on her laptop. I looked at her. She leaned back on her chair, and her breasts got slightly thrust up, making me gulp looking at them, covered in her sensuous dress.

“What do you think, then?” she turned to ask me. “Should a woman sleep with the guy on the first day or?”

As she had turned to me my eyes had darted immediately back to the screen of my computer but I think she had still noticed me staring at her breasts. My cheeks become red. I shrugged.

“I...erm...Depends on the woman, depends on the guy. If you both wanted it I don’t think there should be a problem,” I said.

A brief silence between us, in our little cubicle in our noisy, crowded office.

“Have you ever..?” I ventured.

She gave a slight laugh.

“No, it takes much more than one date to get me there,” she replied, winking at me.

That was enough to give me a semi-erection right then and there. Her words had conjured up a few images in my head. Us, making out. Her body in my bed, wrapped in my sheets, naked, like some painting made from my dreams.

“So this guy wanted to do it?” I probed.

“Uh huh,” she said, rolling her eyes. “What happened to all the nice guys, Ryan? What happened to waiting patiently, chivalry, that sort of thing.”

It was my turn to shrug. I wasn’t really surprised that Eliza wasn’t the kind of woman who wouldn’t have sex with a person on a first date. She was innocent, and nice and I knew she would really want to get a good sense of how a person is actually like on the inside before she’d give herself to them.

“It’s Tinder, people want sex straight up,” I reasoned.

“Why can’t I find a guy just like you?” she said, sighing.

She could’ve had me, whenever, wherever. She didn’t know it but she owned me. Even after she had rejected me and broken my heart, I would’ve jumped at the chance if she ever handed me one.

Our office had cubicles that were shared by two people each, desks side to side. I of course, thanked whoever had made this decision every single day because I got to be right next to Eliza for eight hours every single day. I didn’t know if she noticed the glances at her I kept stealing every minute, trying my best to embed in my head the graceful shape of her nose, how soft her hair looked, how pink her lips were. She was an angel who I had the luck of looking at everyday. It was a wonder my work performance was never questioned by the boss, Christopher.

My intense crush on Eliza began the moment I laid eyes on her, on my first day of work. I’ve never really been any good with girls, and girls haven’t been too good to me in my life either. But Eliza made sure I didn’t feel any discomfort. She wasn’t like any other girl this beautiful that I had ever known. She was good to everyone, and she was caring, and gentle. It didn’t take long for her to become the object of my fantasies. The shape of her legs, the curve of her bosom, the soft pale skin of her chest, and her butt whose shape her dresses accentuated even more, all of them were imprinted in my mind as if I had known her forever.

We actually became friends. That was something I hadn’t expected from her or myself. It started off in those first few days of me starting work. Just small talk at first, but we quickly discovered we were pretty similar. We read the same sort of books, we loved the same movies, and we had a very similar sense of humor.

I adored the act of talking to her face to face. I had never seen a woman this beautiful, this pretty. It took will power to focus on her words and to not just get completely lost in the faint pink of her cheeks, or the bright color of her eyes.

Soon we exchanged numbers and began talking to each other outside of work as well. I tread carefully with her. I wanted desperately to be with her. I wanted her to be my girlfriend and I wanted to marry her someday and have kids with her and I wanted to hold her hand and go places where other men would look on enviously wishing that they were in my place instead. What I didn’t realize was that I never had a chance to start off with. Eliza just didn’t see in me what she looked for in a perspective lover. The precise moment in which I found this out stands as probably one of the worst moments in my life.

We’d been going out together, lunches, dinners, movies. We had been growing closer together, sharing more and more personal details of our lives and ourselves. I was fairly sure I had her. I was fairly sure she was mine, and I just wanted to make it official.

“I have to ask you something,” I had texted her an hour after coming home from work one evening. “So like...we’ve been going on dates for a while now...so what are we?”

She hadn't replied for a few hours. When her text alert rang out I opened up my messages like a bolt of lightning.

“Oh my god Ryan I’m sorry, I thought we were just hanging out as friends.”

I assumed this to mean that she just hadn’t realized my intentions. I decided to make them clear, something that I had never done with a girl in my entire life.

“I want to be with you, Eliza. I’ve had a crush on you since the day I saw you,” I replied.

“Sweetie I’m so sorry, I really just want us to stay friends. I love what we have and a romantic relationship just isn’t what I’m looking for right now,” she had texted back.

“I see,” I replied.

“I’m sorry Ryan. You’re just...you’re not my type, you know? I really hope this won’t come in the middle of our friendship,” she said.

When I walked in to the cubicle the next morning I didn’t dare make eye contact with her.

“Hey, good morning,” she said, cheerful as always.

“Morning,” I replied.

“Crazy weather today, huh?” she said, gesturing towards the floor to wall windows that our floor had on one side.

It was a pretty dark sky outside, and droplets of rain were splattering onto the glass like bullets. Neither of us brought up what happened. As we talked more, about work, about mundane stuff, about the news, I began to feel more at ease.

We carried on talking like usual, at work and outside of work. I didn’t know where our boundaries were, or where they should’ve been set, seeing as now I knew that she didn’t see me as anything more than a friend. But I wanted to push the envelope. Maybe she’d see me as someone she could be with if we were closer. And closer we became.

I always wanted to know more from her, and she didn’t seem to mind. She told me about her first kiss with a boy, the first time someone touched her breasts, the first time she had sex. I felt excited, knowing all these intimate details about her that no one else in our office knew. How many in the world knew other than her, I wondered. Just me? Maybe one or two other confidants?

When she had rejected me she had said that she wasn’t ready for a romantic relationship right then, but it didn’t take her long after that to begin going on dates with guys she met up on Tinder. It stung, sharply, whenever she talked to me about how her date went the night before, or how hot the guy was or how much of a good kisser he was. Most of these guys went out the door after a couple of dates or three. Once she told me she had sex with one of these guys, a man called Gareth. That stung. What stung even more was what she told me after that.

We were both in the break room, standing in front of the coffee machine.

“I shouldn’t be saying this oh my God, but I’ve got to tell someone,” she said, giggling and blushing.

“What? Just say it Liz come on,” I insisted, my curiosity peaking.

“Well...erm..,” she looked around even though we were the only two people in there. She lowered her voice. “He had massive cock! I’ve never seen one that big, I didn’t think I was going to be able to take it! It was so big it touched my g-spot and made me cum so hard. It was an absolutely amazing exp-Ryan, are you okay?”

I had gone weak in the knees and steadied myself using the table next to me, because a large portion of my blood had just been redirected to one particular organ, listening to Eliza tell me how big a cock that she got fucked by was. Her words went into my ears and unraveled into images that shot down into my heart and my cock. I felt the most intense pang of envy mixed with the most potent arousal.

“I’m alright,” I said. “Glad you had fun last night.”

“Yeah me too, I’m seeing him again tonight,” she said, smiling.

“Can’t wait to listen to the details,” I said.
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II

It was about two or three months later that everything changed, when Blake walked into our office.

At this time Liz had grown very comfortable around me. I hadn’t ever been to her apartment but she hung out at mine often. We’d watch movies, sometimes we’d smoke some weed together. When she got high her nipples would always get hard and poke out under her shirt. I desperately wanted to reach out and touch them and pull her shirt up and give them a nice suck. It was absolute torture, seeing a goddess beside me in all her sensuality, in my reach and far out of my reach both at the same time. I thanked my luck for at least being so close to her.

Blake changed everything.

I had been looking down at a report I had received a few minutes earlier, not paying attention to when our boss Christopher walked up to the cubicle with Blake at his side.

“Ahem, Ryan?” I heard Christopher say.

I looked up to see Christopher, and smiled at him. Then my eyes went to the tall, broad chested man standing beside him. Our eyes met, my brown eyes and his bright green. The jet black hair.

“Ryan!” Blake piped up, in his rich, smooth voice.

“B-...Blake? What are…,” I looked helplessly to Christopher. “What’s he doing here?”

“Blake’s here actually your new supervisor,” said Christopher, beaming. “I didn’t realize you two knew each other?”

“We’ve known each other since...what was it, fourth grade?” Blake said to Christopher. “ I mean this workplace just became much more exciting, now that I know such an old friend is here with me.”

I saw Blake’s eyes turn to Eliza. She looked at him too, and then looked away, blushing. His eyes lingered for a long time on her cleavage. He looked at me and winked, unseen by Christopher.

“This works out well,” said Christopher. “Ryan, you can work with Blake and make sure he knows the ins and outs of our system here, right?”

Fuck no I couldn’t.

“Erm...Chris, the thing is I’ve got a lot of load lately, I’m not sure I’ll have the time, you know?”

“You sure?” asked Blake, smirking at me.

What had I done to see that look again? After all this time.

“Ah, that’s too bad. I’m sure Eliza can do it, then. Right?”

My heart rate shot up. Fuck. What had I done?! I looked at her, pleading with my eyes to her that she’d say no, but she wasn't even looking at me. Her eyes were scanning Blake. I saw her bite her lip.

“Yeah of course,” she said. “No problem.”

“Super,” said Blake.

“Well Ryan I’m going to need you to move to the cubicle Harriet’s vacated near the corner, alright? Blake’s office is being renovated so he’s going to move into it in about a month. Until then he’s going to be in this one, working with Eliza, okay?”

“But-...but...I…” I stammered.

But what? I had no excuse. I sighed.

“Alright, Chris,” I said, defeated.

“Good,” said Christopher. “Welcome to Raspberry publishing, Blake.”

And with that Chris shook his hand and walked away. I began packing my things into my bag quietly, avoiding eye contact with Blake.

“I’m Blake,” he said, extending his hand to Eliza’s.

They shook hands.

“Eliza. You can call me Liz,” she replied.

“It’s good to meet you, Liz. Really good.”

I stood up silently with my bag and walked out. Eliza didn’t even look at me.

My new cubicle had me sitting pretty close to the windows, and the entire city sprawled out underneath. I was alone in there, and I was distracted. The only thing I could think of was what Eliza and Blake were talking about. I kept replaying her biting her lip while looking at him. Had she already fallen? Not my Eliza, I prayed.

I didn’t have to lie to myself. I knew he was irresistible to most women. Women didn’t look at me like they looked at Blake. And it never took long for the flirtations to start. The smooth jet black hair, the sharp nose, the bright green eyes...the chiseled jawline...he was built to attract women. On top of it all he was half a foot taller than me and so much more muscular. Blake knew it. And he had used all of it to torture me throughout school and college.

It’s an incredibly tough life, being bullied by someone like that. Everyone just looked at him and saw innocence in his eyes, and lies and attention seeking in mine. He was a class A jerk and still all the girls at school would go crazy for him.

I had worked incredibly hard during school to make sure I’d leave the hometown and go to a good college on a nice scholarship, away from Blake. And when I went to college I found him there too, he’d taken the “my parents have money” shortcut to the destination I had worked so much to struggle to.

It was never physical with Blake. He was the star soccer athlete at our school but he hadn’t ever beaten anyone up or gotten in a physical conflict. He enjoyed inflicting his dominance mentally. He loved finding ways to break you down. Every girl I ever crushed on at school he ended up humiliating me in front of. That’s where it ended when were little, verbally bullying me in front of girls he knew I liked, humiliating me, making sure they saw him as my superior.

When we got older it became worse.

The first time it happened was when I went to a party at a friend’s house with all of my classmates. I had a huge crush on this cute blonde girl called Melissa. After I got drunk I wanted to go talk to her but I couldn’t find her anywhere. I felt like peeing so I went up to the bathroom, and when I passed the door to the bedroom I heard her voice. I froze, and looked around. The hallway was deserted, so I put my ear to the door and my heart was shattered into a million pieces as I heard her moan.

“Ohhh God fuck me with that huge cock, baby,” she wailed.

I heard a slapping sound, and then I heard his voice.

“Yeah you like that?” said Blake.

It was worse than anything that Blake had ever said to me before. My insides twisted with a toxic cocktail of sensations. I felt heartbroken. I felt jealous. I felt angry. But I was listening to the soft moans of my beautiful crush. I realized then that I was rock hard. I wondered what any other other normal guy would’ve done. Should I have run away? Should I have barged in their and fought with Blake and get beat?

What I did end up doing was standing there, listening quietly, my cock rock hard all the time. I heard Melissa’s soft voice declare that she was about to cum, and heard her sweet voice rising in volume and pitch, moaning in absolute ecstasy. As she came down from her high I rushed quietly to the bathroom, where I immediately began jacking off my fully erect cock to what I had just heard, putting together mental images to the words and sounds. Within a couple of minutes I had the most intense orgasm of my life.

It happened two more times, and the worst of it was when I caught him making out with my prom date after she disappeared when I went to get punch for her. She was a petite, beautiful thing in the arms of the much taller, stronger, Blake. I didn’t stay around to watch that. I just couldn’t. Even then my cock had quickly awakened. I’d felt ashamed and disgusted with myself.

That was the start of it. In college I began dating for the first, real time. I’d been dating a girl for two months, my first proper girlfriend. We were both in a pub hanging out when I found out that Blake was in the same college that I was in, to my great dismay.

“Holy fucking shit, Ryan Mayhew!” I heard his voice, raised over the noise of the sizeable crowd inside the bar.

My face went white as my bully re-entered my life.

“H-..hey man,” I stuttered.

“And wow who is this beautiful, gorgeous girl?” he said, taking my girlfriend’s hand and kissing it. “I’m Blake, Ryan’s school friend.”

Watching her hand in his thrust me right back into that dark hallway.

“I’m Angelina, it’s great to meet you,” said my girlfriend, as I saw her eyes scan his body.

She did that same lip bite. It was four months later that I walked into my apartment an hour earlier than I was supposed to and heard Angelina’s moans coming from the bedroom. I walked over to the door, which was open a couple of inches, with my heart in my throat. I peeked in, and a pit opened up in my gut, a sinkhole that left me an empty shell. They were both naked, and he was on top of her, her arms and legs wrapped around her tightly, as he plunged his massive cock in and out of her like a piston engine. I stood and watched, silently, unmoving. At some point my hard on became too painful to keep concealed, and so I took it out and slowly began to stroke it. In a minute, I came hard into my hand, almost losing my knees and collapsing. But I stayed and watched, feeling that same mixture of intense emotions that I felt in that hallway. My cock rose again as she rode him on top, her lustful, lewd moans ringing out through the entire apartment. She had never made those sounds for me. When Blake slammed inside of her and began filling her tiny pussy with cum, I came again. I wiped my hand on my pants and quietly made my way out of the apartment once more. When I came back an hour later my sweet girlfriend was sitting on the couch watching TV. I pounced on her like a sex starved maniac and fucked her for hours, the memories of what I had seen on loop in my head. We dated for another four months. I secretly went through her texts each night, watching her exchange nudes with Blake, tell her how much she wanted to fuck him while we were on a date together, and how he fucked her much better than I did. Even still it was she who left me.

And now he was back in my life. It was some fucked up script fate had written.

I stared blankly at the computer screen, my fingers hovering above the keyboard, leaving a sentence half-written. I had to get a look at them. I stood up, and began making my way under the cold fluorescent lights to the break room, which would have me walk in front of my previous cubicle. I tried my best to make it a subtle look as I passed them. Blake was animatedly talking to her. I couldn’t hear them but she seemed to be blushing and giggling like a little school girl. Disheartened, I walked into the break room and got myself a coffee I didn’t really want anyways.

“How’s your new cubicle mate?” I texted Eliza.

I was lying on my bed after coming home from work.

“He’s sweet. Really funny guy. Kinda cute too, tbh,” she said.

The feeling of a heart sinking.

“He said you two were pretty close in your school days?” she said.

“Yeah. Sure,” I replied.

The office was suddenly a shit place, with me not being able to talk to Eliza at all except for maybe a few minutes in the break room. As the days went on she began texting me less too. Everyday behind my computer screen I wondered what Eliza and Blake were talking about. Was I really going to lose her to that arrogant prick? Did I really have a choice? She didn’t really see me as anything more than a friend anyways. After two weeks of them knowing each other they seemed to be pretty good friends with each other, just like Eliza and I had been. I wondered if anything had happened between them, there was no way too know.

When I jacked off at night thinking of her, now something else began flashing in my head. A thick, long cock buried inside of her. Not mine. Jet black hair and bright green eyes. Pink lips locked with hers. Her soft voice gasping, moaning like I had fantasised of her for so long.

No matter how much I’d try to resist they would invade my thoughts, and I would cum hard.

“What are you doing?’ I asked her one night.

“Oh I’m just texting Blake,” she replied.

“Has he asked you out yet?” I asked.

“Do you think he will?”

“Yep, from what I know of him.”

“I don’t think I want to have a romantic relationship with him,” she said.

My heart jumped at this. Suddenly my mood had lifted.

“Why’s that? He’s a funny, good looking guy,” I said.

“Yeah but he seems like a bit of an asshole, you know? Apparently he’s flirting with a few other women in the office as well. Plus he’s really cocky. Like, looks aren’t everything.”

“I know right?! Agreed on all counts,” I said happily.
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III

I felt pretty vindicated after that. I felt much better at the office too. Even though whenever I did spot them, Eliza didn’t really seem like she was talking to someone she didn’t like. She always smiled at him, laughed and chatted animatedly. He openly ogled her cleavage and her legs and she didn’t complain, just blushed and smiled. But it’s not like she would’ve lied to me, I thought. She wasn’t that sort of person. I knew that Eliza would look at a man’s character first and foremost.

My phone rang. The clock on my TV read “11:23 pm.” I had been watching the new Westworld, and it had been a week since Eliza had told me she had no romantic interest in Blake. It was Eliza’s pretty face and number on my phone screen. I picked up.

“Hello? Ryan?” she said, and it was clear in just two words that she was pretty drunk.

“Are you drunk?”

“Yeah,” she giggled. ‘You could say that. Listen, Ryan? Can you pick me up? I’m at this night club. I wanna go home.”

“Can’t you get an Uber?”

“I’m all out of data, baby. Sorry. Can you pick me up?”

I sighed. I really didn’t want to change and then step out of my house. I was comfortable and happy where I was.

“Yeah I can pick you up. What’s the name of the club? Yeah. Okay. Alright, I’ll be there in a bit.”

Google said the club was a fifteen minute drive away. I heaved myself off the couch, put a sweatshirt on and went downstairs, got my car and drove all the way to the club.

“Hello, Eliza?” I spoke into the phone. “Yeah I’m right outside. Uh huh. Okay, be careful. Bye.”

In a couple of minutes she rapped her knuckles on the glass of the window.

“Hi!” she waved gleefully.

I unlocked the doors. She opened the rear door and got into the backseat. I wondered why she hadn’t ridden shotgun. And then Blake entered the car after her, and sat beside her, and shut the door.

“What the fu-”

“Hey Ryan! Gem of a friend, you are. To come to our aid this late,” he said, slapping my shoulder. “What a guy. Isn’t he?”

Eliza giggled.

“Hell yeah!” she said, laughing.

“Are you two on a date?” I asked, my hands shaking.

“I think you could call it that, yeah,” said Ryan.

And he put an arm around Eliza’s shoulder and pulled her in and kissed her. I heard the wet sound of their kiss, their tongues messing together. It was the sound of a dagger going through my heart. I couldn’t believe it. She’d tricked me? Eliza had lied to me. Well, not lied, but she hadn’t said anything about being out on a date with Blake! I would have never come to pick them up. Who the fuck did she think I was, her chauffeur? I could see her arms around his neck and her lips on his in the rear view mirror. My cock immediately began hardening. It was happening once more.

“Where do you want to go?” I asked them.

Blake pulled away from her. I saw his hand around her shoulder squeeze her breast, making her giggle. My cock twitched.

“Liz said you lived pretty close. She's too drunk to be left alone at her place so how about we just crash at yours tonight? It's no problem, I hope?”

I seethed. I couldn’t have denied them right? And I definitely didn’t want Eliza to be spending the night at his place.

“No problem,” I said through gritted teeth.

I began the drive to my house. For the first time in my life the return journey seemed like it would last forever. They’d begun kissing again right as we had pulled out of the parking lot of the night club. I could hear every sound they made. My cock was hard and I was constantly having to adjust it. It was difficult to keep my focus on the road because all my eyes wanted to look at was what was happening in the backseat through the rear view mirror. All I could see anyways were soft, dark silhouettes faintly lit by the panels on the dashboard.

“Mmm,” my crush moaned, while kissing my childhood bully.

Part of me wanted to drive fast and reach my home and end the ordeal. Another part of me wanted to drive slower, take in every drop of the performance the woman of my dreams was putting on in front of me.

I heard the sound of a zipper. No way. Not in my car. Not here, not now. Was this actually happening?! Blake shifted so that he was in the center of the rear seat. I had a much better view of him now in the rear view mirror, and I knew that was no coincidence. I saw his hand go into his jeans and pull out that same fat cock that had given me so many heartbreaks. It became clear that history was going to repeat itself as I saw Eliza’s hand grab it firmly and begin to stroke it.

“God you’re so big. You weren’t lying,” I heard her whisper.

“I don’t lie, baby girl,” he said, kissing her once more.

I saw Eliza stick out her tongue to lick his. I almost came right there. Only my urge to not die held me back from ogling the rear view mirror for every second. I saw one of his hands squeeze and grope her breast while the other went in between her legs. He was rubbing her pussy. Within one month he had gone further with Eliza than I could ever have hoped to do. Unbelievable. Part of me told me to be thankful at least that I was getting to witness it.

She stopped kissing him and her head dropped down to his lap, and she stuck her little pink tongue out and began to lick Blake’s cock shaft from top to bottom, where she licked on his balls as well. I could hear the squishy sound of her pleasing him with her mouth, over the quiet engine of the car. ‘So this was what Eliza looked like when she sucked cock,’ I thought. ‘It’s beautiful. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.’

Eliza opened her mouth and planted it at the tip of Blake’s cock, sucking on it like a lollipop, before opening her mouth wider and slowly taking more of his cock inside of her mouth.

My mouth hung agape. So much for my sweet, innocent Eliza. There she was, two feet away from me, her little mouth stuffed with the cock of my tormentor. Such was life.

She began bobbing her head up and down his cock, giving him a nice, proper suck while she fondled his big balls.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she sucked him off.

“That’s it baby. Good girl,” he said.

She took his cock out of her mouth and he held it and rubbed it all over her face while she moaned. Then she began planting little kisses all over the skin of his cock.

“Watch the road, Ryan,” Blake said to me, and my eyes darted back onto the road.

I didn’t even realize I hadn’t been paying any attention to the road. What was going on on my backseat was way too hypnotizing.

We were a minute away from my home and Eliza was eagerly bobbing her head up and down his cock, sucking him off when he told her that he was going to cum.

“Mhmm,” she said, her mouth filled with cock.

I saw him hold her hair firmly and then grunt as his shaft began to pulsate and his balls drew closer to his body. He began cumming into the mouth of my crush, and I saw her swallow quickly. Blake sighed.

“Good girl.”

I parked the car. Blake opened the door on his site and Eliza and him slid out. I saw her wipe her mouth with her hand. Never did I ever think I would see Eliza wiping someone else’s cum off her lips with her hand.

“Come on,” I said, walking ahead as they followed me up the stair well, hand in hand.

I tried not to look because it was tearing my heart apart every time I did. In front of my door, I took my keys out of my pocket and began to unlock it as Blake wrapped his around Eliza and pulled her to him and they kissed passionately, like intense lovers. At that point all that I wanted to do was get some relief. I wanted to rush into my room and shut the door behind me and jack off furiously like I had never jacked off before.

I swung the door open and all of us walked in.

“This way,” Eliza said to Blake, giggling, as she grabbed his hand and led him to the guest bedroom.

She pulled him in and they shut the door behind her, and I was left standing my living room like an idiot, wondering what had just happened. My cock was still rock hard and begging for attention, and so I too retired to my bedroom. I laid down on the bed and shut the lights off. I dragged my pants down and began stroking my cock slowly, enjoying every stroke, thinking of my sweet Eliza’s mouth on Blake’s massive, veiny cock, sucking it lewdly, shamelessly. The same Eliza who was the picture of class and innocence and grace at the workplace. Her small hand stroking Blake’s obscenely large cock was imprinted in my memory, driving the intense sexual energy I felt resonating through me. I was edging my cock, making sure I wouldn’t cum and end the experience.

And then I heard the creaks from the guest room bed. It was quickly followed by Eliza’s moans. Soft at first, muffled, concealed. And then getting louder. And louder. And that was it. I stroked my cock fast, my hand a blur, and it felt like my heart would explode as an orgasm ripped through me like a nuclear explosion, shaking every cell in my body to the core. I shot my cum into the air, high, and it fell to the ground and splattered my tummy and my thigh. I began the descent down to earth.

I felt pathetic. I felt like a loser. Once again Blake had taken a girl I loved from me, in the most cruel way possible. He was fucking her in my house, in my bed. Making her moan like I had fantasized of her moaning ever since the first day I saw her. But in those fantasies it had always been me making her moan. In reality it was as if a Monkey’s Paw had granted my wish.

Eliza’s moans of lust were arousing me once more. My cock was becoming hard again, quickly. I wondered what I’d see if I could look through the wall. Was his muscular body on top of her soft, petite form? Were her legs and arms locked around him as he powerfully thrust in and out of her pussy? Or was she on top, riding up and down his pole? I lazily stroked my cock again. And just like that I had made the decision. I needed to see.

I tiptoed out of my room and to the door of the guest room. I reached out and held the knob, and slowly, ever-so-slightly, began to turn it, praying to God that not a single decibel of noise was made by the door. My prayers were heard. I silently pushed the door open a couple of inches, just enough to see what was happening on the bed in the reflection on the mirror on the closet door.

And there it was. The most erotic, most beautiful thing I had ever seen. They were holding hands as Eliza bounced up and down on that massive cock that had her pink pussy stretched out. Her breasts were bouncing up and down as she moaned shamelessly in her alcohol fuelled carnal delight. She still had her knee high black socks on. It was the first time I was seeing Eliza naked. Her breasts were bigger than I had thought, bigger than what her dresses betrayed at work. She was perfect in every way. A goddess. I could see that she was experiencing nothing else other than the bolts of pleasure Blake’s big cock was shooting inside of her pussy.

I fished my own cock out of my pajamas’ fly and immediately began stroking it to that image, and it became fully erect quicker than it had ever been before. I felt like a pervert, spying on the girl of my dreams fucking someone she wanted to fuck. And yet I couldn’t pull myself away, to turn my eyes from the magic happening in front of me on the bed. Blake pulled her down and they both kissed for a long time as he thrust into her pussy, his big balls bouncing as he did.

I could’ve cum just from looking at the expressions on her face themselves. I had never seen them on her. She looked so powerfully slutty. Lust was written all over her face, the face of a woman who was having an itch scratched deep inside of her that no cock ever had before.

She got off his cock, which slid out of her with a wet pop. His entire cock was glistening with the juices of her pussy. He told her to get on all fours and he got behind her, lined his cock up with her opening and pushed. She wailed loudly as his cock penetrated her, and he began to fuck her, and her noises of pleasure and the wet squishing sounds of his cock inside of her filled up the room. The look of pure pleasure on her angelic face was enough to make me almost cum right there. But I held myself back somehow from giving in.

While fucking her from the back, Blake said, “You know, you don’t have to look on from the outside. Get in here.”

Fuck. I straightened up, and pushed the door open and walked in, my cock still hard as a diamond. Eliza looked at me but didn’t show much surprise. I doubt she was capable of expressing any other emotions as long as Blake’s cock was going so deep inside of her.

“How does it feel, seeing your crush get fucked by me, huh? Yeah you little fuck, she told me everything,” said Blake, slapping her ass. “She’s a good little girl. You know what, because we’re such good friends, I’ll let you kiss her. Come on, now’s your chance, wimp.”

I looked at him, and I looked at her. She still looked so incredibly beautiful. I didn’t have to think about what to do, I was already moving towards her, stroking my cock with one hand. I sat on the bed, and leaned in, and held her cheek with one hand, and kissed her. She kissed me back, and I could taste the salt of the cum that had been in her mouth just forty minutes ago. But who cared. She was finally kissing me. Our tongues were dancing together and my lips were planted on hers. It’s what I had wanted ever since I had first seen her.

“I’m doing you a favor. No way you would ever fuck her with that cock anyways. She told me she only prefers big cocks,” he said.

He pulled out of her and told her to kneel on the bed, and he stood on the bed beside her, and she began to suck and lick on his cock.

“Suck on my balls, baby,” Blake told her.

She obeyed without hesitation, lapping up his big balls with her pretty pink tongue, then taking one of his balls into her mouth and sucking on it while looking into his eyes, and then giving the other the same treatment. I looked and I jacked off. This was better than any porn, better than any fantasy. He held her head in place with his left hand and with his right he began jerking off his massive cock, his hand a blur, rapidly stroking his shaft.

“Oh God...here it comes. Open your mouth baby,” he said.

Eliza opened her mouth just as Blake groaned and squirted a fat rope of thick cum that splattered across her face, from her chin, into her mouth and onto her outstretched tongue, over her nose and cheek and forehead. And then another one, that he aimed right onto her tongue, and then another squirt, less powerful, with which he coated the other side of her face.

“Oh Jesus Christ that was incredible,” he said.

The sight of my Eliza’s angelic, innocent face coated in Blake’s thick, creamy cum sent me over the edge as well, and I began cumming myself. My cum squirted a little bit and then began to dribble off my cock. Blake looked at it and chuckled in a condescending manner.

“Told you, Eliza. First school, then college, and now this. This is what he’s made to do,” he said. “Kiss her again,” he commanded me.

I pulled Eliza to me and kissed her deeply.
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IV
Blake fucked Eliza until 3 that night while I sat on the sidelines and watched it all, masturbating vigorously. Occasionally he’d let me kiss her, or suck on her nipples, or eat her pussy and make her ready for his cock. I never felt as content in life as I did worshipping Eliza’s body.
Blake and Eliza officially became boyfriend and girlfriend after that night. They would hang out in my place a lot, fucking right in front of me. When they were together somewhere else Blake or Eliza would send me pictures on the phone.
Once Blake moved into his new office I moved back to my cubicle with Eliza. We were closer than ever. I wasn’t in any more illusions. I knew I wasn’t going to have her. But I was content with watching Blake have her instead, in every way that she could’ve been had. It took me quite a few years to recognize my true nature but now I think I’ve recognized it. I don’t think I am the guy who carries the girl off in his big strong arms. I’m the guy who licks her pussy and makes her ready for that guy’s big cock.
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Charlotte Gets Ganged On Her Wedding Day
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I

I was sitting on the edge of the bed, admiring my white dress in the mirror. My mother laid her hand on my shoulder. I could see her smiling, her eyes glistening.

“Mom…” I said.

“I’m just so happy for you,” she leaned down and kissed my cheek. “She looks so beautiful doesn’t she?” she asked Lindsey, who was at the door.

“She looks gorgeous,” said Lindsey, beaming at me.

She looked pretty. It was a treat to see my best friend Lindsey in a dress, she would usually almost exclusively dress in jeans and sweatshirts.

My mother was really happy to see me marry Troy. He was the sort of guy she had always hoped I would end up with. A typical white upper class joe with a nice family living in a nice neighborhood. Lindsey had other opinions. She didn’t think Troy suited me. She had tried to persuade me not to marry Troy until just a few days ago.

“You told me yourself he has like a six inch cock, babe,” she had said, sipping on her drink. Her glass glittered with the different colored lights of the club we were in.

“It’s enough,” I had said. “It’s what most guys pack, and most couples are fine. He’s not too bad in bed.”

“Uh huh, sure babe. He won’t even be able to reach inside you half of the distance all your other boyfriends have. He won’t be able to scratch that itch, I’m telling you now.”

“He can use his tongue and his fingers well, okay. And look, sex isn’t everything. He’s a nice guy. He’s romantic and good, and he really does love me. Plus my mom really likes him. He’s got a respected, good family. A strong last name, you know?”

Lindsey’s current boyfriend was Tony, a hot, muscular, black hunk. Just our type. We both hadn’t dated anyone white since college after we discovered how much we liked being stretched a nice, thick, big black cock. Until I began dating Troy, that is.

I adjusted the bust of my wedding dress. Lindsey was the one who had selected it and it really accentuated my breasts. I couldn’t wear a bra with it, and I constantly felt like my breasts would just fall out of the dress. Lindsey and my mother kept assuring me that this wouldn’t happen. My hair looked beautiful, for once in my life. Golden, shiny, smooth. I felt happy.

Troy’s proposal had kind of taken me by surprise when it happened. It was a whole thing; a sudden orchestra, him kneeling in front of me with a ring in his hands, and dozens of people in the restaurant all around us watching expectantly. I had panicked and said yes. In reality I hadn’t even given a thought to marriage. We had only been dating for almost an year at that time. Only after saying yes to him did I think about the fact that I would never be fucked by a big cock again unless I cheated.

The wedding went beautifully. It was what exactly what I had dreamed of as a little girl. When Father Thomas told us to kiss I got on my tip toes and kissed my new husband, and everyone in the chapel clapped. Troy looked exceedingly handsome in his tux, with his blond hair and his blue eyes, and his pink lips. I could see it in his eyes that all he wanted to do was go up into the room of the hotel which had been booked for our wedding night and take me, fiercely, passionately. I hadn’t had sex with him in over two weeks, making him wait for the wedding. I could feel his sexual energy radiating from within him. He would have to wait until after the reception was over.

The wedding dress was a bit tough to dance in, but I’d had more glasses of champagne than I probably should have had, and when I’m drunk all I want to do is dance. At the start I’d been dancing with Troy but then he’d decided he was feeling tired so he’d sat down and I went to the bar to get myself another glass of champagne.

Someone tapped my shoulder. I turned around to see Trevor smiling at me.

“Finally found you,” he said.

“Oh my God hi,” I piped up, hugging him.

I suddenly became conscious of my breasts squashing against him.

“I would’ve hit you up at the chapel but you were really busy with your families so I thought..”

“It’s fine, no problems. It’s just really nice seeing you! I’m glad you came.”

We both chuckled.

“Where’s the other guys?” I asked.

I’d noticed Victor, Adrian and Dareon sitting along with Trevor among the audience in the chapel. They were hard to miss, they were all like a foot taller than anyone else there. Four hunky black men sitting in an ocean of white people.

“I think they went out for a smoke,” Trevor replied, and I noticed his eyes giving the exposed skin of my bosom a good look.

He was looking sharp, and hot.

“This is the first time I’ve seen you in a tuxedo,” I said.

“What do you think?”

“I think you could take any woman here home if you wanted.”

“Any?” he raised an eyebrow.

I looked away, blushing, and sipped on my champagne.

“How about a dance?” asked Trevor.

“Hmmm, absolutely,” I said, giving him my hand.

He led me into the heart of the crowd of people already on the dance floor, and put a hand around my waist and another on my shoulder, and we began swaying and moving slowly to the music. It had been a long, long time since I had felt his strong arms around me. It sent me reeling back years. Trevor, Victor, Adrian and Dareon had all been my boyfriends at some point since college. They were all the same sort of guys, tall, black, aggressive and muscular. I’d been introduced to Trevor by Lindsey during my first year of college. Before that I had only dated a white guy called Steve during high school. We had had sex but it had never been anything special and so I had lost a lot of interest in sex by the time I met Trevor.

When Trevor first pushed his thick, black cock into my eighteen year old little pink pussy, I almost saw heaven. As it stretched me out I knew I had discovered something I was going to be addicted to. Ever since that day right up until Troy asked me to be his girlfriend, I had regularly needed a nice fucking from a big black cock to satisfy my itch.

After a few months of dating Trevor, came Victor. After an year with him came Adrian and Dareon in my third year of college. From then until I became exclusive with Troy they had all been fucking me on the regular, along with some other affairs that didn’t last long, none of which I regretted. Why would I regret those nights of unbearable pleasure I got from all those thick, manly, delicious cocks?

Trevor, Victor, Adrian and Dareon all knew each other and had been friends, and often more than one of them had fucked me at the same time. I remember on my first date with Troy he had asked me if he could come to my place, and I had told him I was tired, and that I would invite him some other day. When I had gone home Dareon and Adrian were waiting, and they fucked me hard all night, and I had forgotten I even went out on a date that night.

I looked up at Trevor, my arms around his chest. He was still as handsome as the day I met him, looking like a woman’s dream in that tuxedo. I could see that the shirt he was wearing was stretched taut over his muscles. I realized I was feeling that familiar heat inside of me, slowly intensifying like a wildfire spreading, helped by the alcohol inside of me. It was wildly inappropriate. I was in my wedding dress surrounded by people I knew, and my husband was somewhere nearby, possibly with his eyes on the two of us. If we had been alone I would’ve pulled his head down and thrust my tongue into his mouth.

I noticed Troy standing and looking at us from the far side of the room. He looked like he’d been watching us, waiting for me to catch his eyes. He beckoned me over.

“Hey Trevor, sorry my husband Troy is calling me,” I said.

“Alright, I understand,” he said, smiling.

I walked over to Troy, a bit annoyed with his intrusion.

“What?” I hissed.

“Who was that?” he asked, gesturing to Trevor who was walking away.

“That’s just Trevor, a friend from college.”

“I see. So hey, I was thinking we should maybe head up to our room now, you know? Maybe we should have some alone time now?” he said, his eyes twinkling with suggestion.

“Uh huh,” I said, chuckling at his sincere eagerness.

Truth is I didn’t feel like it at all. After two weeks of waiting it wasn’t as if Troy was going to put up a sensational performance on our wedding night, and even a sensational performance from him wasn’t a stellar night anyways. We’d go up, we’d kiss and undress and he would cum within fifteen minutes including foreplay and then be out of commission for the night. Why not just dance more, drink more, have more fun down here? If the other guys showed up maybe I could have a dance with them as well. Mmm, now that would be fun.

“You know what, babe? I don’t really feel like going away just yet, I think I’m going to be here for a bit more, meet the people, some of my cousins I haven’t talked to, have a few more dances and drinks.”

I leaned in and kissed his cheek. Troy looked a bit miffed.

“Why don’t you go upstairs though? You look tired. How about,” I whispered in his ear, “you get the bed ready, and get comfortable, and I’ll get up there in a little while, and we’ll have some nice, sexy fun.”

“Deal,” Troy said. “I’m going to be waiting for you, okay?”

“Okay,” I replied.

We kissed and he walked away towards the stairs. I felt a tap on my shoulder, and turned around to see the guys along with Trevor.

“Congratulations Charlotte!” they said in unison, and Adrian handed me a big bouquet of flowers.

“Thank you so much, guys,” I said. “You guys look so great!”

Victor, Adrian and Dareon all towered above me, strong and muscular, and very dark skinned. Complete contrast to me, petite and soft and fair skinned.

“You’re the one who looks like a bomb, god damn. If I knew you looked like this in a wedding dress I would’ve never let you go. Would’ve made you wear one every night,” said Victor.

Victor had always been the crudest out of them all. He loved knowing that he could make my pussy wet for him using nothing more than his crude, lustful words. His beard looked pretty well groomed right then, for once. He had a really aggressive, manly beard, the only one other than Trevor in the group.

“Oh stop it,” I said to him, giggling.

“Great party,” said Dareon.

“Thanks,” I chimed.

“Care for a dance? I can’t let Trevor have you all to himself,” he said, offering me his hand.

“Sure,” I said, taking his hand.

He took the bouquet from my other hand and handed it to Adrian, and led me to the floor. He pulled me close and we began dancing to the fast dance number the DJ had one.

“You look so sexy,” he said to me, his voice low.

I had always loved his deep, smooth voice. I had loved to hear him talk. Most of all I had always loved how he sounded during sex. The grunts and moans that came out of him sounded like magic spells, making me want to please him more, worship him more, fuck him harder, give him all that I could give.

“Thanks,” I replied. “You look great too. That tux really suits you.”

I could feel him hold me pretty tight, and close to him. I wondered if anyone else in the room was noticing me, the young bride dancing with this hulking black man so closely on the eve of my wedding. Who could blame me? What woman would refuse this if someone like him had asked?

“It’s a sad day for all of us, to be real,” he said.

“You’ve had your time with me,” I replied.

“True. I took you for granted, we all did. I don’t think we’ll ever find someone like you again.”

I felt his hand slip lower on my waist.

“Careful, there’s people watching us,” I said.

“And what about them? All these white housewives here want to be where you are, and the men want to be here instead of me, holding you. Well, doing much more.”

“Like what?” I asked, looking up at him and raising an eyebrow as we swayed to the slower track that was playing then.

“Well I bet you every single man here wants to pull your pretty little wedding dress up and drive his cock deep inside of the bride’s pussy.”

I blushed wildly.

“Is that so?”

“Uh huh. Except none of them could reach as deep into your pussy or stretch it as much as I can.”

“Stop it, this isn’t the place,” I said playfully, hitting his shoulder.

He chuckled.

“Where’s the hubbie? Haven’t seen the guy here in a while.”

His hand went down to my butt and he gave it a quick squeeze. There were enough people dancing on all sides for this to have been hidden from other people, I thought.

“He’s...oh...he’s up in our room for tonight, early retirement.”

Dareon’s hand had just fanned the fire inside of me. I felt my pussy twitch. This was all way too familiar. I had been trained subconsciously to expect what usually followed. He pulled me closer and I felt his bulge pushed against my dress. I felt my nipples get hard. Every cell in my body was trained to follow this up by unzipping him, bringing his cock out and stroking it and fondling his big balls.

“My turn,” said Adrian who had walked up to us.

Dareon winked at me before he walked away and Adrian took his place.

“God I’ve missed this,” he said, his hands immediately going to my ass cheeks and palming them.

“Mmm,” I groaned softly.

Adrian had always been like this. To the point. No foreplay.

“Well feel it for the last time because you’re not going to get another chance,” I said.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t missed this,” he said, taking one of my hands and bringing it to his bulge, which I squeezed.

“I’ve missed it so much,” I confessed.

“Lindsey told us you were marrying a six inch cock motherfucker,” he said, chuckling.

“Couldn’t believe it at first.”

“He’s a good guy,” I said.

“You’re gonna be okay with this for however long you’re gonna be married to him?”

I bit my lip.

“Yes,” I said, taking too long to reply to him.

He smirked. He knew my voice lacked conviction.

“It’s too crowded in here. You should come to our room, we can drink and...you know, hang out for a while.”

“I...I’m not sure, Troy is waiting for me.”

Adrian pressed my hand against his bulge again.

“Well, your choice. We’ll be waiting. Room 203.”
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II

I saw my reflection on the polished door, the number ‘203’ was emblazoned on the golden panel. I looked a bit tired compared to my image in the morning but I was still beautiful. My hair was still nice, and my boobs were still on the verge of bursting out. I reached out and knocked. After a few moments of me standing and waiting there with bated breath, the door opened and Trevor smiled at me.

“Knew you couldn’t resist,” he said, grabbing my hand and pulling me in and slamming the door behind me.

Immediately he pushed me back against the wall and began to kiss me wildly.

“Fuck I’ve missed your pretty little white ass,” he murmured.

“I don’t have much time, okay? Troy’s waiting,” I said, my breath getting heavier and heavier.

We went to the bed.

“Where are the other guys?”

“They’ll be here in a bit, no worries,” said Trevor, enveloping me in his muscular arms and pulling me against him, making sure I felt his huge bulge against my tummy.

Our tongues explored each others’ mouths after so many months, making me realize just how intensely I loved this sensation and how much I had missed it, and how much I would miss it. I could smell his sweat from a long tiring day, mixed with the strong cologne that he was wearing. I was on my tip toes and my arms were around his neck, as we kissed like passionate lovers, and I moaned into his mouth.

Trevor and I moved to the bed, and I laid on my back and he got on top of me, both of us kissing the other with a burning intensity the entire time. I felt safe with him on top of me. His large, hard body on top of my soft, petite one just felt right. It felt like how it was supposed to be. I could’ve never felt that way with Troy, and I knew it. He was a nice looking, fit man but Trevor felt like he was five times the man Troy could ever hope to be.

“You look so fucking hot. I want to cum all over that pretty face and that pretty dress,” he said to me, kissing me hard.

Trevor pulled my top down and my breasts popped out finally after an entire day of trying their best to. Trevor began to suck on them, holding my nipples between his lips one by one and pulling on them, flicking them with his tongue and licking my breasts. I held his head to my chest, gasping with every touch of his pink tongue on my sensitive white skin.

He got up and took off his tux and threw it onto a chair by the wall. I got up and hugged him tightly and kissed him as he unbuttoned his shirt and threw it onto the chair, and began to unbuckle his belt and unzip his trousers. I kissed my way down his body, tasting his neck, his chest, his hard abs, and nuzzled his underpants which still hid his beautiful black monster underneath. I could smell his delicious musk, and it flooded by head with all the fun times I had had with his cock, all the times and places and all the ways he had fucked me. I hooked my fingers on either side of the waistband and slowly pulled it down. His cock was pushed down by the waistband, more and more, and popped up again as the head of it cleared it, and his cock slapped me gently on the nose, making me giggle.

“God I’ve missed this,” I said, taking a deep sniff of the beautiful black cock bobbing in mid air in front of me.

I planted a gentle kiss on the big head. His cock was still only semi-hard, and getting harder and bigger by the second. I held it and began to slowly stroke the monster, lying on the bed in front of it still in my wedding dress while my husband waited for me in our room. I had never felt so slutty before, and my pussy was absolutely dripping. The fire inside of me had never burned more hot. This was intensely erotic in a way that I had never experienced before.

“Suck that big black cock baby. Suck your daddy’s cock,” said Trevor.

“Mhmmm,” I said, sticking my tongue out, holding his cock up and licking it from the top of the head to his balls.

I took one of his clean shaven balls into my mouth and sucked on it before sucking on the other one. He tasted manly, and sweaty, and powerful. Obeying him felt good. I used to call him daddy all the time when we were together. I opened my mouth wide and stuck his big, pink cock head into my mouth. I sealed my lips around it and began suckling on it like a lollipop, nursing on it, as his hands held my head, and his fingers were in my hair.

I reached around his hips and held onto his tight butt cheeks, trying to pull my mouth further on his cock, taking more of my length inside of me. It had been a while since I had last done it but in all my time with the guys I had become very talented at taking their cocks deep into my mouth and throat. I often had them record it and send me the video, and it was like magic watching their long, thick shafts disappear inside of my tiny little mouth and my throat.

I held onto him and slowly slid my lips further and further on his black, veiny shaft, taking more of him in.

“Mmm, just like that baby. You haven’t lost your touch one bit.”

“Mhmm,” I purred in adoration.

“That’s it…” groaned Trevor.

I felt the head of his cock poke at the entrance of my throat, and I slowly pulled my lips away, leaving his shaft slimy and glistening with my spit. Trevor held my head in place and pushed his cock back in slowly, and then out, and he slowly began to fuck my mouth, like he had loved to do back in my first year of college. He began to build up his pace, his cock going in and out of my mouth, faster and faster, until he was pushing into my throat each time that he was thrusting, and his heavy balls were hitting my little chin.

After a couple of minutes of fucking my mouth he pulled out, and I gave his cock a few more kisses and licks.

“Let me fuck that married little white pussy, baby,” Trevor said to me, and I didn’t need to be told twice.

I laid back on the bed and spread my legs. Trevor pushed my dress up, up over my knees, revealing my thighs, until I had to hold it above my waist and my white little panties were exposed to his lustful eyes.

“Your husband was about to get a hell of a treat tonight, huh?”

“Yeah,” I said, giggling at him.

He began pulling my stockings off, followed by the garter belt that I wore, kissing my thighs all over in the process, and then finally pulling my panties down my legs and off. Trevor’s cock looked angry, fully erect. I couldn’t wait for it to stretch me apart like it had so many times, and to go deep inside of me and fill me up with his thick, manly seed. Trevor laid on top of me, and I wrapped my arms and legs around him, kissing him deeply. One of my hands went south, and I held his cock and positioned it at the entrance to my newly married pussy.

Our tongues played together as he pushed his cock against my pussy. I was already so turned on that I didn’t need any more lubrication and his cock stretched my opening wide and popped in, making me gasp.

“God, fuck yes. Put it in daddy,” I groaned.

I had forgotten how good this sensation felt. Of being truly filled. Of having a real man’s big black cock stretch the walls of your pussy as he penetrates you, going deeper and thrusting you into a higher plane of sexual pleasure.

“It’s so good. So so good,” I groaned loudly, lewdly.

I could feel his hard chest squashing my soft breasts, moving against my skin. He was developing a fine sheen of sweat on his skin, making it glisten. Trevor’s cock bottomed out inside of me, making me moan in unfiltered carnal delight.

“Fuck I love your cock so much Daddy!” I cried out, clinging on for dear life to Trevor, my arms and legs around him, clenched.

Trevor's glistening, muscular black body on top of me in my innocent white bridal gown, he pumped deep in and out of me, his balls slapping against my taint with each thrust. The sort of lovemaking I would never dream of my new husband giving to me. I had no regrets about coming up to this room. Trevor was fucking me faster and faster, making me squeal in delight, noises I hadn't made in a long while with Troy. He was scratching an itch I thought I had lost but which had just hidden itself inside of me.

I felt that delightful warmth begin to rise from deep within me. A strong orgasm, beginning to build. I hadn’t had cum from being fucked since the last time I had been gangbanged by the guys.

I was thrusting back against Trevor, writhing and moaning, trying to take in all of the ecstasy his giant cock was relentlessly giving to me. My pussy was just soaked, making wet squishing noises as he slammed into it. Trevor felt me getting more heated, and he began to increase his pace, going faster and faster, slamming into me rapidly, sending me closer to my orgasm with every thrust, and then finally pushing me over the edge.

I loudly moaned.

“Oh GOD! Oh yes! Fuck yes, fuck my little pussy daddy. Oh God, daddy. Oh yeah...”

His big, black cock had shot me up over the stars. I couldn’t tell you my name right then if you had asked. I clung on to him tightly as he grunted, and I realized that he was about to hit his own orgasm. I giggled, as Trevor grunted and kissed me deeply, pushing every inch of his huge cock deep inside of me.

I felt his warm cock pulsating inside of me, while Trevor tried to drive it up further inside of my pussy. I felt it spurt its seed, thick and warm. The spurts kept coming, filling my pussy up completely, until it began to leak out of my pussy. We kissed again, lovingly and tenderly, both of us trying our best to catch our breaths again.

“That was a good show, wasn't it?” said Victor.

“Told you she needed it. Our little slut’s missed our cocks, and badly,” said Adrian.

I peered over Trevor’s shoulder to look at the three of them, they were all standing near the door to the room, standing naked, stroking their big, veiny, angry cocks.

I smiled.

“Those for me?”

“Our gifts for the beautiful, young bride,” replied Dareon.

Trevor got off me slowly, making me gasp as his cock slid out of me with a wet plop, and his cum gushed out of my pussy and onto the sheets. The other three climbed onto the bed while Trevor went to the bathroom to clean up, and I sat upright. The three stood around me, offering me their three cocks an inch from my face on each side.

“Mmm, just what I needed,” I said.

We had done this many times before, and I knew exactly how to handle them. I reached out and held two of the cocks on the side, one in each hand, Dareon and Victor’s, and began to stroke them while licking and kissing the one in front of me, Adrian’s. He held his cock up and I stuck my tongue out and ran it up and down his shaft, down to his balls, which I licked and sucked, before I sniffed his entire cock.

Adrian moved forward and began rubbing my face with his giant black cock, rubbing the head of it on my lips and chin, letting the shaft lie across my entire face. The other guys joined in too and I smiled up at them with my face covered by three humongous black monster cocks. I stuck my tongue out and tasted them, and gave them a deep sniff. I could feel Trevor’s seed slowly drip down my thighs while I enjoyed the manly smell of the three cocks.

I opened my mouth wide and took Adrian’s cock in, and began bobbing my head up and down giving it a nice, good suck, sealing my pink lips around the thick black shaft.

“Oh yeah baby. I’ve missed this so much,” said Adrian.

“Mhmm,” I said, his cock filling my mouth.

I switched to Dareon’s cock in my mouth and began stroking Adrian’s cock, and after sucking him for a couple of minutes I switched to sucking Victor while stroking the other two. Trevor was now sitting on a chair stroking his cock, watching me on my knees sucking them off. I really felt in my element. This would be something unimaginable for most girls and most women but I was completely comfortable, pleasuring three men with my mouth at the same time. Three big, black, muscular men who could've done anything with me they wanted.

“Time to fuck the bride,” said Adrian. “Lay down baby. No need to take the dress off, darling. I want to fuck the bride.”

“And the bride wants to be fucked too,” I said.

I laid on my back on the bed once more, spreading my legs for the three men, pulling my dress up again.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” said Adrian, taking his place between my thighs while Dareon and Victor kneeled on either side of my face, and I began to stroke one cock while sucking on the other.

Adrian pressed the head of his massive cock against my pussy, and slowly pushed it in, his attempt made easy by Trevor's load inside of me providing extra lubrication. My pussy never sounded more squishy. His cock forced its way inside of me considerably quicker than Trevor's had. Adrian immediately began fucking me, pumping in and out of me like a machine, grunting with pleasure.

“Fuck I love that little white pussy of yours,” he grunted.

I locked my legs around his powerful hips as my pussy began to be pleasured once more by the relentless pistoning of Adrian’s thick cock. He laid down on top of me, kissing my neck and my breasts while I sucked on Dareon’s cock.

“You look so pretty in that dress,” said Dareon as I licked his big balls. “I can’t wait to cum on that pretty little face.”

Adrian was driving his cock deep inside of me, thrusting in and out wildly.

“Oh..oh..oh..” I squealed and moaned, and the bed creaked under me as Adrian slammed inside of me.

Adrian slammed inside of me and then slowly pulled his cock back out, and moved to my head while Dareon took his place and began fucking me. I was in heaven. I was surrounded by big, black cocks. Dareon had immediately begun to hump my little pussy, sending currents of pleasure up my spine. I had a delicious cock in my mouth, and another in my hand. No other bride could've have had a better day than this.

It was just like our days during my college. We'd all meet up at my place or one of the guys’ places and quickly get naked, and after a long day of classes I would just get pleasured and please for hours on end. We'd do everything, try everything. They had taken me together in every way that a woman can be.

Dareon'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 Dareon’s thick cock as I screamed with pleasure in the hotel room. He slowly withdrew as well and Victor took his place in between my thighs.

Victor had the thickest, girthiest cock in the group, and so he took his time, pushing his cock inside of my tunnel and then waiting until my vaginal muscles stretched and accomodated it. I was sucking my juices and Trevor’s cum off Dareon’s cock when Victor began to thrust fast, and deep. He fucked me for what felt like an eternity, sucking on my nipples, kissing me deeply as I stroked the cocks of the other two guys, and kissing my neck. And then he finally drew his hard, throbbing manhood out of my slick pussy.

“Come on boys, give it to me,” I said, kneeling on the bed.

I knew the routine the guys liked.

Dareon, Adrian and Victor and Trevor as well all stood up on the bed and stood around me and began to stroke their beautiful, big, black cocks. Occasionally one or more of them would rub their manly cocks and balls on my pretty little face, and I’d give them a bit of a suck and a lick to urge them on.

Adrian and Victor went off first, and began spurting their thick, creamy cum on my face. I opened my mouth and caught a sizeable amount of their delicious spunk on my tongue, that I gulped down with delight. One by one they let me suck their cocks and clean them up properly. A minute later after a bit of coaxing from my side using my tongue on his balls, Dareon held my head in place as he painted my face with his milky cum, squirting ropes of thick cum across my nose and lips and cheeks and forehead. When he was done I took his cock into my mouth and sucked the remainder of that delicious cum right out, and cleaned him.

Only Trevor was left now, and he pushed his cock into my mouth, and held my head so I couldn’t withdraw. Then he began to pump his cock in and out of my mouth, fucking my face slowly, and then faster. He had done this before. It’s what he liked. And I loved anything that he liked. I felt every pulsation of his cock inside of my mouth, and when he spurted his seed I tasted it, and relished every bit of it, before I swallowed it down. So much cum spurted from his cock that it distended my cheeks!

I’d walked into the room a chaste looking new bride, and now, resting on the bed trying to catch my breath with my face covered in the semen of three men and my pussy stretched out from four thick, black cocks, I looked like a sexy slut. My pussy was full of cum, my face was covered with it, and I stank of men and sex. And I loved every part of it. Why had I ever given this up, I wondered.
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III
When I sneaked into the room, I found Troy fast asleep, much to my relief. I went into the bathroom and took a long, hot bath, trying to sooth my sore pussy. I hadn’t been fucked like that in forever. I called room service and had them take the wedding dress away to the laundry. I would tell Troy I spilled some wine on it. When I got into bed beside my new husband that night, I felt content. A warmth flowed throughout my entire body, and I slept with a smile on my lips.
One thing I knew for sure, I was not going to be able to stay faithful to my new husband. I was made to please black cock and get fucked by black cock, and nothing would stop it.
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Sara Gets Taken By Her Husband's Alpha Bully
[image: Vara Damon]



I

“So did you think about it?” Ray asked me, that same haughty smile of his on his face.

“About what?” I said.

“My offer. I know Linus can’t please you. I know what your husband is packing, darling. I’ve seen him in our showers during school.”

I rolled my eyes.

“I ought to report you to HR one of these days, better watch out.”

“You won’t,” he replied. “You love our talks way too much.”

He leaned in close, until his lips almost brushed against my ear, sending a little shiver down my spine.

“Bet your little pussy is getting wet right now, imagining me riding you. Just take my offer, baby.”

I pushed him away, and a bit of his coffee spilled onto the ground from the cup in his hand. He chuckled.

“It’s never going to happen, Ray,” I said to him, walking away from the coffee machine, opening the door and rejoining the noisy office once more. I did feel a warm twitch between my thighs.

If you’re a woman you’ve probably met at least one guy like Ray. The kind of guy that thinks every girl is desperate to fuck him, and if she says she isn’t,she’s just playing hard to get. The sort of arrogance that only an entire life of lavishness provides. Those guys are easy to deal with when they're delusional, average looking Joes. It's tough when they are guys like Ray. Ray stood six foot four, broad chested and muscular, his features sculpted as if the dreams of a thousand women came alive. Steely, gray eyes and jet black hair to top it all off as if it wasn't enough already. Half Swedish, half Greek.

Ray was the sort of guy who women actually did throw themselves at. Most of the women in the office had a giant crush on him, be they single, married, or divorced. So did the HR lady. One of the reasons why I couldn't report him. I didn't know why he had developed this obscene fascination with me. He took every opportunity he could to flirt with me and tell me about his massive cock and how much he wanted to cum all over my face, and as if this wasn't enough, his obvious fascination with me had turned a lot of the women in the office against me.

The worst thing about Ray was that he was my husband's bully. Ray and Linus had studied together in high school as well as college, and Ray had made life really hard for Linus. Linus had been livid when he had learned Ray was working in my office and harassing me. I hadn’t told him exactly the things Ray had been saying to me. I figured no good was going to come from making Linus angry.

“Tall with gray eyes, you say? Ray? What’s the last name?” he had asked, animated.

“Svensson,” I had replied. “Why do you ask?”

Linus had groaned in despair.

“Jesus Christ why is this guy plaguing me?” he sighed. “He’s the guy who bullied me throughout high school and college, Sara.”

Linus didn’t seem to be willing to tell me any more details than that, but I’d pushed him again and again so he had relented and told me. Throughout high school Ray had been the most popular guy, whereas Linus had just been your average teenager. Ray had been the typical high school jock: rich parents, expensive car, super fit and sporty. Linus had been the smart kid in class so Ray had taken to harassing him almost constantly. Making fun of his looks, physically intimidating him, insulting him in class, the likes. The saddest thing that Linus said was that Ray particularly enjoyed doing one thing in particular, which was to make sure to flirt with and steal every girl who ever showed a bit of interest in Linus. In high schools all girls want is to be fancied by the most popular guy anyways, so they’d leave the idea of Linus as soon as Ray showed any interest in them.

It continued through to college, where Ray took it one step further. In the years that they were in college, Ray fucked three of Linus’s girlfriends and destroyed his relationships. Each time Linus had been sure that the girls would be faithful to him, but it seemed that no girl could resist him.

And so Linus pleaded with me to either find a way to get Ray kicked out of my workplace or change my workplace myself. This offended me and we had a bit of an argument. I told him that I was hurt that he thought I would cheat on him as well. I wanted to reassure him that nothing would happen. I was his and his only, and all Ray did to me was annoy me.

At that point of time Ray knew that I was married, but he didn’t know who my husband was. So his flirtations and raunchy words to me had no mention of Linus. But soon after, he stalked my Facebook profile and found out, and he really seemed to redouble his efforts after that. All this while I never told Linus the things Ray had been saying to me. A lot of them had something to do with deriding the size of Linus’s package.

Now I wasn’t oblivious. I knew Linus was on the shorter side of an average length, when it came to his member. I had had bigger guys before. And I knew Ray wasn’t falsely advertising what he had either. He had slept with some of the girls in the office, and they had nothing but adoring words for his abilities and his length. But none of it mattered anyways. It’s how you used the tool, not the length. And I had never in my life received much pleasure from vaginal intercourse anyways.
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II

“Is it because of Ray? You don’t have to talk to him babe, come on,” I said.

I was trying to get Linus to come to the office party two days later. I strongly suspected his reluctance to face Ray played a big part in his denial.

“Look, babe. Everyone knows you’re married and they’ve all been wanting to meet you. They’ll all think something’s up between us or something like that. I can’t go alone,” I said.

“I can’t avoid the bastard, alright? He’ll make sure of that. He’ll find some way to humiliate me.”

“So you’ll leave him be alone with me in a party with alcohol then?”

Linus gave me a dirty look. I shrugged, I knew it was a low blow. He knew that alcohol really got me loosened up and a bit flirty. I felt a bit guilty but of course it worked like a charm. He sighed.

“Okay fine. I’ll go.’

I hugged him tightly and gave him a kiss.

“Thank you so much babe. It’s going to be fun, I promise.”

Linus was dressed in a nice suit and I had put on a tight dress that ended above the midpoint of my thighs. Linus wolf-whistled when he saw me step down the stairs and into the living room.

“Holy hell, you’re dressed to kill tonight, huh?”

We kissed.

“Not like you aren’t,” I told him.

I did feel guilty about having to drag Linus to the office party, what right did I have to make him confront someone who had bullied him for years? I desperately hoped Ray wouldn't show up, it would make everything so much easier. But then again, I thought, how bad could it be?

We parked and took the elevator to my office floor. Things started off smoothly. I introduced Linus to a few of my bosses and co-workers. Handshakes and hugs were exchanged, laughs were had. People complimented my dress, and I complimented theirs. I did notice a lot of my male co-workers’ eyes lingering on for a bit longer than I’d usually expect. My wary eyes were of course searching for Ray in the crowd. So were Linus’s eyes I guess.

We were walking over to the drinks table to get some champagne when I heard his voice, and we both froze in our tracks.

“Sara! There you are.”

Linus and I slowly turned around. There he was, standing tall, dressed in his best. A beautiful crisp blazer, looking effortlessly, annoyingly handsome. I saw his eyes scan me from top to bottom, lingering at my cleavage, and then at my thighs, scarcely even acknowledging the fact that my husband was standing right next to me. I should’ve been hurt, and offended. But all I felt was a slight flush overcome my face.

“R-Ray…” Linus ventured. “It’s been a long time.”

“Holy shit, Linus! So good to see you, man,” Ray said, stepping forward and pulling him into a hug.

He gave me a sideways glance and winked, and I looked away.

“We’ve got to catch up, forgive me Sara if I ignore you tonight,” said Ray.

Ray took a glass of champagne in each hand from the table and handed on to me. I had assumed he’d give the other one to Linus but he took it for himself, and Linus had to get one for himself.

“So where are you working these days?” Ray asked.

“I’m just...well I’m in between jobs right now. I was working at Peterson’s up until a week ago.”

“At what position?”

“Regional manager.”

Ray smirked. His own designation at our firm was much higher.

“If you ask me I’m sure I could set something up for you here, for sure. Would be great to work with both you and Sara every day,” he said smoothly.

“You know, I’ve heard a lot from Linus about you,” I said to Ray, sharply.

He raised one of his perfectly shaped eyebrows.

“Oh really? What did he say? Did he tell you about our fun little games during college?”

I looked at Linus to see him quite red in the face.

“What games?” I asked.

“Fun ones. Just him and me and his girlfriends, together. Didn’t we, Linus?” Ray patted Linus on the shoulder.

I looked at Linus, and he was completely red in the face, looking flustered.

“I-I…” he began.

Just then of my bosses called out for Ray.

“Forgive me, guys. I’ll catch up with you two later,” he said, grinning widely.

As he walked away his hand came to my butt and gently gave it a squeeze which made me yelp. Linus looked at me.

“Nothing, nothing.” I said. “Just slipped a little. These heels…”

We weren’t really bothered by Ray for the rest of the night until I had to make a quick trip to the washroom. Ray cornered me as I stepped out again.

“Finally a moment alone with you. Why did you have to bring that loser with you tonight, huh babe? We could’ve come here together. Gone back to my place, and I would’ve fucked you silly,” said Ray.

I rolled my eyes and began to walk again but Ray grabbed my hand. I froze.

“Feel how much that sexy dress is affecting me, Sara,” he said, bringing my hand to the significant bulge, letting me feel it.

“Oh my God,” I had whispered before I could stop myself.

He felt absolutely massive! I could feel the warmth of his cock through the layers of cloth in between our skin.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Ray whispered.

I pulled my hand away.

“I have to get back,” I said, and quickly rushed away from him, looking around to see if anyone had seen us.

Thankfully, no one had.

I was soaking in between my thighs from that point onwards, feeling guilty about what had happened. I should’ve screamed. I should’ve protested. But I’d said nothing. And most of all, I was feeling guilty at the fact that touching his bulge had felt good, and naughty. It had made me so wet.

As soon as our car pulled away from the building I began pawing Linus’s cock. The thought had entered my head before I could even stop it.

‘Ray felt so much bigger.’

I chided myself for thinking it, and moved my hand back. The rest of the ride we were both silent, and I wondered what Linus was thinking.

“I’m sorry for taking you there,” I said, sighing, as we changed out of our clothes.

“Why?” he asked.

“It must’ve been awkward for you. This guy, who bullied you all those years,” I said.

“Yeah it felt like shit. But hey you aren’t supposed to hide from people like that. You can’t,” he said, shrugging.

As he pulled his trousers down I noticed a significant tent in his boxers.

“Ooh someone’s happy,” I said, looking at his erection.

“Wh-...oh..um, it’s just that your dress has been driving me crazy all night,” said Linus.

I shut off the light to the room, and we both climbed into bed and turned the night lamps on each side, filling the room with soft, warm light.

“Come here,” I said, pulling Linus close and kissing him lovingly, reassuring him.

My hand crept down and into his boxers, and I began to play with his erection.

“I love you,” I said, stroking his cock.

“I love you too,” he replied.

Something struck my mind.

“Babe?” I asked, squeezing his shaft in my hand.

“What was he talking about, ‘fun little games’?”

I noticed that Linus got all flustered again. I noticed the redness that immediately crept into his cheeks.

“I- I don’t know, baby. He was just saying things.”

I also noticed that his cock had just had a considerable reaction to what I had said. I had a burning curiosity inside of me now, but I didn’t want to push him further than I had already. I continued stroking his cock, kissing his cheek and neck and lips. His hand came up to my breasts which he began to squeeze and caress gently.

I wanted him to last longer. I had been wet for a long time now, desperately in need of a lay. But without any warning, Linus groaned and came in my hand.

“I’m sorry baby,” he told me, looking ashamed.

I licked his cum off my hand.

“It’s no problem, darling.”

I walked over to the bathroom to wash my hand, and came back and went to sleep, horny and unsatisfied and curious. I knew Linus. I had known him for a long time now, and I knew when he was hiding something from me. And his cock had told me enough to arouse an intense curiosity within me about the nature of this secret.

The next few days went by just like the usual. Well, almost usual. I went to the office, while Linus was at home searching for work. Except now, Ray had really started to lay it on thick. I knew he was trying to catch me alone every time I went into the break room just to get a cup of coffee or just take a break and eat something. He’d follow me in. He’d now taken to gently squeezing my ass every time he said hi to me.

“Don’t do that,” I had told him the day after the office party.

“Why not? I know you love it Sara. Here, you can squeeze my cock again in return if you want to, alright?” he said.

The nerve on the guy.

“No thanks,” I had said, turning away to focus on the coffee.

“So did your husband tell you about it? About the fun little games we played?”

I had remembered Linus’s cock twitching in my hand from the night before.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I’d said to Ray.

He had stepped closer, and I had looked up into his gray eyes.

“He wants you to fuck me, darling. He wants nothing more in the world than to see me ride you and stretch your little pussy open while he sits in a corner and jacks his little cock off.”

“That’s not true.”

“Ask him about the things we did in his room.”

Ray’s hands went around my hips to my butt, and he pulled me against him. I was almost sure he was going to kiss me, but he gave me butt a squeeze and then pulled away, and walked out of the room and into the office, leaving me standing there, sweating and wet, a burning heat in between my thighs.

That night I was making love to Linus, he was on top of me, and I had my arms and legs wrapped around him as he tired himself out slowly.

“God, you’re so wet, baby,” he whispered into my ear.

Ray’s words had been floating in my mind, keeping me in a constantly heightened state of arousal. Wet, soaked. Why had he said what he had said? What had happened between Linus and him? I decided to test Linus.

“Babe, Ray said something weird to me today.”

“W-what?” asked Linus, his breath heavy from his efforts.

“He told me that…-” I paused. I wasn’t sure how to say it.

“What did he say? Tell me,” Linus urged me on.

“Well he said that you wanted me to have sex with me, and I should ask you about what happened between you and him in your room.”

The impact of this sentence had been immediate.

“Oh God,” Linus had grunted, slamming into my pussy hard and cumming.

He laid over me as I cuddled him for a few minutes, before rolling off, spent. And then he fell asleep. No answers. Again.

I let the matter rest for a few days. Linus hadn’t brought it up again, and I had felt weird asking him about it. Meanwhile Ray continued to whisper lewdness into my ears every second we were alone together in my office. The entire day I’d stay wet. His words were always powerful.

And then I started having dreams. Sometimes I’d dream I was pressed up against the wall in the break room in my office, and a massive cock was diving inside and out of me from the back, hands squeezing and groping my breasts. And after fucking me hard and driving me to the point of orgasm, Ray would stop, turn me around and kiss me. He’d lift me up and I’d cling on to him for dear life as he’d impale me on his cock and bounce me up and down until my insides burst with pure pleasure.

When I’d wake up I would always be in the same condition. I’d be sweaty, incredibly wet, and boundlessly full of the need to be fucked. Linus would always be asleep when I woke up, and trying to rouse him into satisfying the itch between my legs was always an absolutely pointless exercise.

Sometimes I would dream I was in my very own bed, being fucked by a big cock, my arms and legs around Ray’s muscular body. His tongue in my mouth. Licking, tasting, wanting. I’d be aware of Linus being there, but he’d be on the side, watching.

“I love you baby,” he’d whisper to me.

“I love you too,” I’d moan back, as Ray’s cock would spur me on to even greater heights of pleasure.
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III

One such morning I woke up, wetter than ever and cock hungry, and got ready for work while Linus slept. He wouldn’t be waking up for another hour.

A few hours later I was working at my cubicle. The reports I had just printed out were to be submitted to Ray in his office. I’m ashamed to say it but I felt a twinge of excitement bubble up within me. A part of me wondered what he would say to me. I felt excited knowing how much he wanted me. The eyes of every woman in the office would follow me to that door and watch enviously as I go inside. If they knew the things he said and did to me they’d catch fire from their jealousy alone. I picked up the reports and walked over to Ray’s office door, and knocked.

“Come in,” came his voice.

I saw his eyes lit up as I walked in and shut the door behind me. His office was a cozy, rectangular room. One side was his desk and chairs, and on the other, a couch with a table in front of it, and a TV on the wall. The entire room was bathed in warm light from the sunlight being filtered through the closed blinds.

“Finally for once it’s you coming to me,” he said. “Giving in to the temptation, huh?”

“You wish.”

I laid the stack of reports down on his desk.

“Is today the day you decide you want to bounce on my cock, Sara?” said Ray, looking intently at my breasts that were highlighted in my dress.

“Nope,” I said, turning to walk out of the room.

I took a step but stopped, and turned around to face him. I had to ask. The curiosity had been building inside of me for days, and I just couldn’t take it anymore.

“What happened with you and Linus at college? What were talking about? What games?”

I remembered the way his cock had hardened in my hand.

Ray raised an eyebrow and a cheeky grin spread across his face.

“So your husband didn’t tell you, huh? Understandable, I guess.”

“Just tell me.”

“Come here first,” said Ray, beckoning.

I walked round his desk to the side of his large executive chair.

“Do you really want to know?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Then come sit in my lap and I’ll tell you,” he said, smirking.

I rolled my eyes.

“Are you serious?”

“Hey it's nothing you haven't felt before,” he said.

I was conflicted for a moment, but then I did something I would never have expected of myself, and let my curiosity get the better of me. I needed to know this story. Damn you Linus, you're the one making me do this.

I sat down on top of Ray’s lap, and immediately felt Ray’s big cock underneath my butt, hidden by his trousers.

“Good girl,” Ray whispered into my ear.

He held my waist.

“So, your husband and I. It began in the first year of college itself. I didn’t even know he was in the same college as me until his flatmate dropped out of college and they moved me in with him instead, imagine my surprise. Linus didn't seem very happy though. He even put in an application to change rooms but got denied.”

Ray’s hands started stroking my waist slowly, pulling on my dress. It felt good, no matter how much I tried to deny the sensation. His cock underneath me was getting harder and harder. It was massive.

“You know, somehow he actually began pulling in some pretty college girls,” said Ray. “I wouldn't have expected it of him. He barely got any in high school, the poor guy. But I guess college girls are much freer with their affections.”

His hands crept up, almost to the underside of my breasts, making me gasp softly.

“Anyways, we were pretty normal roommates for the most part. He usually made sure to bring girls around when I wasn't there. First it was this girl called Violet. Smoking hot broad, nice big breasts,” said Ray, grabbing a hold of my breasts and squeezing them, “innocent face. Not as pretty as you, but she was something.”

His hands went to my bare thighs and he began to stroke them slowly.

“One night he broke the norm, though. I don't know why but one night he brought her to the room while I was there. It was like 2 in the morning, he probably thought I was asleep or something. So his girl and him come in and go to straight to their bed, undressing in the dark. I could just about make them out from the light through the windows. She looked so hot. She blew him for a few minutes and then began riding him. It was hot, not gonna lie to you. Would've been hotter if he had lasted long. I would've been ashamed to cum as fast as he did. I wonder how you can live with it.”

His hands crept up further up my thighs, up my dress. My heart thumped in my chest, my breath heavy.

“Linus fell asleep pretty quickly, and his girlfriend got up to go wash up. She looked at me and saw me awake. Asked me if I'd seen anything, I said I'd seen everything. She smiled and went to wash up, and came back to bed with Linus, wished me goodnight.

“Couple of days later it happened again. This time she knew I'm watching and I knew that this time she was putting on a performance for me. I saw her look at me as she sucked his cock. I took my own cock out and began stroking it, and I saw her eyes go wide. As you know you so well, I'm a lot thicker and bigger than your husband. I don't know if Linus noticed her fascination, or if he noticed that I was jacking off to the show she was putting on, I was too focused on her. She rode his little cock again, squeezing her breasts, moaning and groaning, glancing at my eyes and smiling. It was the hottest fucking thing I'd ever seen. My cock was harder than it is even now, Sara.”

I could feel exactly how hard it was, nestled between the cheeks of my ass. I'd been horny all day and now I was wetter than ever before, Ray's hands stroking my thighs inside my skirt, so close to my pussy. My wetness was going to drip down my skin and begin soaking Ray's trousers any second.

“Mmmm,” I moaned.

It all felt so good. I could barely think of anything else. It felt like one of those dreams I had been having.

“Go on,” I told Ray.

“The show couldn't last much longer. Your husband couldn't handle it. He came in the condom, and Violet got off him. She washed up and got back into bed while he fell asleep. And half an hour later she crept out ot his bed and into mine. She kissed me like crazy, and immediately began stroking my thick cock. She told me how she’d been dreaming of it since she saw it first, imagining it inside of her while she fucked Linus. She laid down on the bed in between my legs and gave me a sloppy, slow blowjob, and then she got on top of me and began fucking me. Slowly, quietly at first. She was worried that Linus would hear and wake up, but she sure couldn’t keep quiet any longer when I began slamming into that little pussy, stretching it out with my big cock. ”

Ray’s hand reached my pussy, and he began rubbing it. His other hand came up to my chin and he turned my head and planted his lips on mine, taking me by surprise. My body was on fire. I needed relief. Every cell in my body told me to kiss him back, and that’s what I did. Our tongues went into each other’s mouths, and we began kissing, wet, urgent, sloppy, and I spread my legs wide while he rubbed my pussy faster, my wetness soaking up his trousers. After a minute he broke the kiss.

“Linus did wake up. I couldn’t get a look at his reaction, but as I was fucking his girlfriend and sucking on her breasts, a movement caught the corner of my eye. He had his cock out and he was stroking it, hard. The fucker was actually getting off on it. His girlfriend told me she’d never had anyone go so deep inside her pussy, how she’d never been fucked like that ever before, all while your husband was lying in bed watching it, getting off on it. She came twice, and then I filled her pussy up with my cum. She fell asleep on top of me.”

Ray kissed me deeply again, and I kissed him back. He had pulled my panties aside and was playing with my soaking wet pussy and my clit with his fingers, making me gasp and groan. I was incredibly sensitive. I needed to be fucked hard and deep, desperately.

“The next time Violet fucked him she didn’t even wait until he was asleep. He came inside of her really early. Violet had eyes only for my big cock while she was fucking him. She got off him and climbed into my bed, and took my cock inside of her immediately. You should’ve seen how quickly Linus’ cock got hard again. He came like three times to me fucking the living hell out of his girlfriend. She broke up with him soon after, and we fucked in front of Linus. A lot. He shamelessly jacked off each time, quietly.

“With his second girlfriend Alyssa he didn’t make the same mistake. Never brought her to the room when I was there. She was a sweet little girl, cute, Christian type. I’d seen her with him and she’d got my cock hard instantly, just like you did when I saw you here, Sara.

“Alyssa came to me instead. One day she decided to come to our room and wait for his classes to end, in her cute little skirt and sweater. She’d never seen a cock as big as her forearm before. You should’ve seen the look on Linus’ face when he came to the room and saw his pretty little girlfriend with my cock balls deep inside of her. Alyssa didn’t even stop fucking me, just moaned out a ‘sorry’ as I pumped my cock inside her little pussy.”

Ray stood up, kissing me, and then he walked over to the door and locked it, and came back, standing in front of me as I sat on his chair, staring right at his giant bulge. He began unbuckling and then unzipping. He dropped his pants down and out popped the biggest cock I had ever seen.

“You can touch it,” said Ray.

“It’s...enormous,” I whispered, reaching out to hold it.

Slowly my fingers encircled his cock, but couldn’t go all the way around it, it was just too thick. Ray took a step closer and placed his thick, warm, meaty cock over my face.

“If Linus could see you like this he could cum inside his pants right now. Do you want to know what happened with his third girlfriend?”

“Mhmm,” I said, nodding while he rubbed his huge cock on my face, my cheeks and my lips.

It smelled manly, musky, and wonderful. My legs were spread wide, and one of my hands went down in between my legs, and I began to rub my pussy and my clit.

“I openly fucked Alyssa in front of Linus many times over the next few weeks. She hadn’t broken up with him yet. They went out together still, to dinner dates and movies. She was the cutest little thing, it was a joy giving her the fuck of her life. But suddenly her Christian values kicked in one day, I don’t know what happened, but she broke it off with poor Linus. Of course she still showed up for a fuck a few more times.”

I was stroking Ray’s cock big cock. He unzipped the back of my dress and I stood up and pulled the dress off, standing in front of Ray in my bra and my soaked panties. He pulled me against him and kissed me. Then I sat down again and began stroking his cock with one hand. His eyes were fixated on what my other hand was doing, my fingers working my pussy, making squishy noises, my cum dripping down on his leather chair.

“This was at the end of our first year. He didn’t date anyone for quite a while after that. Wonder why,” Ray chuckled. “Well at the end of the second year he began dating this blonde chick called Tracy. I don’t know where the fuck he was finding these girls or what they were seeing in him, but god damn. Tall, supermodel blonde. Insane. I just didn’t get why she would date him. Pity? Who knew.”

I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra, and threw it onto the ground. Ray reached out and squeezed them, and then kneeled in between my spread thighs and began sucking on my nipples, alternating between one and the other.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since so long now,” he said, kissing me, and then getting back to sucking and licking my breasts.

“What happened next?” I asked.

He stood up, his massive cock bobbing in front of my face once more.

“This time it didn’t seem to me like Linus wanted to resist it. I think he knew what was going to happen. He wanted it. He wanted me to fuck his girlfriend. Their first date itself he brought her to the room. She asked him if it was going to be okay, with his roommate asleep a few feet away, and he said yes. So they start off, and she gave him a fucking stellar blowjob that just made me rock hard. I took it out and began stroking it. She didn’t notice until she was done with him, and I got the same reaction from him that I got from Violet. She was distracted the rest of the entire time she was being fucked by Linus. Of course that time wasn’t too long.”

I was now licking Ray’s cock, starting from the soft, pink tip, down the girthy shaft, to his massive balls, licking and sucking on them contentedly. No wonder he was such a relentless dog. The amount of testosterone those big boys must have been producing…. He laid a hand on my head and guided me up and down his cock.

“Fair play to Tracey, she did resist for quite a while. And then one day she walked in on me showering in the morning, and couldn’t take her eyes of my cock. I told her to get in the shower with me, and she didn’t resist. She took her clothes off and got in, and soon I was fucking the daylights out of her tight little pussy. Linus walked in a few minutes later, saw us fucking, took his cock out and began jacking off. He came within a minute, watching me rail his girlfriend, and then he washed himself, brushed his teeth, and walked out again. That set the tone for how things were going to be until almost the end of college for us. Tracey had almost moved in, and she was almost always naked. Linus and Tracey dated the entire time, and Tracey and I fucked relentlessly. Linus never participated. He had too much fun just watching me please his girl like he never could. We’d all be watching a movie together with Tracey cuddling with Linus and I could just take my pants off and she’d give me a nice, long suck and let me fuck her like I was married to her. Fuckin best thing anyone could ask for in college. That’s it. That’s who your husband is, darling.”

I opened my mouth wide and took the head of his cock into it. It all made sense. The way Linus had reacted, this story, everything. That’s why he didn’t want to tell me.

“Suck that cock, baby. Your husband wants it, you know it,” said Ray, stroking my hair.

My lips were stretched around his cock and I was trying desperately to take more of it in. Slowly my mouth accommodate more of him. It was such a foreign feeling. I felt weak, powerless, submissive. His cock was like magic. I wanted to please Ray so desperately.

“Good girl,” said Ray, pushing my head gently from the back.

I only had about four or five inches of his thick monster cock in my mouth but I could take no more. I began bobbing my head up and down, sucking on his delicious, delightful manhood. One of my hands was holding the thick shaft, and the other was in between my thighs preparing my pussy for the giant monster. I slowly withdrew my mouth, and then stuck my tongue out and licked Ray’s cock and his balls all over.

“Stand up,” said Ray, and I obeyed.

He pulled me against him and we began to kiss each other hard, his hands groping me all over, rubbing my dripping pussy, squeezing my ass, and my boobs. All the while his warm cock was pressed against my tummy, and I was fondling his big balls with my hand. He unbuttoned his shirt and threw it off, then picked me up in his strong arms and carried me over to the couch, where he laid me down and pulled my panties down my legs and threw them over by the desk.

Ray climbed on top of me, and pushed the head of his cock against my exceedingly lubricated opening.

“Ohhh,” I groaned.

Ray kissed me and applied more pressure to my pussy. His cock head parted my fleshy lips and stretched my opening out, and finally popped in. I groaned loudly but his mouth on mine muffled my voice.

“God you’re so fucking tight,” Ray said. “Like a virgin.”

His cock pushed deeper inside, sending a hurricane of sensations through my nerves, spreading me apart, stretching me. It went deeper still, and I wrapped my arms and legs around Ray’s naked, muscular body, clinging on desperately, as the most powerful orgasm I had ever experience ripped through me, sending my heart rate skyrocketing, making me tense up and my pussy contract and massage the monster cock filling it up. I moaned loudly, not caring how far my voice went. I was on another level of pleasure.

Ray and I kissed as I slowly descended and tried to get back to reality once more, my heart rate slowly coming back to normal.

“That’s the first time I’ve ever cum just from a cock,” I said in between heavy breaths.

“Not the last, I can tell you that,” said Ray.

Ray stayed inside me, unmoving, until I had a grip on myself again, and then he resumed pushing deeper. My pussy had accommodated him better now, and he quickly bottomed out inside of me, going balls deep inside of my pussy.

“Oh God nothing has ever been that deep inside of me,” I groaned.

Ray didn’t move for a while, letting my pussy stretch properly to accommodate his giant size. And then he began to slowly pull out. The friction between his cock skin and my pussy was sparks of pure pleasure inside of me. When just the bulbous pink head of his cock remained inside of me, he slammed it in, making me moan out loud.

“Oh...GOD…” I trailed off.

Slowly Ray began to fuck me. It was a sensation I never would’ve imagined was real. I felt so incredibly full. His cock was satisfying an itch I hadn’t even known was there since so long, and so deep. He increased his pace pretty fast, and soon he was pumping his entire length in and out of my gaping pussy. Ray’s office 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. What the other people in the office were hearing didn’t even cross my mind once. All that I could think about and all that existed in the word right then were the lips on my lips and the giant cock deep inside of me.

My hands around his chest could feel the movement of his taut muscles. He was a well oiled machine, perfected just for this particular purpose. He was fucking me like an engine, in and out and back in with mechanical relentless. I was being driven higher and higher towards another orgasm. Ray didn’t relent quickly like Linus did, he didn’t stop for breath. He just carried on pumping inside of me, without giving me and my pussy a moment of respite. Soon I was right on the edge of another orgasm and as he slammed his cock inside of me, I wailed and clung on to him once more, riding another mercilessly powerful orgasm.

“Ohhhh God! Oh yes! Thank you!” I moaned senselessly. “It’s like I’m losing my virginity again.”

After giving me a few minutes to catch my breath in which Ray kissed me and sucked on my nipples, he pulled out of me, making me whine, and made me bend over the backrest of the couch. He stood behind me with his cock in his hand 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.

Ray began fucking me hard, slapping my ass, making it stick. 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.

“God you’re so fucking hot,” grunted Ray. “I’m gonna cum.”

Ray’s pace became more and more frantic, until the slapping sounds our bodies were making together sounded like someone clapping as hard they could, with quick, metronomic precision.

“Ah, fuck,” Ray groaned, and then slammed into me finally.

He grabbed onto my hips with a vice like grip, plunging his cock as deep inside of me as he could. I actually felt the spasms of his gigantic rod as it began squirting his thick, manly seed deep inside of me. I felt the warm cum spurt inside of me, and quickly fill me up. He was cumming more than Linus could’ve ever dreamed to cum and he wasn’t even close to finishing. My entire pussy was filled with his seed and the white, thick milk began seeping out and dripping down my thighs. He leaned forwards and I turned my head to him and we kissed.
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IV
When I finally walked out of his office, a gentle smile of contentment on my face, I didn’t care at all if anyone had heard. The men were giving me sideways looks and I couldn’t tell if the dirty looks I was getting from the women were the usual ones or if something had changed. All I could feel was the warmth that had spread throughout my body and given me a spring in my step. I had finally been satisfied. Properly satisfied. After God knows how long.
We fucked every day in his office since that first day. What I couldn’t ever get from Linus I was getting in heaps from Ray and his monster cock. Both Ray and I knew that we had to fuck in front of Linus. It’s who Linus was and it’s what he wanted. 
I began telling Linus more and more of the things Ray would say to me each day, getting more and more personal. Linus had stopped urging me to change my workplace. He loved those sessions in our bed, fuelled by his jealousy.Eventually I did get him to admit to me that he wanted to see me get fucked by Ray. A few days after that Ray took pictures of me sucking his cock, licking his balls, taking his cock deep inside my pussy… And he sent it to Linus. And that was the start of something entirely new and delightful. I’ve got to be the luckiest wife in the entire world.
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Conservative Christian Girlfriend Gets Taken By My Bully’s BBC
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ALL CHARACTERS ARE ABOVE EIGHTEEN YEARS OF AGE.


CALEB

I kissed Zoey, with tears in my eyes. We’d been dating for four years now and I had never been away from her. She really wanted to go to Ohio State University and I tried to get in but just couldn’t, so I was going to attend a local one. She was disheartened, but there was no way I was going to tell her to leave the best college for her just to be with me. I wouldn’t do that.

We made sure to text and talk to each other a lot in the months right after, as she got adjusted to her new routine. Living with new friends, in an open, liberal environment. She was somewhat of a classic conservative, just like her parents were. Didn’t drink, didn’t smoke, went to church every Sunday. She’d been saving herself for sex so I hadn’t had sex with her yet. My own parents had always taught me the same thing but that was a big thing to ask from someone who had a girl like Zoey in a relationship with him.

See, Zoey was stunning. I guess I had always been a little bit insecure about that facet of our relationship. I was fit, and I looked alright, but I didn’t draw second looks from girls the way Zoey did from guys wherever she went. No matter what age, what race, what skin colour. Wherever she went, I noticed guys very quickly became aware of her presence. She was almost always dressed in knee length skirts, and she was curvy as hell. Having the privilege to have my arm around that waist had to be one of the best things throughout those four years, and her butt still made a point to be the center of attention despite a skirt being draped over it. And her face was angelic. I knew what every man who looked at her thought at first glance: I wish I could cum on that pretty little face. And I wished I could do.

I guess the first few months were alright. I missed her badly when I was at college. We were always hanging out together during school and in the period between our graduation and starting college we had spent so much time together. In that time I had asked her to have sex with me a lot, but she had always denied me. I’d figured we were to be together for a long time anyways, and there would be time for all of that later. My dick sure hated me for it but what could I do.

Talking to her as the months passed, I realized that Zoey and I had been having very different experiences of college. I guess that was to be expected. I was somewhat of an above average, geeky guy where she was a stunning girl. She was always getting asked to parties and being hit on my guys, and she told me she had made me a lot of friends there. On the other hand, all the people who had talked to me so far were the ones who chose to usually sit in the general area of the classroom I did. I always tended to stick to a certain place every day, I was a man of routine.

I remember 3 months into college when Zoey and I were texting.

“Guys still hitting on you?” I had asked.

“Yeah [eye roll emoji]. Discourteous, and uncouth. That’s all I have to say,” she said.

“None of them are too hot, I hope? ;)” I joked.

“They’re all clones of each other, babe. Just tall jocks, you know the type.”

I did know the type. The type that had hit on her and harassed me all through school. Nothing had changed for her, except me being out of the equation. I felt bad for her.

“And all my friends,” she had continued. “All they want to do every night is party! Drinking, dancing, smoking weed, ugh.”

“It’s fine if you do those things, babe. People all over the world do them, especially college kids. Go have fun!” I had reasoned.

I just wanted her to have fun. I knew how uptight she could be. College wasn’t supposed to be that boring.

“I don’t know,” she had replied. “Maybe someday.”

That night I had asked her to send me a selfie and I’d ferociously jacked off to fantasies of cumming on her pretty face.

By seven or eight months, I had noticed a change in her. She was beginning to change. She was beginning to open up with her friends at college. Her parents had of course shipped her off with clothes of their pick, knee length skirts, conservative tops, the whole deal. She told me her friends kept offering her their dresses to wear while going out with them.

Yep, she actually went out now. At first she just went out for eating or watching a movie with her friends, and they teased her about her dressing like fifty years ago. Finally she was coaxed into going out for a night of dancing. She’d resisted strongly, she told me, but her friends had worn her down. She had told me the next morning that she had actually quite enjoyed it. She’d danced with her friends of course, and hadn’t drunk at all.

I didn’t worry about any of it. The more college would open her up, the better it would be for me, I thought. Besides like I said before, I really did want her to have fun, and have a nice college experience. I myself had been going to a night out or two with friends. Of course I wasn’t going to ever cheat on Zoey, but it’s not like I could even if I wanted. All the girls seemed to be flocking to those same jocks from high schools. It was strange. Here they didn’t even have to chase skirts. They came right to them!

What did disturb me was when Zoey had texted me, a few days after the first night out, that Lance had met her.

“Babe! Ugh, you’ll never believe who else is in the same college as I am,” she texted.

“Who?” I replied.

“Lance Riley, of all people!”

Fuck.

“God damn. Can’t that bastard just fuck off somewhere? Where did you meet him?”

“Babe, Language! Come on don’t talk like that. And I ran into him right outside the building my class is in. Apparently he’s doing economics. But here’s the annoying part.”

“What?’

“He said that his friends had told him to wait there for a ‘hottie in a blue dress’! I was wearing a blue dress, they were talking about me! How dare these boys?!”

“He didn’t cause any trouble, did he?” I asked.

“No, but...he said that since you were out of the picture now, would I go out with him? I told him you were very much in the picture and that he could keep the offer to himself.”

“Good. I love you babe. [heart emoji]” I replied.

“You won’t believe how my friends reacted though, when I went back to them. They told me I was crazy! They said he had girls lining up for him all day. I said I was going to be faithful to you and they told me to just have fun! I can’t believe it.”

“Don’t listen to them Zoey. I love you okay? Next time you see him just tell him to piss off,” I said.

“Okay.”

Lance Riley had been the most popular guy at our high school. Six foot three, built like an Olympian, black and muscular. I see that things hadn’t changed for him in college either. Every girl in our year at school wanted to be with him. Every girl except Zoey, that is. Her parents would never have let her go out with a black guy anyways. They were way too old school for that. I doubt Lance would’ve given a shit even if he knew this. He knew she already had me as her boyfriend still he would hit on her every chance he would get. He would text her lewd stuff, insult me, tell her how much better he would ride her, until she had to block him. Flirting with her, and bullying me were the items on his agenda every day.

Once he had punched me outside of school and given me a black eye. Then he’d called Zoey and told her to send him a picture of her breasts or else he’d give me another one. I remember when Zoey had told me about it. And for some reason my cock always gets hard when I remember the way she had bit her lip.

“Maybe I should just send one to him babe,” she had said softly.

“What, are you kidding?! No way!”

“It’s for your safety babe. Everyone just likes him way too much and it’s not fair at all!”

“No. You’re not going to do that babe. Not while I’m alive.”

I’d gotten another black eye, but at least my girlfriend hadn’t exposed herself to my bully.

And now he was with her at her college while I was hundreds of miles away. That made me feel a bit sick. But I wasn’t worried still. Zoey wasn’t the type of girl who was going to get with a guy like Lance. Plus she was a virgin.

A couple more months passed. Zoey changed more. She would send me pictures of herself in the dresses of her friends, and they’d turn me on intensely. They’d display an amount of cleavage she wouldn’t have dared to display in front of her parents, and they barely came down to the midpoint of her thighs.

I was happy at first. I was elated. She was finally being sexy, she was finally being open and having fun. I was excited for the times we would have ahead of us. And then my happiness decreased a bit as the time passed. Zoey was going out more frequently now. She finally had her first drink and drunk called me. She sounded sweet and she slurred her words and told me how much she loved me. She sent me a picture of her with her shirt pulled down, revealing most of her breasts, just her nipples hidden by the cloth. I got hard immediately and jacked off. So far so good.

But as the time passed I noticed that she was texting me less and less after she would get back. More often than not she’d just text me and tell me how her night went the next morning. Our calls began to decline in frequency. Her texts felt a bit more aloof.

All the while Lance flirted with her. He was there outside of her classroom building more often than not, waiting. Now that I was not with her he was trying extra hard. She’d decided to just ignore him, all the while her girl friends instructed her to forget me for a night and get with him.

“They told me he has a huge...thing, you know babe?” she texted me one night.

“Cock?”

“Mhm,” she said. “How uncultured. Imagine getting with a guy just for that. I mean he’s attractive and all but still. Maybe they just don’t know him as well as I do.”

“You find him attractive?”

“I’m just saying babe. All the other girls find him attractive so he must be, I guess I can see it, you know?”

“Sure..” I trailed off.

She’d inflamed the insecurity about her that I had always had. Now that she was so far away there was no way I could constantly be with her and keep it under control. Now my conservative Christian girlfriend was going out frequently wearing short dresses, and drinking! I hinted that I wanted her to put the brakes on a little bit, but I’m afraid I did more damage than I helped.

“You told me you wanted me to have fun!” she’d told me. “I’m away from my parents for the first time in my life, Caleb. Let me enjoy this.”

“Alright, I’m sorry,” I’d mumbled.
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ZOEY

For the first time in my life I was experiencing the things all girls my age did. I was away from my parents, I had great friends, and we would go out and have fun and dance! Caleb said he wanted me to, and now he had a problem? I guess he just hadn’t expected me to actually go ahead and do all of it. It had annoyed me.

I guess I shouldn’t have called Lance attractive in front of him though. Lance had after all bullied him for a long time, over me. And now he was camping in front of my college building every other day waiting to hit on me. I had decided to just give him the silent treatment, but to my dismay it had given him even more of an advantage. He would walk along with me and whisper things into my ear and I had forbid myself from reacting. He towered over me. I was just five three and he was a foot taller. He would lean over to me and say things like:

“Now that you’ve left your little boy you can be with a real man baby. I bet your girlfriends have told you about this huge black cock. Come on I can’t wait to spread those pretty little ass cheeks apart and impale you.”

When he had said that to me I had felt a little shiver originate from between my legs, and it had confused me so much. He was saying all these filthy things. Lance had always been the guy who knew exactly how attractive he was. I would never say it to Caleb but Lance actually was pretty hot. Big broad chest, strong arms, smooth voice. I remember when he played basketball in our school. He would take quick timeouts to change his jerseys, no doubt showing off his clearly defined abs to us girls, his dark skin glistening with sweat. And I always tried not to look but failed. Every other girl just stared open mouthed.

I’d almost grown used to it. When he’d be there in front of the building, he’d flash a bright smile at me. I would roll my eyes and begin walking back to my dorm and he’d walk with me until we reached the building, whispering dirty things into my ear.

“Dreamed of this big black cock yet, baby? I bet you have. You know how I’d like to fuck you the most? I’d like to pick you up and hold you so you wrap your arms around my neck and your sexy little legs around my hips, and I’d impale you with my cock and bounce you up and down while we kiss.”

The same familiar warm between my legs made me shiver. A wetness, somewhere in my panties.

Not once did I shout at Lance or report him to the authorities or take any action. I’d just listen to him murmur his lust filled fantasies to me, and I’d walk home horny as heck. I’d begun masturbating now, God forgive me. I’d lock myself in my bathroom and rub my clit slowly, trying my best to think of kissing Caleb. But somehow Lance would pop up in my mind, and I’d picture the things he said he wanted to do to me, and I would rub myself faster. I wondered what it would be like, to feel the big muscles, the dark skin, the broad chest…

It was the night of my birthday so my friends had decided to treat me especially well. Lisa, Jessica, Aaliyah and Rachel. We had gone to a new place, a nightclub called Polaroid, which a lot of the students from our college frequented. A girl in our group, Lisa, knew the owner, so we were let in despite being underage. It was pretty much packed with people. The ambiance was almost overwhelming. Haze, hypnotic music, the smell of drinks and smoke. My friends all chipped in and we ordered an entire lineup of alcohol. We started playing truth or dare.

We were just giving each other dares like “drink this shot without any salt or lemon” or “go flirt with the bartender.” They’d just been asking me some personal stuff like if I masturbated or not. They knew I wasn’t going to go too far ahead with any dare they threw my way.

I was enjoyed myself quite a bit. I’d had a few shots, as had everyone. I was feeling warm and fuzzy, and the music had never sounded so amazing. I was answering things more freely. And then Lisa piped up.

“Holy shit, look!” she pointed.

Our eyes collectively followed her finger’s direction straight up to the back of Lance Riley’s tight black shirt. He was lit from the white glow of the lights illuminating the bar. He was laughing and talking to another guy.

“Dear God what I’d give to suck that guy’s cock. Heard he’s this big,” Jessica said, and we all looked at her to see her holding her forearm in front of us.

“No way,” I said.

“Yes way,” she replied. “Eyewitnesses have confirmed.”

“Anyways, we’d all love to suck his cock,” said Rachel. “Except for Zoey. Too bad she’s the only one he wants to give it to out of all of us. Unfair.”

“You know what,” Aaliyah grinned. “That’s your dare. He’s gonna spot sometime soon, I bet. And he’s gonna ask you to dance with you. And you’re gonna say YES.”

“No, no no, I’m not that drunk yet,” I said, giggling.

“YES WAY,” they all said in unison, and Rachel handed me another shot.

We were all looking right at him when he turned and his happened to land upon me. He smiled wide and the girls all looked at each other, giggling.

“Here he comes,” said Lisa, giggling. “You better not pussy out, babe.”

Lance walked over, dripping confidence from every pore, his glass of drink in his hand.

“I’ve never seen you girls here, this place just became so much better!” he said, his voice raised over the music.

“It’s Zoey’s birthday,” Jessica shouted. “Special occasion!”

“Holy shit, no kidding” he said.

And then he extended his hand to me.

“A birthday dance has to be on the cards, right?”

I looked up at him, and then at the girls who were all looking at me and giggling, urging me on with their eyes.

I sighed. Liquid courage did its magic, and I took his hand. I looked at him and there was a definite surprise in his expression, but he hid it quickly. He kept his drink down on our table and led me to the dance floor by the hand. As soon as I got off all I felt like doing was dancing. We both went to the dance floor, and Lance led me into the crowd. He faced me and held me, his arms going around my waist, and we both began to move to the beat of the music.

I had never been this drunk before. And I knew I wanted to get this drunk again. I couldn’t really tell what the song was. A bass heavy electronic beat that was putting me in a trance. Combined with the noise of the crowd around me it acted as some sort of lullaby. I shut my eyes and lost myself, my body moving on its own, guided by the dark melody. I felt Lance pull me closer. I felt his warmth against me. I felt that wetness again.

“So did you dream of my cock, baby?” I heard his voice drift into my mind.

I didn’t think. I couldn’t think.

“Mhm,” I nodded, smiling, remembering masturbating to fantasies of being fucked by my boyfriend’s bully.

“Do you want to get a feel of it?” his voice asked me.

“Yes I do,” I whispered.

I felt Lance take my hand to his crotch. I instinctively began palming and rubbing it, without even realizing what I was doing. I was way too drunk. I didn’t even want to open my eyes. The warm, thick thing under the jeans against my palm felt so good. I squeezed.

“That’s like it. Knew you wanted it baby,” whispered Lance.

I could feel his other hand on my slowly slide down, and come to rest on my butt, giving it a firm squeeze that made me gasp. I was feeling intensely warm in between my legs, dancing along with Lance whose warmth I could feel in my hand. I opened my eyes and looked up into his eyes which glinted in the changing lights of the club. He leaned down slowly as my hand stroked his huge manhood, and he kissed me as I wrapped my hands around his neck, my pussy on fire. His lips pressed against mine, and his tongue asked for permission to be let him. I was in no state to deny him that. He held me gently and we began to kiss, more and more fiercely. A wild lust was spreading through my body and I was grinding against Lance's muscular body, groping his massive cock while he grinded it against me and squeezed my ass. I wouldn't have remembered Caleb's name if you had asked me then. Lance's arms made me feel like I belonged there. I felt small, helpless, and an urge to obey everything he told me to do overcame me.

“Do you want to get out of here?” he whispered to me.

“Yes,” I said, and he took my hand and we walked out of the club together, girls giving me dirty jealous looks as we passed them, making me walk even closer to him.

It was the first time I had ever felt anything like this. I felt raw hunger. I needed a real man inside of me. I felt pride in knowing the man who all those girls would line up for had chosen me to be with him. All the things that he had told me he would do to me were floating in my mind. He was obviously much bigger than Caleb. That much was true. And the fact that he was black was such a turn on for me. My family would have fainted if they saw me in the car right then, my fingers gently rubbing my clit and fingering my pussy, my pale legs spread wide, one foot on the dashboard, showing myself off to this hunky black jock who was squeezing my breasts with one hand while steering with his other.

“I've dreamed about fucking you since so many years,” he said. “You'll look beautiful with my cock on your face.”

I moaned and rubbed myself more, enjoying his words and how dirty they were making me feel. Soon the car jolted to a stop and as soon as Lance cut the engine he had me pinned against the door, kissing me furiously. Our tongues were shamelessly exploring each other's mouths, and I was clinging on to him tightly. He felt so powerful, so big and strong. And everything about this felt so good. A few minutes later we got out of the car and walked into his apartment building. Up the stairs we rushed and he pulled me into his room. We both collapsed onto the sofa, a mess of bodies groping and kissing and touching. Lance began kissing my chin and my cheeks and my neck...shoulders...chest. He pulled my dress down and his hands reached behind me to unhook my bra. He pulled it off and threw it onto the floor. For the first time in my life a man other than Caleb was seeing my breasts. Lance quickly began kissing my soft breasts all over, and then took a pink nipple into his mouth and began sucking. I gasped. It felt good in a way that I had never felt before. I held his head with one hand while my other hand went in between my thighs and began spreading my wetness all over my pussy. His dark hands on my pale breasts were turning on me on intensely.

Lance began his descent downwards after kissing and licking and sucking on my breasts. He kissed the underside of my breasts and then began to kiss my tummy. I raised my hands up and he pulled my dress up and off, leaving me in my panties. He spread my legs and immediately dove in face first, and began rubbing his face in my crotch. It felt heavenly. I had never been this turned on in my entire life. Lance pulled my panties aside and kissed my hairy pussy. Then he pulled my panties down my legs and threw them onto the floor on top of the dress. This was it. For the first time in my life I was about to have oral sex with someone. Lance began kissing calves and my thighs, moving back up towards my pussy slowly. I was on fire inside, and all I could focus on were the sensations of his lips touching the skin on my inner thighs.

When he first licked my pussy from my mound to my ass I couldn't help but moan out loudly. I had never been this wet before and Lance was lapping up my juices with his tongue like a desperately thirsty man. His tongue went to work on my clit, and he furiously licked it, making me squeeze his head with my thighs, trying to get on top of the sensations that were storming through my nerves.

“God that feels so good,” I moaned.

Occasionally Lance’s tongue would dive into my pussy and he’d rub my clit with his finger. That was a unique feeling. I was getting wetter and wetter. I’d never known oral sex felt like this. Why had I been missing out on this all these years? Lance kissed my clit, and pulled on my pussy lips with his mouth.

Then Lance began to gently push two of his fingers deep inside me. He gave my pussy a bit of time to adjust to them before he began to rapidly finger me while licking my clit. I’d never felt like that before and I quickly began to feel an orgasm rise up from deep within me. He didn’t relent and pushed me further and further, his fingers going in and out of me quicker and quicker while his tongue worked my clit. And just like that my orgasm hit me like a freight train.

“OH GOD!” I loudly screamed, uncaring of who heard.

My pussy contracted wildly, and I felt like I was going to pee myself! I squirted out clear liquid that went all over Lance’s face, and he began lapping it up off my crotch.

“Oh Goooood,” I moaned as his tongue gently lapped at my sensitive clit.

“Did that feel good?” he asked.

“Better than I could ever imagine,” I said, in between my heavy breaths.

He kissed me until I’d caught my breath again after that mind blowing orgasm, and then he stood up.

“Do you wanna see my cock?” he asked.

“Yes I do,” I groaned, and he stood up in front of me and began unbuckling his belt.

Just then I heard my phone ring, the sound muffled inside of my bag kept on the sofa beside me. I unzipped it and pulled my phone out to see Caleb’s number and his face flashing on the screen. Seeing his pale face smiling at me from my phone hit me like a hammer. What the hell was I doing? I was cheating on my boyfriend of four years with his bully?! Guilt flooded me as the phone continued to vibrate and ring in my hand.

“Lance, listen…” I began.

As I turned to him I came face to face with a giant, veiny black cock. My mouth hung open and my phone slipped from my hand and onto the carpet where it stopped ringing.

“Oh...my...God!” I cried it. “It's so huge!”

“ Told you Zoey. Much better than your little boy Caleb. I've seen him when we were at school. This, is what you deserve, baby.”

He was right. He was so much bigger than Caleb. And his cock looked so much more powerful! I put my forearm beside it, and the base started at my elbow and then head of his cock ended at my wrist! And it was thicker than my forearm as well! I couldn't believe it.

“The girls were right. You're so big…” I murmured.

“Come on, stroke it baby.”

I nodded, and tried to encircle it with my fingers. He was way too big for that. So I just held it as firmly as I could and began moving my hand up and down his thick, long shaft. It felt natural and right. And his cock felt nice and warm in my hand. I could smell the musky scent of it. And it was making my mouth water for some reason. My pussy was already wet and ready to go again, and I was feeling the heat of lust throughout my body. Lance's cock had awakened something primal deep inside of my body that I had no control over. I put both my hands on his thick shaft and stroked him for a while, and fondled his big black balls.

“Do you want to taste it?” Lance asked me.

“I do,” I whispered.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded, and I obeyed. “Stick your cute little tongue out, Zoey. Good girl.”

I was sitting on the sofa looking up into his eyes expectantly with my tongue outstretched. He took his cock and began to rub it all over my face.

“I've wanted to do this for years to you,” said Lance.

He rubbed it against my tongue, giving me a delicious taste of his meat. I had always expected giving oral sex to a guy to be a horrible, disgusting activity but this was nothing like it. I liked the taste, and I wanted more. I grabbed a hold of his cock and began licking it, up and down the veiny shaft, around the bulbous head, and down to his balls which I sucked and licked.

Lance lay a hand on my head and stroked my hair.

“Just like that, baby.”

I opened my mouth wide and took the head of his cock inside, licking it all over. I tried taking more of his cock into my mouth, and I could only get a few more inches down before I felt that I would begin to gag. I began bobbing my head up and down. I was still unsure if I was doing it right, but I felt I was well from the way Lance was breathing heavily and his slight moans and groans. Both my hands were working his shaft, moving up and down. I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

“You’re a natural, Zoey. You’re made to suck cock,” said Lance. “Come on now.”

He made me stand up and he picked me up into his arms and we kissed deeply as he made his way to his bedroom. He laid me on the bed and climbed on top of me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him as he lined up his cock with my little pussy.

“Be gentle,” I said softly to him, blushing . “It’s my first time.”

“Wow you’ve been together since so many years and Caleb couldn’t take you?”

Lance laughed.

“Well, good for you Zoey. You’re first experience is one you’re going to remember forever.”

I felt him press the head of his cock against my pussy, and it parted my slick pussy lips. He rubbed it up and down my pussy, spreading my juices, before pressing it against my hole once more and then thrusting gently. I felt that it was going to tear me apart! But I had never been this wet before, and my pussy was ready. His cock began to stretch me apart, slowly. More than anything I ever used while masturbating had. I was amazing myself. The head of his cock stretched me further until it popped inside, and I groaned loudly.

“That’s it Zoey, you’re doing so good,” Lance said, and kissed me again, before leaning down and sucking on my breast.

His cock began to go deeper, deeper than any of my fingers or any shampoo bottle had ever gone. My pussy stretched around it to accommodate him. I could smell my own wetness, and hear the squishy sounds of my pussy adjusting to his massive cock. He pushed deeper and deeper until he bottomed out inside of me.

“Oh Lord, oh sweet Jesus!” I cried out in ecstasy, as I suddenly orgasmed, clutching Lance in my arms and legs tightly as my pussy contracted around his cock.

Lance lay still over me, kissing me deep, as my heart rate slowly came back down and I caught my breath.

I felt fulfilled in a way that I never had before. And just like that I knew that I would desperately need this fulfillment over and over again. A fire had been lit within me.

Slowly lance began to pull out, and then when only his tip remained in me, he thrust back in. I was being fucked. For the first time in my life. I’d given my virginity willingly to a black man, the same man who had bullied my boyfriend for years. It didn’t feel wrong now, it just felt incredibly naughty. I thrust back to meet his passion with my own.

Lance was falling into a steady rhythm now, and my pussy had accommodated him fully. Everytime his cock went deep inside of me I was thrust into another plane of pleasure. I didn’t know anything could feel this good. The room was filled with my gasps and moans, the sound of my wet pussy squishing, and his balls slapping against my skin. It was hypnotic.

His dark skin over his muscles was glistening with sweat, and I was getting sweaty too. Despite orgasming two times already I could feel another one beginning deep inside of me. Lance was slamming his cock inside of me now, with mechanical relentlessness. I wondered if Caleb could fuck me this way, if it were him instead of his bully on top of me right then.

A few minutes later Lance stopped, and then made me get on all fours. I felt the beautiful sensation of him stretching me out again as he embedded himself deep inside of me once more, and began slamming in and out of me, slapping my ass, making it sting.

I was moaning out loud now, and wondering what his neighbors would think.

“Your...oh...neighbours aren’t...ahhhhhh...going to complain about the no-oh.....noise, right?” I asked in between gasps and moans of fulfilling passion.

“They’re used to the noise by now,” Lance replied.

We fucked for a while before Lance pulled out. He sat down on the bed and I straddled his lap, impaling myself on his cock, facing him. I held onto his shoulders to support myself and I began bouncing up and down on his cock, my breasts and hair bouncing along. I wonder how it must’ve looked for Lance. He was looking at me like he was going to devour me. He already had, if you ask me.

I could feel my orgasm approaching. Lance pulled me close and hugged me tightly as he thrust up to meet my movements.

“I’m gonna cum,” he said as I began to slam up and down on his cock, hard.

Lance’s cock pushed me closer and closer to the edge, and finally I slammed down on him hard and clenched as my orgasm coursed throughout my body, the third one in the past one hour. Once more my pussy began squeezing his cock wildly.

The sensation was too much for Lance and he groaned and clutched me hard and began to cum. I could feel his cock pulsate inside of me, and I felt him squirt his cum deep inside of me. It was warm and thick, and it felt like Lance would never stop. He kept cumming and filled my pussy up, and it began to seep down my thighs and his shaft.

We kissed each other, his hands in my hair and mine around his chest, both of us catching our breaths.

“All those things you told me were true,” I said.

“Hey I’m a man of my word,” said Lance.

I didn’t go to my dorm that night. I called my roommate and told her I was okay. We fucked all night, in every position. In one night my sexual experience overcame Caleb’s and then dwarfed it. Lance came onto my face, my ass, and my breasts. He took pictures of me, promising me no one else would see them.

The next morning he drove me to a pharmacy and got me a morning after pill. I’d been anti-birth control until now because that was what my mother had taught me, but this situation was urgent. Then he drove me to my dorm, and we kissed and parted. I walked up to my room and collapsed, and missed all my classes for that day.

I couldn’t walk straight for days. I went back to my hometown for a couple of days in that duration, and told everyone my back hurt. Caleb seemed suspicious. But I didn’t care. I was just waiting to go back and fuck his bully again.
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CALEB
Zoey had told me she would be back by 11 so that’s when I called her. We had talked in the morning and I had wished her happy birthday but I wanted to talk to her again. The phone rang for quite a while before it was picked up.
“Hello?” I ventured.
Silence.
“Zoey? Can you hear me?”
Nothing.
I was about to cut the call thinking it was probably a technical fault at either of our ends when I heard something.
“Oh my God…it’s so huge!”
That was Zoey’s voice. She sounded drunk. Who was she talking to? What was huge? It sounded like the call had been received in her pocket or something.
“Told you Zoey. Much better than your little boy Caleb. I've seen him when we were at school. This, is what you deserve, baby.”
I froze. I knew that voice. It belonged to the same guy who had given me two black eyes trying to get my girlfriend to show him her breasts! What the fuck was happening?!
“The girls were right, you're so big!” said Zoey.
Was she...was she talking about...his cock?
“Stroke it baby,” he said to her.
I knew what he looked like naked, I'd seen him at school. He had a massive black cock. An image of Zoey stroking it with her tiny, pale little hands struck my mind. I felt a bottomless pit open up in my stomach. This couldn't be happening. At the same time I became aware of my cock becoming hard quickly as I silently tried to listen for more through the phone. I could hear heavy breathing. Was she stroking his cock? His cock erect would’ve been too big to fit in her hand, she would’ve needed both. I pictured her stroking his massive cock with both her hands. Was she on her knees in front of him?
“Do you want to taste it?” Lance asked her.
“I do,” I heard Zoey say quietly.
“Open your mouth,” I heard him say, and for some reason I knew that my girlfriend was obeying him. She’d always been submissive in that way. “Stick your cute little tongue out, Zoey. Good girl. I've wanted to do this for years to you,” said Lance.
I pictured him rubbing his cock all over my girlfriend’s angelic face. I should’ve cut the call and thrown my phone away in disgust. I should’ve stopped the torture but I didn’t. I was painfully hard now, and intensely turned on. And at that moment I would’ve given anything to be able to see what Zoey was doing to him.
I could hear sounds...and they sounded like licking and sucking. Was Zoey giving him a blowjob? She’d always told me that she had found it disgusting to think of!
I remembered all the times he had hit on Zoey in school while I was right there, feeling humiliated and powerless. And now my baby was sucking his black cock! The sucking and licking sounds continued.
“Just like that, baby,” I heard Lance groan.
A few minutes later I heard Lance speak again.
“You’re a natural, Zoey. You’re made to suck cock,” he said. “Come on now.”
I heard some movement followed by sounds of kissing, and then steps fading into silence. They had left the room.
I listened for a few minutes, hoping to hear more. Dreading what I’d hear next. I began to hear Zoey’s moans through the walls, muffled. The sounds of two people fucking passionately. I took my cock out and began stroking it, imagining my angelic girlfriend under Lance’s muscular black form, them kissing passionately as they fucked each other. I cut the call after I came for the third time.
The next day I received images from an unknown number. And there was Zoey, smiling, her angelic pale face covered with cum. Another picture of her legs spread and a huge black cock spreading her wide open. Another one, where she was sucking on Lance’s balls. My cock was sore all day from the number of times I masturbated looking at them.
No, I didn’t break up with Zoey. I think both of us had discovered who we really are. That’s what college is meant to do to you. I married Zoey after we graduated, and as I type this Lance is in the other room, making my wife moan like no other lover of hers can.
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My Lovely White Wife Got Taken By BBC
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The time on the corner of my laptop screen read 12:46 am. Maya had been out since 7. I had just finished a long masturbation session, stroking my cock watching videos of wives getting fucked by big black men. It was then that I heard a car door shut. Soon after the door opened and closed downstairs. My wife was home. A minute later the door opened, and she walked in, looking as beautiful as she did when she left, even if a little ruffled, her makeup sensuous and her dress downright gorgeous.

“Hey baby,” she cooed.

“How was your girls’ night out?” I asked, as she bent down and kissed me.

I tasted alcohol and something else I couldn’t quite place.

“It was amazing, honey. I had so much fun,” she said, slurring just a bit. “My legs hurt from all the dancing.”

I pictured her dancing with another man. Someone much taller than me, much stronger, much...darker. My cock gave a little twitch. Every month once or twice Maya would go out with her college friends, and they’d all get drunk. I’d tried to make my way along but she had always refused me. Girls night only. I could only see the photos they uploaded and what Maya chose to tell me. I used to get jealous at first, wondering what they were doing. It’s no secret what a gang of drunk girls can encourage each other to do. After a few times I recognized the excitement I’d feel, mixed with the potent jealousy. It was a heady mixture, one that could get me hard as fuck.

Maya was the sort of woman who had always turned the heads of men wherever she went, from a young age. I’d been a witness to this because we had started dating back in college, and I had experienced it first hand. She had really won the lottery when it came to her body, and I had won the lottery in having her for my wife. I could spend an entire evening just kissing her round butt or sucking on her nipples and squeezing her soft, plump breasts.

On top of all this Maya was a pretty outgoing person. I knew that when she’d get drunk she’d also get flirty. She was one of those women, who always were the center of attention wherever they walked in. There was no way she wasn’t at least talking and flirting with the guys wherever she hung out with her friends.

Maya began taking off her dress, revealing her perfect naked body lit in the lamp light.

“You didn’t wear any underwear?” I asked, stunned.

“No babe, the lines would’ve shown over the dress,” she reasoned.

“Uh huh,” I said, unsure.

“You fapped thinking of someone else fucking me?” she asked.

“Erm…,” I turned red. “Uh, no, no I didn’t.”

“Oh baby, what did I say? You don’t have to be ashamed of it.”

Maya had discovered what I had been masturbating to a couple of months ago. She’d been browsing the internet on my phone and apparently at some point I had fucked up and opened some porn on the non-incognito mode, and it showed up as an autosuggestion. She’d confronted me about it when we were having sex that night, and I had fucked her like it was our wedding night. I still masturbated to that night, thinking of the things she had said that day to me. She was the one who had talked about getting fucked by a big black cock, and I’d become addicted to the idea.

“Yeah okay, I did,” I confessed to her.

She laid down beside me on the bed, naked, and kissed me.

“You’re so sweet, Kyle,” she said.

I was getting hard again looking at her naked, wondering what she’d been up to in the hours before now. Her hand reached under the sheets and held my cock, and slowly began to stroke it, bringing it back to life.

“I hope this boy’s ready to go again, I need it badly,” Maya whispered into my ear.

She began to kiss me, and I held her close and kissed her back, squeezing one of her breasts softly, as our tongues twisted around each others’ and danced together.

“Do you want to know what I did today?” she asked.

“Mhmm,” I nodded.

“Alright. I’ve got a nice little surprise for you.”

She continued stroking my cock and I reached down between her legs and began to rub her pussy, and to my surprise I found that it was absolutely soaking wet!

“I left and went to Providence and sat at our table. Abby came right after I did, and then Rachel came. Jen and Tracy were late as always so they took like fifteen minutes to get there. We just caught up over wine and had some nice foie gras. At around eight forty five Rachel said she really wanted to go check out this new night club called Exploration, so we went there. Babe, honestly, we need to go there together. It’s so much fun, and the ambiance is perfect.”

“Alright, no problem,” I said.

“Anyways, so we go in there. The bouncer let us cut the line, thank God. I would’ve hated standing outside in this heat. So we go in there and we get a table. Rachel wanted to dance the most so she went off and immediately some guy came up to her and they began to dance together, grinding and everything. You know how Rachel is. It was hot looking at them, to be honest. Rachel’s like my height, and the guy was this big, muscular black guy at least six three in height, so he was towering above her and she was trying to rub her ass on his crotch.”

“Uh huh,” I said.

“Sorry babe, too much detail?” Maya asked me, giving my cock a light squeeze and winking.

“Hey, go into as much detail as you can,” I told her.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “So, soon a couple of guys came over and asked Jen and Abby to dance with them, and they were way too hot for Jen and Abby to say no, so off they went as well. And then the same happened with Tracey, so I’m sitting there alone, sipping on my sangria.”

“No one asked you to dance?” I asked, finding that really curious.

“By now I had turned down lie five guys,” Maya said.

That was more like it.

“And then Gareth came over and asked me to dance, and I couldn’t say no to him,” she said.

“What, who is Gareth?” I asked.

“Well I didn’t know him. He was this huge black guy, well dressed, muscular. I don’t know what exactly it was about him but I found it really hard to turn him down. Maybe it was the alcohol doing its work by that time, you know? I can’t really point it out. Anyways, I took his hand and off we went to dance.”

My cock twitched and Abby must’ve felt it because she gave it a little squeeze.

“You know what, when we were walking over to the dance floor I looked around and saw quite a few young girls and women look pretty jealous that Gareth was leading me by the hand to the dance floor. It made me feel good. Maybe that’s why I had agreed to him. I could’ve subconsciously picked that jealousy up?”

“Maybe,” I offered.

“So we went over to the dance floor into the crowd, and began dancing. He put his hand around my waist and pulled me close and we began to move. I was definitely drunk at this point. So I was getting pretty carefree, and letting him have some liberties, and I was just trying to enjoy myself. I was close enough to him to smell his cologne, and his muscles under his crisp shirt. He was so big, and strong. I felt safe with him, to be honest.”

I was acutely aware of my cock betraying my arousal in my wife’s hand. She didn’t alter her pace of stroking my cock and just carried on as usual. She must’ve noticed it. He asked me what my name was and I told him, and he asked me how long I’d been married, looking at my wedding ring, and I told him. He told me his name. He was just 21 years old, straight out of college! 9 years younger than me, think about that. And no offense, baby, but he was so much younger than you but still so much manly. I don’t mean that in a mean way, you know I don’t care about this stuff but still. You’re my baby but he really felt like he could own me, you know?”

I was fully hard now, in Maya’s soft hand.

“So after a while I noticed that Rachel, Jen and Tracey were back at the table and they were giggling and observing me dancing with Gareth, so I told him it was nice meeting him and dancing with him, and that I was going to go back to my table now. You’re not going to believe this but he actually pulled me closer against him and told me that we should stay dancing a little longer. Babe, I kid you not when he pulled me against him his bulge pressed against my tummy, and he was -so huge-! I didn’t think it was real. It really distracted me. But I thought that I was having fun after all, and I might tease the girls watching, give them a show, you know?”

“Mhm,” I groaned, my wife’s masterful hand giving me intense pleasure.

“So we began to dance again, real close this time, my hands around his chest, clinging to him, his hands at my ass, giving it a nice little squeeze. I could feel his cock hard under his pants and I was pressing against it, my boobs were pressing against his chest. He was definitely getting a nice view down my top too, what with me not wearing a bra and all.”

“No one noticed this?” I asked, imaging the man’s big, black hands on my wife’s ass.

“We blended in, really. Everyone around us was dancing the same way, all close and intimate. Next time when we go together we can dance the same way honey,” she told me. “Or maybe,” she said, squeezing my cock, “I can dance with another big, strong black man while you watch from the tables this time?”

Maya winked at me. God I was so turned on.

“So I had my arms around his neck now, and we were just rubbing against each other more than we were dancing. I could feel him getting harder. It had to be as big as my forearm, I thought. He said that my breasts looked really beautiful, and that he was glad that I wasn’t wearing a bra. Babe I swear I turned so red!”

“What did you say?” I asked.

“I couldn’t believe I said it, honey. It had to be the alcohol or something, but I told him ‘I’m not wearing any panties either.’ And he smiled at that. I felt his hands go below my ass and then he pulled up my dress and squeezed my bare ass cheeks, baby! I couldn’t believe it! But we were like in the middle of the crowd and the lights were all flashing and it was mostly dark so I don’t think more than a couple of people realized what was happening.”

“God that’s so fucking hot Maya,” I confessed. “Slow down, you’re going to make me cum.”

Maya’s hand stopped stroking me.

“You’re not mad, are you? It was your fantasy after all,” Maya cooed into my ear, kissing my cheek.

“What happened then?” I asked.

“He whispered, ‘you know, there’s just one thing a married woman wants when she walks into a place like this, dressed as you are, nothing under her pretty little dress, letting another man squeeze her bare ass.’ I asked him what he meant. He unzipped with one hand, and took my hand and pushed it into his fly! The balls on that guy! Literally too babe, he had huge balls. But I felt his cock, and it was like I thought! It was so fucking thick and warm and long! I had to see it. I just had to. You’re not mad, are you?”

I pulled Maya to me and wildly began to kiss her as she resumed stroking my cock.

“No I’m not baby. No I’m not,” I said.

“He asked me if I wanted to get out of there and get a good look at what I was grabbing, and I couldn’t say no,” Maya told me. “Then he leaned down and began to kiss me while I fondled his huge cock. Our tongues danced together and we kissed for such a long time. My pussy was feeling so warm and wet by now, baby. I was kissing him back so passionately. Of course it wasn’t like anything when we kiss, you know? You don’t need to be threatened. It was...different. More intense, less romantic, you know? Like I was some girl that he was just fiercely taking.”

“Oh,” I groaned.

Maya stopped stroking my cock again, sensing that I would cum if she continued. I was turned on beyond imagination, imagining my pretty little wife in the middle of a dance floor, her hand in a big, muscular black man’s pants, kissing him.

“I gave a thumbs up to the girls at the table and they cheered as Gareth led me out of the club by my hand. We went into the parking lot where his sports car was parked, and he drove to his flat, like ten minutes away. This was all around ten o'clock, by the way. He led me up to the door and he opened it, and as soon as we were inside he pinned me against a wall and began kissing me. I couldn’t help it babe, I was so turned on at that point that I was grinding on him shamelessly, like I used to do with you back in college, remember?”

“Yeah I do,” I said, filling up with that potent mixture of jealousy and lust again.

“He was squeezing my ass and I was rubbing his bulge over his pants. And then he picked me up by my waist in his arms, and carried me over to the couch and laid me down. I felt so powerless in his arms baby, but my pussy got so wet. You know how much I love being picked up. You aren’t strong enough to do it but he was so strong he picked me up like I weighed nothing! Even though he’s so much younger! Anyways, we kissed some more for a while and then he put on some music. And then he told me I was beautiful and that he wanted to see me dance for him!”

“What did you say? I do love watching you dance, no wonder he asked for it. Your body is made for moving like that.” I asked. Maya was squeezing lightly and rubbing my balls now.

“ Awwh babe, thanks so much! Well there was nothing to say. I stood up and started to slowly dance, you know? Just moving my arms and my hips, thrusting my boobs out, you know how I dance. It was pretty sexy. And then after a while I slowly slid the straps of my dress off my shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Then I walked over to Gareth and sat straddling his lap and started kissing him again. I could feel his huge cock under me. He unzipped and pulled it out, and holy shit babe. It really was almost as big as my forearm, and so god damn thick! I tried wrapping my fingers all the way around it but there was no way that I could! I began stroking it and rubbing my pussy on it, you know? It felt so good babe. I’ve never seen a cock that big before. It was so veiny and angry and black.”

“Weren’t you scared? That it was so much bigger than mine was?” I asked her.

“I was more excited than anything else,” Maya replied.

I reached down between her legs and began rubbing her soaking wet pussy again, and she spread her legs to allow me better access.

“He pulled me close and began sucking on my nipples one by one, and I wrapped my arms around his neck and slowly grinded my pussy on the shaft of his big cock,” Maya said.

Hearing these words come out of her pink lips were an erotic shock to my body. Was I in a dream or was this really happening?

“He licked my breasts and began kissing his way up my chest and neck to my lips, and we sucked on each others’ tongues for a while. And then he asked me if I wanted to taste his cock.”

“What did you say?” I asked Maya, gulping.

“I said yes baby. And I slowly kneeled in between his legs until my face was inches from his massive cock and big balls. I could smell his musk, he smelled so manly and erotic.”

“You always complain about my smell,” I said, frowning.

“But this was different, baby,” said Maya. “He smelled different. He tasted different too. I stuck my tongue out and took a good lick from his balls to the head of that big black cock. I wanted to please him so badly, to take that big hunk of meat deep into my mouth. It was all so different and exciting. He asked me what my husband’s name was, and I told him your name.”

“Why did he ask that?”

“He asked if your cock was as big as his,” Maya said, biting her lip.

“What did you tell him?” I asked.

“Well I told him the truth, honey. I said that your cock wasn’t even half his size, which is true! You’re not hurt are you babe? He laughed and held my head and I began to lick his cock again. It was so big babe, it’s insane. I sucked on his balls one by one, and kissed them, he really liked that. I know you’ve asked me to do it to you before and I’ve said no but like I said baby, this was different. I was also drunk, you know? Plus it’s different doing this stuff with a stranger rather than your husband. You understand right?”

“Yeah...I understand,” I said.

Her hand was stroking my cock slowly again, pressing the head between her fingers.

“So I started sucking on his cock. I had to open my mouth so wide that it strained my jaw to be honest. I sucked on his big head for a while, it tasted so manly and nice. And then I tried taking more of him into my mouth. I could only take a little bit, he was so thick! So after a while I just started fucking his big black cock with my mouth, because there was no way I was getting more of it down my throat. All the while he was so turned on. He was groaning and moaning and telling me how good it felt. I really wanted to please him. He told me to suck it well so I could tell my husband later all about it. So I sucked on his cock, pulled it out and then licked and kissed every single inch of his black cock skin, and sucked and licked on his balls again. He told me I was a perfect cock sucker. You won’t believe it honey but honestly when I heard that I felt so proud of myself! It’s weird.”

“Then he told me to stand up, and he made me put one of my legs up on the couch as I stood in front of him. He held my ass to support me and then he just buried his face in my pussy! It was amazing, he was so young but he still really knew how to use his tongue on a woman. I should’ve recorded a tutorial from him to tell you babe, he was that good. I immediately began moaning as his tongue teased my clit and lapped up my juices. He was relentless.”

“That sounds so god damn Hot, honey,” I told her, the vivid picture of a strange black man’s head buried in between her legs driving me crazy, along with my wife’s hand on my cock.

“It felt so incredible. I could’ve stood there all night getting eaten out by him. You know how much I like getting eaten out babe. His tongue was going up and down my clit and my pussy, diving inside so he could fuck my pussy with it. It felt heavenly.”

I rubbed her clit as she spoke, and she moaned in pleasure.

“Just like that baby,” she whispered.

“He ate me out like that for a while and then he made me sit on the couch and spread my legs, and he kneeled in between my thighs, and buried his face in my pussy once again, getting my juices all over his face. And then he pushed a finger in! He was such a big guy that his finger was already pretty thick and long. I think I could’ve fucked his finger to orgasm alone! He started pushing it in and out, reaching deep inside and pulling out, quicker and quicker. I was moaning so loudly baby. With his other hand he was rubbing my clit after wetting his fingers with my juices. And then he pushed another finger in, and began fingering me super quickly with two fingers inside of me. He was playing with me like I was a toy baby, but it felt so goddamn good. He knew exactly where my G-spot would be. I always have to direct you baby and you still can’t find it most times.” Maya shook her head.

“So I was on the couch, completely naked, with my legs spread really wide now, and Gareth was kneeling in front of me, fingering me so fast that droplets of my juices were flying off everywhere, it was insane. I felt that I was going to cum and I told him and he just kept on, didn’t slow down or speed up at all, just relentless constant pleasure, and I came so hard babe. I squirted! For the first time in my life I’ve squirted outside of masturbating! My pussy was just contracting on his fingers wildly and I was gushing out liquid. It was incredible, I squirted further than you can cum babe. Well you rarely squirt anyways, your cum usually just dribbles down doesn’t it? Anyways, it felt so incredible. I was in just heaven after that, trying to catch my breath. I could feel Gareth just gently lapping up my pussy juices. Pure ecstasy, babe. We need to do that sometime soon. I’m going to need it again.”

“God that sounds so fucking hot, Maya,” I told her. “I wish I could’ve been there to see it.”

“Awwh I know babe. I’m sorry I didn’t think of recording it for you. I was just not thinking at that time,” she said.

“What happened next?” I asked her.

“After I’d come down from the high of the orgasm, Gareth picked me up in his arms again, kissed me and carried me to the bedroom! All the while he carried me I could feel his cock poke up my ass. It felt so naughty, baby. He laid me down on the bed and I spread my legs and he got on top of me and began sucking on my nipples while his hard cock rubbed against my pussy. He asked me, ‘What do you want?’”

“What did you say?” I asked.

“I told him I wanted to get fucked by his big black cock, baby. I told him I wanted to get fucked like I had never been fucked before. I told him I wanted his huge cock to stretch my pussy out and fill it up with his cum. I couldn’t lie baby, could I?”

“No, I wouldn’t want you to lie,” I said, kissing Maya.

Maya realized that I was really close to cumming again, and so she stopped jerking me once again.

“Do you know what Gareth told me after that?” Maya asked.

I shook my head.

“He told me he was going to fuck me harder than you ever could, and stretch my pussy out, and fill me up with cum for me to come home to you.”

She moved my hand away from her pussy and pushed two of her own fingers in deep and pulled them out and held them up to my lips and I began to lick and suck on them. I tasted her pussy juice, sweet and thin but I also tasted something salty and thick.

“I love you babe,” Maya said.

“I love you too honey. Tell me what happened next,” I said.

“He kissed me and clutched me in his big arms, and I held his cock and pointed it at my pussy. He began pushing against it and slowly his cock head started pushing inside of me. I was so wet but it still took effort for him to part my pussy lips and enter me, he was so huge. Trust me babe I’ve never fucked anyone with a cock as big as his. So his big cock head popped into my pussy and stretched me open, and I began moaning. It felt so, so good. I told him to go slow because I’d never had someone as big as him before and he told me I had a really tight cunt. It felt so good, babe.”

Maya sat up and straddled my face.

“Have a good taste baby, I brought this present just for you,” she said.

Her pink, swollen pussy was an inch from my face, and she descended, pushing it against my face, covering my face in the mixture of her pussy juice and her black lover’s cum, and I began lapping up as much of it as I could, my tongue licking up every inch of her crotch, flicking her clit, diving into her vagina, and licking her thighs where the sweet liquid had dripped down.

“Just like that baby, you’re doing so good. Do you want to know what happened next?” Maya asked, reaching back to stroke my cock slowly again.

“Mhmm,” I nodded into her pussy.

“I didn’t know it was possible to feel that way, babe. I was on another planet as his big cock pushed deeper and deeper inside of me. Like I’d heard other women rave about it but I had never realized how big a difference is. No offense, of course. You know how special you are to me,” she said, wiggling her hips on my face. “He fucked me like I’ve never been fucked before. He began picking up pace, and pretty soon I could feel his balls slapping against my taint. He was like an engine baby. I thought he would be like you, and he would tire out after a few thrusts, take a little rest and then go ahead again but he was absolutely relentless!

“He just pumped into me, faster and faster until the entire bed was trembling and creaking. I genuinely worried that it could break! My legs and arms were tightly wrapped around his big strong body. Just 21 and he was so big and strong, babe, it’s amazing. They didn’t make them like they do now, I can tell you that. It’s insane. I could feel another orgasm start to build. His cock was so big that it was stimulating my g-spot and I felt I was going to cum for a second time! Within half an hour! I've never felt anything like that babe, you know that.”

“I do,” I said weakly, before resuming licking my wife's used pussy.

“Keeping eating me baby. That feels so good. Lick my married pussy, clean it,” Maya moaned, rubbing her pussy on my face. “Gareth kept fucking me deep, slamming into me hard and I came so hard. My pussy massaged his big black cock and I hugged him as hard as I can. I'd shut my eyes and all thought had escaped my head, babe. It was incredible. Like meditation. I came for such a long time, it felt like it would never end.”

Maya squeezed my cock.

“If I'd known this would turn you on so much I would've done it a long time ago. My sweet little hubby. Gareth waited for a while to let me get back down to earth, and then he resumed fucking me while kissing me. I was kissing him back so shamelessly babe. I don’t even think I’ve kissed you like it before. I was licking his cheeks and his tongue and sucking on it and kissing his neck, and he was doing the same to me.”

That was when I noticed the hickeys on her neck.

“He quickly resumed again, and began fucking me with renewed energy,” said my wife. “I thought I was going to faint with pleasure. I was feeling so sensitive. I held his head as he sucked on my tits and fucked me hard. Then he told me he was close to cumming. His cock was slamming into me each time he thrust, and he was bottoming out inside of me, baby. I didn’t know how deep a cock could go inside of me, but he filled me up entirely. And then he grunted and said that he was cumming, and I felt his entire body tense up as he hugged me tightly. I felt his cock pulsate, and I felt those first few warm jets of thick cum deep inside of my pussy. I didn’t even know that was possible to feel!”

I was furiously licking my wife’s wet gushing pussy, listening to all this, listening to how a big muscular black stranger had planted his seed deep inside of my wife. Meanwhile Maya had been stroking my cock. She was obviously intensely turned on again recounting her encounter because she was rubbing her pussy on my face hard now, shaking her hips back and forth, and moaning.

“God I’m gonna cum again! I’m gonna cum,” she groaned, and planted herself down on my face, depriving me of air.

Warm pussy juice flooded my face along with the leftover cum of her black lover from her pussy, and I tried my best to lap it all up as much as I could, while my own orgasm hit me. An hour worth of edging came to its conclusion as I squirted my cum onto my wife’s hand, and she jerked me hard and squeezed my cock, trying to get all cum out.

“That’s it baby. Cum for me. You look so handsome with my pussy juice and Gareth’s cum all over your face,” Maya said.

She got off my face and fell onto the bed beside me and we both tried to relax again, and get our heartbeats back.

“That was incredible babe,” Maya said.

“It was. I love you,” I said.

“I love you too,” said Maya.

“Did he give you his number?” I asked.

“Yes he did,” she said.

“Well for your next time I want you to bring him over.”

Maya kissed me.

“Will do, babe.”
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I got hard again pretty soon that night, and had my sloppy seconds from my wife. Gareth was right, he really had stretched her out. She didn’t feel at all like she did. I could the thick cum of his that was left inside of her, and it made her slippier and wetter than ever inside. I didn’t last long. Maya reminded me of what had happened just a few hours earlier. She filled my head with the erotic images of Gareth’s muscular black form fucking her petite white body like an animal. I came inside her and my cum joined his.
That was a big turning point in our sexual life. I saw Gareth fuck my wife many times. From recordings at first, and then with my own eyes. And then after Gareth a long line of hunky men with massive cocks. And I don’t have a single regret.
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Haley Cuckolds Her Husband With Her Student’s BBC
[image: Vara Damon]



Ryan was a student, yes. He was just eighteen, fifteen years younger than me and my husband Jared. I already had a policy that I’d never let anything happen with a student, but Ryan was really testing my limits. He was just my type of guy. Muscular, attractive, broad chested, tall, and black. He was clearly what you could call an alpha male. He held the room when he walked in. I’d seen how much the girls of his class and even some of the teachers eyed him. You don’t realize it but when you see such blatant desire from other women towards a guy, it automatically heightens your own desire for them. Evolution works in weird ways.

The first few months of him being in my class, we had maintained a normal, professional teacher-student relationship. But then one day he had come after class, asking me for help with a particular topic.

“Mrs Jane?” he asked in his smooth voice.

“Oh hey, Ryan. You can call me Haley,” I replied.

“Alright,” he smiled. “I’m afraid I need some help with the heuristic algorithm and branch and bound section.”

“I’m really sorry Ryan but I’ve got another class to teach right now. How about 3pm, can you meet me in my office?”

I looked up at him. He towered over me, looming, big and strong. He had a perfect face. A strong jaw, lethal eyes and sculpted brows. I squeezed my thighs together.

“I’ve got to be somewhere else by that time, Haley. Can you give me your number? I can just text you if I have any questions, is that okay?”

I was supposed to say no. That’s what professional etiquette demanded. But for some reason the words that came quickly out of my mouth didn’t follow that professional etiquette.

“Of course it’s okay,” I said, immediately internally scolding myself for saying yes.

Teachers shouldn’t be giving out their personal numbers to their students! I could’ve just told him to email me. Well, what’s done was done now. It’s not like he was going to be sending me dick pics. I glanced at his crotch. I’d heard girls in the class whispering to themselves about how big of a cock he had. I bit my lip.

“Haley? Are you alright?” Ryan asked.

“Oh, what? Yes. Me. I’m okay, Ryan.”

“When can I message you, Haley? To ask for help if I need.”

“Um...any time after 5 pm is alright,” I said, smiling up at him.

I noticed him sneak a momentary glance at my cleavage.

“Will do, Haley. See you tomorrow,” he smiled, then turned around and walked out.

No hesitation. No fumbling. It was as if we were the same age and meeting at a party, instead of him talking to his college professor in class. God, he was hot.

That was day one. That’s how it began. He began texting me, just academic questions at first that I’d explain to him over text. Occasionally he would ask me some off topic questions. Stuff like what I was doing, how I was feeling. It just felt like sweet gestures and I indulged him. Somewhere inside of me I too wanted to talk to him. I felt excited. That gorgeous profile picture of his suffered my gaze a lot.

As it went on, week after week, our correspondence over text really began to take off. It almost seemed like a strategic move on his side. I didn’t really care, it was way too much fun. In class we’d look at each other and I’d feel excited, knowing that we had a bit of a little secret between us. He always seemed like a bit of a loner. I never saw him interact with the other boys in the class, other than some simple conversation, so that gave me the comfort of knowing that he wouldn’t be bragging about talking to me, or boasting about stuff I told him to other students.

I didn’t really intend to do anything with Ryan. I was already bending my ‘no non professional interactions with students’ rule but I didn’t intend to break it.

It became complicated one night that Jared was away for a work trip. I was insanely horny, and drunk on top of it. It was then that Ryan had texted me.

“Hey Haley. How are you doing?”

“Nothing much, just a little drunk. Watching a bit of Netflix. What about you?”

“No dinner tonight?”

“Jared’s away to Boston, so I’m just gonna have some pizza ordered.”

“Cool. Jared must be pretty lonely without you though.”

“Maybe,” I said.

What I told him next must have been because of the alcohol.

“We swing, so maybe he might be with some woman right now. He’ll tell me all about it when he comes back.”

I waited with bated breath to see how he was going to react to that.

“That sounds really cool. You’re allowed to be with other men too?”

“Mhm. As long as I tell him about it.”

My pussy was tingling wildly now. I was going to be needing a furious masturbation session in a while.

“That’s hot, not gonna lie. I couldn’t imagine sharing a gorgeous woman like you with someone if I was him,” he replied.

I wanted to sext him right there. I wanted to pull up my shirt and send him a picture of my breasts and ask for a picture of his big cock in return. But I didn’t. Instead I told him I had to go, and I pulled my pants down and began to furiously rub my clit. I was soaking wet. I fingered myself, thinking of him and fucking him until I came harder than I had in months.

My policy was bending further and further. I really wanted to fuck Ryan. After that night our texts just got more personal.

“How many boyfriends did you have before you met Jared?” he asked me one evening.

He must’ve texted me pretty soon after getting back from his classes.

“Five,” I replied.

“Those your only sexual experiences?” he asked.

“Oh no. That number’s in the dozens. I was a pretty wild girl during college,” I confessed.

I was texting all of this to him with one hand because the other one was already down my panties, rubbing my clit lazily.

“What about you?” I texted back. “You must have a line of girls around you, attractive young guy like you.”

“Nah, same problem keeps haunting me everywhere,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“I’m not sure it’s very appropriate. You still want to know?”

“Yes, go ahead. I won’t tell anyone,” I said.

I buried two of my fingers buried deep in my pussy.

“Well the thing is, all the girls I’ve been with keep complaining that my dick’s too big. They all get scared.”

I thrust my fingers in and out of my pussy rapidly. I gulped.

“How big is it?” I replied.

“Do you want me to show you?”

“Yes.”

There wasn’t a reply for a couple of minutes. And then a picture of a massive black cock popped up in the message. I gasped, as I fingered myself even faster, admiring the mammoth, veiny black cock of my eighteen year old student.

“It’s beautiful,” I said. “Any girl would be lucky to have it.”

“Thanks Haley,” Ryan replied.

That was when I screamed out loud and orgasmed, vividly imaging his cock stretching my pussy out as he fucked me hard and kissed me at the same time. There was no going back from that. His cock took up semi-permanent residence in my mind. I couldn’t look him in the eyes in class.
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The fantasy and desire to fuck Ryan was clouding my mind all the time. It was distracting me when I taught, it was in my mind when Jared and I made love. It was clear that I needed this fantasy fulfilled. It was time to talk to Jared about this. We were in bed together when I spoke to him.

“Babe, I’ve been talking to this guy called Ryan.”

“And?” he asked, looking at me.

“I...I want to fuck him.”

“Alright…”

“The thing is...he’s eighteen.”

“Oh no don’t tell me he’s a student?!”

“No of course not. I met him at Treehouse.”

“The pub? I thought you said he was eighteen?”

“Yep. Fake ID,” I said. “He’s pretty hot. Muscular, black.”

“Mmm, sounds hot,” he replied. “I’d love to watch.”

I leaned over and kissed him.

“I knew you would.”

When I came home the next day, I sent Ryan a picture of my breasts, captioned with ‘if you want to feel these, meet me at the Treehouse tonight at 8.’

I took a good while to get ready for my tryst that night. I wore a short little dress, elegant and sexy, that came down to just above the midpoint on my thighs. Black heels, and sexy makeup, and I was feeling as sexy as I could. Jared whistled when he saw me.

“You need to note down whatever you’re wearing tonight babe. I want to see this again.”

I winked at him.

“You got it.”

We drove over at 7:55 to the Treehouse, and I took my place at the bar while Jared took a seat at a table on the other side, in clear view of me. I was wet already. I checked my phone. All Ryan had texted back was ‘Alright.’

This was it. It was about to happen. I looked down at my wedding ring, glimmering brightly under the different colored lights flashing around in the club. A couple of minutes later Ryan took the seat beside me. He was dressed in a crisp suit, and looked drop dead gorgeous. He leaned over and kissed my cheek.

‘You look stunning, Haley,” he said.

“You don’t look too shabby yourself, Ryan,” I said. “No problems with your ID, I hope?”

“None at all.”

“So what do you want to drink?” I asked, smiling seductively at him.

“Just a rum and coke,” he said.

The bartender handed him his drink a minute later and we began talking as he sipped on it.

“Your husband knows about this?” I asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Is he here right now?” he asked.

“Yes but he’s going to stay out of our way, don’t worry. We have the night to ourselves. No one will interrupt,” I said. “You know, this is really strange for me. I have a policy never to get with a student. I lied to Jared and told him I met you here instead.”

“What made you break your policy?”

“That,” I said, glancing down at his crotch and winking at him.

He grinned. He leaned close to me and whispered into my ear.

“I can’t wait to put all of it up inside you. I’ve fantasized of it since I joined your class, Haley.”

His words sent currents of electricity through my body, and I felt my pussy become warm. His eyes scanned me from top to bottom, lingering at my cleavage and my thighs.

“Want to dance?” he said, extending his hand, which I took.

As we walked to the crowd of people grinding against each other on the dance floor, I glanced towards Jared, who gave me a wink and sipped on his drink. I nodded at him. We walked into the crowd and Ryan pulled me close, his strong arms encircling me, dropping low to my butt and grasping them. He pulled me against him, my breasts squeezing against his chest and his significant bulge pressing into my tummy. He seemed like a god amongst men. We began to dance, writhing against each other more than properly dancing. He felt good, and warm, and strong. I would’ve fucked him there and then.

We moved with the music, and we were like every other couple in there, except that he was my student, an eighteen year old boy, fifteen years younger than me. Many women my age had kids that young. And except for the fact that I was married, and my husband was sitting at a table, watching a younger man grope his wife with her consent. This entire situation couldn’t be any hotter.  

I felt Ryan squeeze my ass.

“You’re so hot, god damn it,” he whispered. “I can’t wait to fuck you, Haley.”

My pussy twitched in my panties.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said, pulling me close and kissing me, his fingers in my hair.

I almost melted into a puddle then and there.

I drove him to our house. Jared was going to take an Uber to our home as we had planned, and sneak in after Ryan and I had gone in. During the drive Ryan took one of my hands off the steering and laid it on his crotch. I squeezed his warm bulge. That dick pic was definitely no lie. He was huge. And I was excited to see it. I wanted to pull it out and give it a good suck and fuck it deep.

I killed the car engine as the garage door slowly shut behind us, and I immediately pulled Ryan close and pushed my tongue into his mouth. He returned my passion with his, and we sat in the front of the car, shrouded in darkness in the garage with the faint lights of the street lamps from outside drifting in from somewhere, kissing wildly like teenagers. His hands roamed freely on my body, touching me everywhere, my thighs, my pussy, my boobs and my ass. He was hungry. And I was loving it.

A few minutes later we broke away and I got out of the car, and he followed.

“This way,” I said, turning on the garage light and leading him through the door to the inside of the house, his hand in mine.

He pulled me against him and kissed me hard once more when we were inside while I hungrily squeezed and rubbed his erection over his jeans. Then he lifted me bodily into his arms like I weighed nothing. Jared would throw out his back doing that. He began carrying me up the stairs, pausing to kiss me and lick my neck. My pussy had wet my panties entirely by now.

He kicked open the door to the bedroom and walked to the bed and climbed on it, and laid me down, and got on top of me, still kissing me like we were lovers about to get married. I felt him slightly dry hump me, grinding his erection against my tummy. His hand went down to my pussy and began rubbing it over my panties, making me spread my legs and moan.

“You sound so sexy when you moan,” he whispered.

“Let me see it,” I gasped.

Ryan smirked and sat up, and began unbuckling and unzipping. His hand went in and he pulled out his beautiful black cock, and my mouth hung open in wonder.

“Oh my God,” I whispered.

He moved up so he was straddling my chest, and laid his thick, long cock on top of my face, letting me feel its warm, silky skin , its smell, and its softness and hardness.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, enjoying the feel of it the best that I could.

It smelled manly as fuck, a smell that I intensely loved, and I stuck out my tongue to get a taste. I began to kiss the shaft, licking it and sucking on it. Ryan moved down slightly and offered me the head, which I took into my mouth quickly and began sucking on greedily. Sucking cock had to be my favourite thing in the world, and I had never sucked on a cock like this. My hands went around to his ass and held on to his cheeks as I tried to get more and more of it inside of my mouth. It was a difficult task because he was so huge, and I managed, inch by inch, to get almost half of it in my mouth and down my throat a little. With half his mammoth black cock stuffed into my mouth, I glanced at the door, which was open by a few inches, where I knew Jared was standing, looking at his wife sucking an eighteen year old’s black cock, while he stroked himself fast.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, my voice muffled by Ryan’s cock.

I slowly pulled it out.

“Those girls are stupid for being scared of this beautiful thing,” I said, stroking it, squeezing it and feeling it.

My fingers couldn’t even go all the way across it, it was so girthy. And soon it would be inside of me, stretching me open and going deep inside of me, where my husband had never gone.

“Is your husband as big, Haley?” Ryan asked, smirking, holding my head as I began sucking on it again.

“Mhmm,” I said, shaking my head no.

I pulled his cock out.

“He’s just a little over half of your size,” I said, doing an exaggerated frown. “I much prefer a cock like yours.”

I licked him from his big balls to the tip of his cock. I was enjoying myself, but at the same time I was putting on a show for my husband Jared. Ryan held my head again while I was sucking on his cock and began to gently thrust in and out of my mouth, fucking it, slowly at first but gradually increasing his pace. I could feel his cock penetrating my throat. To most women it would feel bad but I was addicted to the sensation, knowing how much pleasure I was giving this man.

Ryan pushed his cock deep inside of my mouth, pushing it as deep as he could, and he held it there for a few seconds while I looked up at him, my mouth stretched wide open around his girth and he looked down on me. Then he slowly pulled out and I took in a deep breath of air.

“You're really good at this,” Ryan said.

“You're not too bad yourself. Most boys your age would've cum by now,” I told him, truthfully.

He sat down and kissed me again, before moving to my neck, licking and kissing it, and then moving down to my breasts. He began to gently twist and pinch one nipple while sucking on the other hungrily, and then switching to the other nipple. I held his head and enjoyed the sensations he was giving me. His other hand moved down in between my legs, pulled my panties aside and began to rub my pussy hard.

“Wow you're wet,” Ryan murmured.

“I'm ready for your cock baby,” I replied.

“I want to taste you first.”

He moved down more, kissing his way down my tummy and mound, until he lay in between my spread thighs, my pussy a couple of inches from his face. I had never been so turned on in my life. I heard him take a deep sniff.

“You smell amazing, Haley,” he said.

I felt his lips make contact with my pussy, sending shivers all through my body. He stuck his tongue out and licked me from my clean shaven mound to my pussy and back. Every time his tongue crossed my clit I gasped, and my legs twitched wildly. It quickly became clear that Ryan knew what he was doing because his tongue was working magic over me. His tongue flicked my clit, and he sucked on my pussy lips and his tongue dove inside of me as he tongue fucked me.

Next he pushed two of his fingers slowly inside of me while his tongue licked my clit. He began to thrust them in and out, and I could hear my wet pussy making loud squishy noises. It was a bit embarrassing, how blatantly aroused this eighteen year old had me.

Ryan was continuously lapping up my juices, like he was eating up some sweet nectar. I wanted to sit on his face and grind my pussy on it, and let him have as much of my juices as he wanted. But more than that I wanted that huge cock inside of me, going deep where no other cock had gone before, fucking my married pussy like he owned it. I held his head and thrust my pussy up against his face, desperately trying to rub my pussy against his face. Meanwhile his fingering was getting faster and faster, and I could feel an orgasm beginning to build.

I began to moan, louder and louder as Ryan fingered me harder, relentlessly. He had my hips in a vice like grip with one arm, holding me tightly down as I loudly moaned with intense pleasure coursing through every nerve in my body. My thighs squeezed his head tightly and my entire body tensed and quaked as my orgasm began to crash over me. My vagina contracted wildly around Ryan’s fingers and I gushed juices like a waterfall.

“Oh Goooood,” I groaned. “Oh!”

It felt like it would last forever. Ryan gently lapped at my juices, and my legs would twitch wildly whenever his tongue would come in contact with my sensitive clit. I had just returned from a trip to the stars, and now I was catching my breath again desperately.

Ryan moved up again and lay on top of me, and began to kiss me. His cock rubbed against my pussy, making me moan. I needed him inside me right then. I spread my legs wide and my hand went down and grasped his cock, guiding it into my opening, as my tongue danced with my student’s.

He pushed his cock against my pussy, and even though my pussy was completely lubricated with my juices, it took a bit of effort before the head of his cock popped in, stretching my pussy open. I gasped and moaned. Ryan spread my legs wider and pushed more, and slowly his girthy black monster slid inside of me, inch by inch.

“God you’re huge. You’re huge,” I moaned.

Ryan paused for a while, letting my pussy adjust to his girth. I wrapped my arms and legs around the eighteen year old and clung on tightly to him. And then he pushed into me again, harder, driving his cock inside of me until it bottomed out. I had all of him inside of my pussy. I didn’t think I’d be able to do it.

“You’re the first one who’s taken it all,” he said, grunting, before leaning down and sucking on my breast as I held his head.

He slowly began to pull his cock out, making me moan with the friction between me and him. He began to slowly thrust in and out of me, and began to fuck me. I glanced back at the crack in the door. Jared must have been stroking his cock hard at the sight of his wife’s pussy stretched so wide by this black cock. I didn’t have to moan extra loud to put up a show for him. The black cock inside of me was making me make all kind of lustful noises anyway.

“Oh baby, yeah. Just like that,” I groaned.

Ryan was fucking me harder, and harder, and harder. Until his balls were slapping against my skin and the bed was creaking. I was clinging on to Ryan’s muscular body just for dear life. I wished Jared would think of taking a picture of Ryan’s black form on top of my petite white body. We could’ve definitely used the image later.

Ryan’s cock was hitting me deep each time he thrust into me, and my entire body was sliding up and down a few inches on the sheets when he did. I had never been fucked so hard. And I never would’ve thought that an eighteen year old would be the one delivering such a fucking to me.

Ryan pulled out of me and told me to get on all fours, and I quickly obeyed. I was facing the other side, and my front would’ve been clearly visible to Jared, who I could faintly see stroking his cock on the other side of the door through the opening. He must’ve got the perfect look at the look of ecstasy that must have overcome my facial expressions when Ryan pushed his cock deep inside of me from the back, and immediately back fucking me, his balls slapping on my clit each time now. I was moaning wildly, I’d just been thrust onto another level of pleasure.

“God you’re hot, Haley. Fuck,” Ryan grunted.

“You fuck so good,” I moaned.

I looked at my wedding ring on my finger, clutching the sheets hard. God I was loving every second of this.

‘I love you,’ I mouthed to Jared, as Ryan pounded me hard from the back.

Ryan leaned over and I turned my head back and we kissed deeply as he fucked me while Jared stroked his own cock harder and harder.

“I’m going to cum soon,” Ryan declared, his breathing heavy from the exertion.

“Cum inside me, baby. Go ahead,” I moaned, thrusting back at him, meeting his passion with mine.

He began thrusting into me harder and harder, slamming his thick, black cock deep inside. And then with a final slam he groaned and clutched my hips hard, and began to empty his balls inside of my married pussy. I felt the squirt of his thick cum inside of my pussy. He came more than anyone I had ever been with had, and his cum quickly filled my pussy up and began drooping down my thighs and onto the sheets.

I collapsed on the bed, Ryan’s cock still hard, embedded deep inside of me, slowly softening.

“That...was incredible. I’ve never been fucked like this,” I said, trying to catch my breath again.

“We’re not done for the night,” Ryan told me, and he slowly pulled out his cum drenched cock from my pussy.

I turned around and quickly took him in my mouth and began to clean him up, sucking up his delicious milky cum and swallowing it hungrily. He tasted good, and even better with my own juices mixed in. I licked every inch of his veiny black cock, and sucked on his balls and kissed them.

“I’m going to go clean up, I’ll be back,” I told him, and I got off the bed.
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Instead of the bathroom in that room I opened the door and walked out into the hallway. There Jared stood, his cock soft again. He had already cum, watching his wife receive the fucking of a lifetime. We didn’t exchange a word. I raised a leg and placed my foot on the wall to support myself as Jared kneeled and held my thighs, giving me support as he dove in face first and began eating my cum soaked pussy.
In the dimly lit hallway I held my husband’s head and tried not to make any noise as his familiar tongue cleaned my pussy up of the cum that my eighteen year old student’s big black cock had just deposited inside it. Jared’s tongue worked its way down my thighs, cleaning up the cum that had dripped down, and then he returned to my pussy, gently sucking on my clit and lapping at it as I lovingly stroked his hair. He sucked on my pussy lips and moved in further and kissed my asshole. And then he stood up and I held him and kissed me.
“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Jared said.
“I know. It’s not over yet baby,” I told him. “He’s waiting for more.”
“Go back. I’ll be watching,” he said, and kissed me once more.
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Conservative Christian Wife Gets Ganged By BBC
[image: Vara Damon]



GARY

“Helen, come on!” I knocked on the door insistently.

“NO, Gary! I don’t want to talk to you anymore tonight,” she said.

“Babe, I-...,” I sighed.

The worst part about this situation that she was probably in the right. Why did I have to push her so much? She had already done a lot for me, and she’d gone further than I would’ve expected her to a few years ago. But it hadn’t been enough for me. I had married her knowing what our sex life would be like. She was an exceedingly beautiful woman, who turned heads wherever she went, but Helen had been raised in a very strictly conservative Christian household. I was a Catholic white guy and any other sort of man would’ve been denied his request to hold Helen’s hand.

She was a dutiful daughter after all, and she’d carried her parents’ ideals in her heart throughout her life. Well into our marriage as well. I felt it was up to me to loosen her up just a little. We were married after all, for Christ’s sake. There was nothing to be judged now, she was my wife. And somewhere, to a bit of an extent, I also felt that she should’ve been obeying me. But her values seemed to be in her mind a place or a few places above me in priority.

It was bad enough when we started off with having sex. Obviously she was going to save her virginity until we had been wed, but I had expected her to loosen up a little after that. Well, apparently she thought that the fact that I would get to penetrate her once a week should’ve been enough for me. And always in the dark, always in the missionary position. Nothing more.

So that had come to be the first step in my mission. Getting her to at least let me see her in her nakedness when we made love. I swear that’s the word I’ve heard from her most in our time together.

“No.”

But hey, you can’t underestimate a guy’s stubbornness when it comes to matters of sex. I kept at it and finally crossed that first step. The next big step was oral sex. That was a tough one, Jesus Christ. It’s remarkable what you can do to someone by just denying them any and all information about sex and replacing it with the Bible. The great oral sex barrier had been breached two years ago. She had finally consented to taking me in her mouth and then she had looked like she was going to retch and faint at the same time. I swear I have a normal clean everyday penis so I’m positive that that had been a gross, dramatic overreaction. But when I had gone down on her in return it sure didn’t take her long to develop a strong liking for it. Women, I swear.

Even now after two years it’s not as if Helen had grown accustomed to pleasing me with her mouth or indeed, letting her mouth be anywhere near my member. So as you would logically expect, I had taken a liking to porn to satisfy myself. I’d kept this hidden from Helen of course. God bless mobile phones, and god bless the internet.

Now no one in the world who watches an excessive amount of porn stays happy with watching just one type of porn. You’re introduced to different niches and different categories and your tastes and wants intensify over time. The same happened with me. I started off with your usual vanilla stuff, pretty and shaved teenage girls softly moaning as a muscular guy nailed them. I found that the size differences between the actors were a particular point of arousal for me. So I naturally I began seeking out content where the size difference was the focus of the video. The girls were petite eighteen year olds, nineteen year olds, pale little things, and they’d take on massive cocks, and nothing would turn me on more.

And then I found out the BBC videos. Big Black Cock. Even more mammoth cocks, even bigger guys, and even more eroticism for me. The sight of the dark skinned hunks on top of young, fair skinned women drove me wild every time I watched it. I didn’t realize it at the time but I had been searching for videos that had actresses that really resembled my wife. Petite, fair, light haired women, who looked very innocent. I didn’t realize that I was implanting the idea deeper within my head each time I watched one of these videos.

And one day watching a video of a black cock going in and out of a married white girl’s pussy, I realized it. I wanted to see my wife fuck a black guy. And that brings us full circle.

“Gary, I’ve indulged every request of yours, despite of how immoral it’s all made me feel!” she’d shouted. “But this..?! I’m ashamed that my husband would even think of such a thing! I’m disgusted!”

I hadn’t even mentioned the BBC part. I’d just dipped my toes in, and asked her what she would think of bringing another person into our bedtime activities. The face she’d made as I’d said it had told me that I had made a mistake immediately. She might well have exploded if I had mentioned the ‘black guy’ part of it all.

I had fucked up even more right after by saying, “You don’t even know if you’ll like it or not! Just like being eaten out. You thought it was disgusting until you tried it!”

Helen had shot to her feet, outraged.

“That’s different. This is asking me to break my holy vows! Have you forgotten, Gary? Or does none of that hold any meaning for you?”

She had tears in her eyes, and her face was flush with womanly rage but to me she looked beautiful as ever. I actually got a bit hard. It’s fucked up, I know but hey, can’t control the little guy, can I? I didn’t get a lot more time to admire her, however. She rushed off and went up the stairs and shut herself in our room.
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HELEN

The nerve of him. To actually throw around the idea of me laying with another person. I knew what the cause was. It was all that porn he’d been watching. I had been letting him watch that stuff because it had at least been stopping him from bugging me about these things at least, but this was way too much! I went cold on him in retaliation, in hopes that he would come to his senses but it scarcely seemed to make an impact.

One day when he’d gone to Walmart and forgotten his phone on the bedside stand, I decided to do a little snooping on his phone to see what stuff he’d been watching that had given him this bug. Just out of curiosity, I thought to myself. I would pray for redemption if I saw anything too immoral while snooping. I went to his web browser and to the history and pulled up one of the links. It was a link to some site called pornhub, and the video came up, with its lewd title about a white wife and a big black...thing. I refuse to say that word. It was a video of a white woman with a black man! Imagine! It started off with the man and the woman kissing. The woman was tiny and the man a large, muscular one so she had to stand on her tip toes and wrap her hands around his neck while he leaned down to kiss her. It was so wrong already! Who were these sort of people, I thought. Soon the woman knelt in front of the black man. The husband was the one recording the whole thing, it was clear. She unzipped the man’s pants and pulled out..oh Lord...my heart skipped a beat. It was a mammoth penis! Black and giant and veiny, that the woman held in her tiny hand. It was then that I noticed the resemblance between the woman and me. We were practically the same from the neck down! Even our faces were a bit similar. It was clear that videos like these were the culprit behind Gary’s desires. The woman began moving her hand and stroking the giant thing, and soon began kissing it and sucking on it.

I was feeling extremely guilty to be watching this, but for some reason I just couldn’t put it down! Deep down I felt fascinated, I had never seen or even thought about anything like this! And despite my best efforts, I felt a little twitch in between my thighs, watching this coupling happen. In no time the woman was on the bed, lying back with her legs spread wide, and the black man was lying on top of her, pushing his penis inside of her, and then kissing her. They were just in the position that a husband and wife were supposed to take, but the husband was the one holding the camera! Could it get more taboo than this? More immoral? More...more wrong?! And yet I couldn’t put the phone down. My mouth hung open as the man began thrusting in and out of her, slowly at first and then more powerful than Gary ever had. God forgive me, why had I just compared my husband to this black stranger? I began to feel a heat down there that I had never felt before. I heard Gary’s car pull into the driveaway and I immediately shut the video down and keep his phone back where it was.

The next few days that video kept circling in my mind. I hadn’t let Gary touch me since he’d said that stuff about having another man, and it was beginning to have its effect on me. Unlike Gary I couldn’t touch myself. I never had in my entire life. I kept thinking back on the video, of the muscular man with the giant thingy. And every time I did, I would feel myself get wet down there. I felt guilty, and I felt like I was doing something immoral. But I couldn’t help it! A few times I dreamed of it while I slept! I dreamed it was I who had her legs spread wide, while a tall, muscular black stranger climbed atop me, and pushed himself deep, deep inside of me, wherever I had never been touched.

It was all too much. I decided to end it once and for all. I was not about to let myself get carried away from my religion and values, and I was going to teach Gary a lesson.

One night in bed, I cuddled up to Gary.

“Darling, I’ve thought a lot about what you said that day.”

“Did you?” Gary asked, cautious. “What do you think?”

“I think that I love you, and you’re my husband. And it’s my duty to fulfill what you ask of me,” I cooed.

“Oh really? Oh Helen you’re so kind!” Gary said, pulling me to him and giving me a deep kiss. “I’m sure you’ll love it! When do you want to do it?” Gary asked eagerly.

“Tomorrow night,” I declared.

Gary hugged me and moved his hands to my breasts and began to squeeze them, but I slapped them away.

“No touching till it’s done, okay?” I asked sternly.

“Okay,” said Gary, looking a little hurt.

I had no intentions of going through with the plan. Gary was pretty open but he was a Catholic man raised in a household like mine, after all. Once he’d see that he was about to lose his wife to a black man he would have to step in and stop everything. It would put an end to his obsession, and it would lay to rest the unease in my own mind as well.

The next day Gary called off from work and helped me get ready. He helped me shave my legs and my pussy, and the entire time he was hard as a rock and I was getting around to enjoying his state of constant arousal and unease. I refused to touch him or give him a single bit of pleasure. I chose to wear the least amount of clothes I had ever worn. A dress that Gary had bought for me a few months into our marriage, and that I hadn’t worn even once until now. I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked like those girls Gary liked to look at in the videos on his phone.

I had decided to go to a nightclub on the other side of the city, instructed by Gary. The Uber arrived, and the driver checked me out wholeheartedly as I climbed in.

“Remember what you have to do,” I told Gary as he stood back and the car pulled away.

It would be a lie to say that I wasn’t nervous. I had butterflies in my stomach, the last time I felt this scared I was about to go up on the stage for a debate in college. I had a vague idea of the sort of man I was going to bring back. He would have to be the type that was going to intimidate Gary the most. The sort of man who would make him feel insecure enough to stop the whole thing and come to his senses. Good looking, tall, muscular and black. The less cultured the better. Seeing an actual black man with me would surely shock him into rational thought. And me as well.

A few minutes later the car stopped in front of the night club. It was dark now and there was a little line in front of the entrance, mostly couples and a few single men of mixed ethnicities. As I walked over I could definitely feel a shift in attention from the men there. That made me nervous but confident at the same time. I had never been in this situation before. My legs were on full show and I felt exposed. My pussy twitched.

I was standing in line when a couple of sports cars pulled over. Out got three noisy black men, who exactly fit my requirements. They were all attractive, tall, muscular and rude. They seemed to know the bouncer because they began walking right past the line. And then one of the guys looked at me and stopped dead in his tracks.

“God daaaaamn. What you doing standing here by yourself?” he asked.

“Just...erm...waiting to get in,” I said.

“No way a fine one like you has to wait,” said a friend of his in the black leather jacket.

The first man offered his hand to me, “Come with us.”

I was hesitant. A lifetime of Christian programming told me not to take his hand. But hadn’t I come here just for this? I took it and he pulled me to him and wrapped an arm around my shoulder. With a black man on either side, the four of us walked into the night club.

“Your first time in here?” asked the man holding me.

I coyly nodded.

“My name is Kyle. This is Damon,” he said, pointing to the man in the leather jacket, “and that is Hayes,” he pointed at the third man, who was bald.

“Come on let’s get some drinks. A fine woman like you shouldn’t pay for her own,” said Kyle, and he led me by the hand to the bar.

The face I made when I downed the first shot of vodka made it clear that this was my first time drinking alcohol.

“How old are you?” Damon asked, astonished.

“Twenty eight,” I confessed.

“Well you’re one of a kind aren’t you?” he said, laughing. “Incredible. Let me guess, strict Christian dad?”

I nodded again, scrunching my face after downing the second shot. The alcohol was quickly taking a hold inside of me, and I was feeling..happy. Joyful. The music suddenly really made me want to dance.

Kyle held out his hand once more and I took it, and we both moved to the dance floor, where we both began moving to the music. I had never danced like the people there were dancing, grinding on each other. The women rubbing their butts against the men’s crotches. I wasn’t about to do that anytime soon. Kyle held me close. He towered over me, and his hands started on my back but quickly slid low, lower than I would’ve let him if I hadn’t been intoxicated. I tried to resist his pull first but it got tiring, and I let him pull me against him, my breasts mashing against his muscular, broad chest. He was a brute, not like any of the guys I knew who wouldn’t dare manhandle me like this. His arms closed in on me and I was enveloped. I should’ve felt panicked or scared but I didn’t feel any of those things. I was only aware of how nice and strong his arms felt, and of the heat that was beginning to spread from in between my thighs.

“Why are you here?” he whispered into my ear.

“You know why,” I replied.

His hand moved to my butt and gave it a good squeeze, making me gasp and smile.

“For this?” he said, taking one of my hands and moving it to the front of his trousers, were I felt a thick, huge, warm bulge.

My eyes went wide and I tried pulling my hand away but he held it there.

“You know you want it, baby girl,” he whispered, making me melt.

Without realizing it I squeezed his thick, hard penis from over his jeans and gave it a rub. It was amazing. I wondered what it looked like. Like one of those angry, mammoth black ones in those videos, I bet.

Then I felt another man squeeze in right behind me and began to move, thrusting his crotch against my butt, grinding on it. I looked back to see Damon smiling at me.

“This is how we roll here, baby girl. Roll with it,” Kyle said to me.

The heat inside me grew and grew. I could feel Damon’s hardness on my butt, and Kyle’s on my tummy. I was desired by all these men and I was loving every second of it. Why had I missed out on this my entire life?!

“Do you want to get out of here?” whispered Kyle.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, feeling Damon’s hard on on my butt.

A vague memory of my mission came to me, and I managed to tell Kyle, “let’s go back to my place.”
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GARY

I half expected her to knock on the door at any second and walk in alone, having backed out. No way she was going to go through with all of it, right? I waited and waited. My mind was ablaze with possibilities and images. What if she really did bring someone home? Most of my time waiting was spent up in the bedroom, idly stroking my cock, staying hard but not giving myself the release. Was this really about to happen?

At about nine I heard the loud roar of a couple of sports cars. I fully expected them to pass along the road but instead I realized they were pulling into the driveway and I quickly jumped off the bed and ran into the other room, locking it from the inside. My laptop was open and ready, receiving the video from the four little cameras in the bedroom. Was she with anyone? Was she alone? I wouldn’t know until she came to the first floor.

My heart stopped as I began to hear noises. My wife’s voice. And a man...and another man! And a third! She was with 3 men! What was happening?! I couldn’t wait to get a look at all of them.

I quietly went and took my seat in front of the laptop, my eyes focused on the door in the other room. I saw my wife open the door and step in, followed by 3 black men! I couldn’t believe this! Was I dreaming? My wife went there and got three black men to come back with her? How had this happened? This went against everything I knew about my wife!

I slid closer to the screen. The men surrounded Helen and their hands began to roam all over her petite body as she began to kiss one of the men.
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HELEN
I did not know it was possible to feel arousal like this. I was kissing Kyle and Damon and Hayes were touching me all over. Their hands squeezed my breasts, my butt, and roamed over my legs and my tummy. I don’t recall the last time I had kissed Gary the way I was kissing Kyle right then. When I pulled away, Damon held my chin and pulled me to him and I began kissing him, and soon after I was kissing Hayes. I felt like a toy in the arms of the three big, strong men. I had never felt so submissive. I half expected Gary to burst in through the door at any moment and put an end to all of this. But would he dare? Would he dare go up against three big, strong black men?
The three guys made sure I got a good feel of how they felt for me, and I’d got a good feel of all of their hard ons by now.
“Come on, time for you to get out of these,” Kyle said to me.
Standing in between the three men surrounding me, I slowly slid the straps of my dress down my shoulders, letting it fall and bunch up around my waist, exposing my bra covered breasts to these three black men, the only men to have seen me exposed like this other than my husband. My nipples were hard from the amount of arousal coursing through my body. Meanwhile the guys all began to unbuckle and unzip. Hayes, standing behind me, unclasped my bra, and I pulled it away, exposing my pink nipples to the men. Kyle and Damon didn’t take long to act and they immediately came forward and began touching and squeezing my bare breasts before Damon began kissing me and Kyle dropped his mouth to my nippples and began sucking on them. My hand held his head and his arm went around my waist. Hayes had his massive black penis out now and he brought my hand to it. It was so hard, warm and massive. I immediately grasped it and began stroking it, it felt so good in my hand. It was unlike anything I had ever felt with Gary. Damon and Kyle brought their penises out too and my eyes went wide looking at them. They were thicker than my arm! I couldn’t believe I was in this situation. A white christian wife, surrounding by the three angry thingies of muscular black men. How had this happened? And why was I so excited? And why wasn’t Gary putting a stop to this? Did I want him to, at this point?
“Come take a closer look,” Kyle whispered to me, laying his hands on my shoulders and pushing me gently down to my knees.
For the first time I faced three big black...cocks. That’s what they were. Best to call them by their names. Inches from my face on three sides. I could smell their manly musk, and it was driving my pussy wild. My body had never in my entire life reacted like this to anything. It was a side of me I had never experienced before.
“Don’t be shy,” said Kyle.
I nodded. I reached out and held the two on either side and began to stroke them slowly. They were both so thick that there was no way my fingers were going all the way around them. The middle one bobbed in mid air, and I closed the distance between my lips and it and planted a little kiss on it. It shouldn’t have felt any better than Gary’s thingy but...it did. It smelled better and it felt better and, I stuck out my tongue and took a little taste, it tasted better.
“I haven’t done anything like this,” I confessed to the men.
“You’re a natural, baby. Don’t worry,” Kyle said.
He moved ahead and lay his cock across my face, it easily spanned across the entirety of my head. The others did the same and my face was eclipsed by the three, veiny black cocks.
“You look beautiful, baby,” Damon said.
The smell of the three cocks on my face and the feel of their warm silky skin was unlocking even more lust inside of me. I wondered what Gary was thinking. He was no doubt looking at what was happening to his wife. I wondered if he was stroking his own, smaller cock to the sight of his wife’s face covered in three big, black cocks.
“Now open your mouth,” Kyle commanded, and I obeyed.
I opened my mouth wide and Kyle placed the head of his cock onto my tongue, and I closed my lips around it and began to greedily suck on it. I quite liked the taste. My hands went back to the other two cocks which I resumed stroking. I opened my mouth wider and began to try and take more of Kyle’s cock into my mouth, which was a task that was already very difficult because of his girth and length. I began bobbing my head on it, trying to suck him off like I sucked Gary off usually, and Kyle kept a hand on my hair and slightly began to thrust in and out of my little mouth.
Soon Kyle pulled out of my mouth and I turned to Damon who was to my left, moving my hand from his cock to Kyle’s. Damon wanted me to service his balls first, so he held up his cock against his tummy, offering up his balls to me. I had never even touched Gary’s balls, but with these guys it all felt so... different. I opened my mouth and began sucking on his big balls, rubbing them with my tongue, covering them with my saliva. Damon dropped his cock so it rested on my face as I sucked his balls. And pretty soon I moved from his balls to sucking his cock, and began bobbing my head up and down giving him a passionate blowjob. The smell, the taste, the feeling, it all was having an intense effect on me, driving me harder. I desperately needed attention down below, in between my legs. My panties were being soaked. I needed to be touched. I needed to be fucked.
Hayes received the same treatment after Damon, and when I was done with him I stood up and all of us climbed onto the bed. I spread my legs and Kyle positioned himself in between them and positioned his cock at my entrance while Damon and Hayes knelt on either side of my head, their cocks at my mouth begging for attention. I began alternating between sucking their cocks one after the other while Kyle pushed his cock against my pussy.
The only way I can describe is like having my virginity be taken again. Kyle’s black mammoth was enormous, and it began stretching my pussy out as its head penetrated further inside. I began to moan, my voice muffled by the cock inside of my mouth, my eyes shut from the intense pleasure radiating from my pussy. I had never felt anything like it before, it felt like I was going to be torn apart but through it all it felt so good. I couldn’t really focus on the two cocks I had to pleasure with my mouth so Damon and Hayes were just idly fucking my mouth, taking control themselves.
Kyle’s cock continued going deeper inside of me until he finally bottomed out inside of me. Then he slowly pulled it out, and then thrust it back in. Damon began to suck on my breasts, and I held his head with my hand. My legs were wrapped around Kyle’s hips, who was now beginning to thrust in and out, gaining momentum slowly. My breasts were now heaving with the movement of Kyle’s thrusts inside of me. Faster he went, and soon he had fallen into a steady rhythm, and every time he went deep inside of me I cried out in pure pleasure, getting louder and louder as the sensations built up inside of me.
“I’m going to cum!” I groaned, and Kyle redoubled his efforts, driving his cock in and out of me faster, slamming it in and out.
He pulled me higher, and higher, and higher, until I went over the edge, screaming with a cock in my mouth, hugging Damon’s head to my chest, clutching Kyle in between my legs. My entire body was tense, and I was riding an enormous wave of orgasmic pleasure that I had never dreamed of experiencing. I didn’t know it was possible to feel like this. Immediately I knew that I wanted to feel like this again.
Kyle slowed down and allowed me time to catch my breath again.
“That was..incredible…” I got out in between heavy breaths.
“Lots more to come, babe,” Kyle grinned, and began fucking me again.
I looked at the shelf on the other side of the room, where Gary had positioned one of his cameras. I wondered if he was watching. He had to be. I wondered what he was thinking. He must’ve been getting a pretty good view of his innocent wife get fucked by a black man while sucking the cocks of two others.
Kyle was fucking me very fast now, making the bed move and creak under him in a constant rhythm.
“God you’re tight,” he grunted. “I’m gonna cum!”
He laid on top of me and Damon and Hayes moved aside, and began to take me like a husband takes his wife. He was moving in and out of me like a relentless piston, getting faster and faster until he was powerfully slamming inside of me, making me scream into his neck each time, my entire body quaking wildly with the force. It was incredible. Gary could never.
With an animalistic grunt, Kyle slammed inside of me and clutched me in his arms tightly as he began to cum inside of me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him tightly, trying to take in more and more of him. I actually felt his seed rush out of him and hit the walls of my pussy. He came and he came, and he filled me up, and his cum dripped out of my pussy and down my crack and onto the sheets.
Kyle slowly pulled out, and his still mostly hard cock, covered with his cum and my juices, popped out of my pussy with a pop. He moved up and offered me his cock while Damon took his place between his legs to fill the vacuum that Kyle had left. I began to lick and suck on Kyle’s cock, tasting him and myself on his skin. I would never have dared do something like this with Gary.
No one left that room until the next morning. I had taken part in a sexual marathon with the three sexual Gods. They’d taken turns filling me with their cum, cumming on my face, my breasts, and filling me up again. I lay back on the bed, a smile of contentment on my face, after they’d all left. A minute later the door softly opened, and Gary stepped inside, stroking his cock. He quietly came closer, and got onto the bed.
I spread my legs.
“Babe I really want to be eaten out,” I groaned, smiling.
Gary seemed to hesitate at first. I spread open my pink pussy for him, displaying to him the mess the men had left inside of his wife. I felt sore, I needed his tongue to give me some relief. Gary laid in between my thighs, slowly moving his mouth closer. He stuck his tongue out, and gave his wife’s pussy a good lick. And then he dove in. I clamped my thighs around his head and held his hair.
“Oh God yes…” I moaned. “Just like that baby.”
I felt his tongue dive deep inside of me, tasting, eating.
“Clean me up baby. Thank you. Thank you for all of this!” I groaned. “Did you like seeing your wife get fucked by three black men?”
“Mhmm,” Gary nodded into my soaking wet crotch.
“Do you want to do it again?”
“Yes I do,” Gary said, his voice muffled by my pussy.
“So do I baby. So do I.”
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Natalie Cheats With Her First BBC
[image: Vara Damon]



I had a big house in a pretty good neighborhood. A pretty nice car. And enough money to buy the things I wanted. And Patrick was a nice husband, a provider. But I think that my collection of sex toys hidden away in the bedroom cupboard would give you the clue to the one thing that had me unsatisfied in my otherwise perfect life. Lately all Patrick had done was focus on his work. My own work didn’t demand long hours and so I was at home a lot of time, with my vibes and my romance novels to keep me company.

It was one such evening when I was lying in my bed, my legs spread and my eyes closed, imagining a tall, broad chested hunk thrusting hard inside of me, as I rubbed my clit with two fingers and thrust a long, thick dildo in and out of my pussy with my other hand. It had been a slow, long session. I had time to while away, and I’d been horny all day. I had tried to get some satisfaction from Patrick in the morning but he had been in a hurry and he’d rushed out of the house like a whirlwind.

I was slowly edging towards orgasm. So close…

When my phone rang. I looked at the screen beside me on the bed in frustration, still carrying on with my masturbation. The name ‘Abby’ flashed across the screen. I sighed and stopped, and reached out to pick the phone up.

“Hello?”

“Hey Natalie, what are you doing?” said Abby.

“I’m just at home. Why, what’s up?” I asked.

Abby giggled.

“Flicking the bean huh? Having some solo fun?”

“You know me well, Abby.”

“Anyways, want to go out in an hour? Just some clubbing, a few drinks, a bit of fun?”

I immediately took her up on her offer. After all I was going to do today was watch Netflix and order a pizza.

“Hell yeah.”

“Alright, I’ll pick you up. See you!” Abby said as she hung up.

The orgasm that was so close to arriving would have to be put on a waitlist for now. I got off the bed, cleaned the dildo and put it back, and started getting ready. I liked to dress sexy, even flirt with some of the men at the clubs. Even though Patrick had more or less given up on any attempts at retaining his physical fitness, I hadn’t. Every morning I spent an hour at the gym, and I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to show it off.

I knew, more or less, how this outing was about to proceed. Just like it always did. Abby and I would get a few drinks, men would ask us for a dance. I’d take offers with the white guys, Abby with the black guys. Abby might even go home with one, while I’d definitely come back alone. It was only recently that I had actually noticed that Abby had a strong preference for black guys. Up till then I had just thought that it was tall, muscular, broad chested guys that had her fancy. But when she rejected a couple of tanned hunks for a black guy, it dawned on me. I couldn’t imagine doing the same. In fact it was quite the opposite for me.

I’d been raised in a pretty conservative environment and...as much as I hate to say it, my father was definitely a racist. I was expressly forbidden from dating ‘colored guys’ in my youth. It was one of the reasons why my father didn’t want me going out of the city to study in college. He was afraid that I’d take up after the ‘city girls.’ In fact he turned out to be right. College really opened my mind up and showed me what sort of fucked up household I’d been living in. Seeing interracial relationships around me made me comfortable with them, but I didn’t know someone who went the other way, and exclusively dated black men. My upbringing had definitely had an effect on me, however, and I had never entertained the idea of being with a black man.

I was fixing up my eyeliner when I my phone rang again in my hand.

“I’m outside,” Abby said.

Two minutes later I was shutting the door behind me. Abby was standing outside the car, leaning on the Uber while the driver inside stared at her from the side mirror. I was thinking she was going to come in her own car. Her coming in an Uber usually meant that she was going to be leaving the club without me, with some guy.

“Hey babe,” she said, smiling brightly at me as we hugged and kissed. “It’s about to be a fun night.”

“I bet,” I said.

After a twenty minute ride during which Abby and I took pictures of the sunset and the clouds streaked all over the sky, we reached the club. It was almost dark outside. We walked straight to the bar and Abby ordered us a couple glasses of rum and coke. It wasn’t too long before a man approached me. He was just the Abby type. Black, broad chested, muscular, aggressive facial hair.

“Bless me with a dance?” he said to me, smiling.

Abby seemed to frown at him approaching me instead of her.

“Not tonight, sorry,” I said.

“Ah, shame,” he replied, winking at me and walking away.

“What a shame,” Abby said.

“What?” I asked her.

“I would’ve said yes before he could even finish the sentence if he had asked me,” she replied, shrugging.

“I was just thinking of that. He chose the wrong one of us,” I said, giggling.

She sipped on her drink and so did I. The beat really made me want to dance, and the lights made me want to drink more and really have a hell of a night. But I had to be home in a few hours, I knew that. I looked to a side and saw a couple of guys eyeing us. They were both white so Abby was definitely not going to say to a dance. I might have. I looked at Abby. What was up with this deal? I thought of asking her once and for all and getting done with it.

“Hey Abby.”

“Huh?”

“Well I’ve been wondering for a long time by now. What is up with you and black guys? You always reject white men. Usually women like us do the opposite, don’t they?’

Abby giggled.

“Oh my dear Natalie. You’re something else aren’t you? How are you twenty six and still don’t know stuff like this?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Okay. Um...well let’s start with this. How are things with Patrick?”

“They’re good...they’re alright,” I said, looking away from her to take a sip from my glass.

“Uh huh. That’s why all these solo sessions, I guess? Well you see, if you were married to a black guy this wouldn’t be an issue. These guys have appetites like no other.”

Abby sighed with a dreamy look.

“You wouldn’t know till you’ve tried it, Nat. The muscles, the tight chests, the dark skin. It’s all so beautiful. And exotic. The fact that our parents have drilled into our heads how wrong it is just makes it more tasty. The contrast in our skins is hot as well. I love to take pictures of myself kissing these guys and blowing them. And I haven’t even mentioned the best part,” she said, winking at me.

“What do you mean?”

“The cocks, babe. These guys I go home with are all hung. Cocks this huge,” she said, holding up her forearm with her hand in a fist.

“No way,” I giggled.

“Oh I swear on my shoes, baby.”

I looked at her shoes. Alright maybe she was serious after all.

“You don’t know how good a big black cock feels until you’ve been stretched wide by one. It’s hard to go back. The feelings I experience...I can’t even describe them. They go on for hours and they cum so much and so hard that they cover you with their cream.”

We glanced at the bartender, a blonde girl, who had been listening to us, frozen, with her mouth agape. She quickly walked away, fumbling, as Abby giggled.

“I’ve never had sex with one of these guys and not cum. And they know how good they can make us feel. They put on a show, and it’s beautiful, Natalie. I’m sure you make love to Patrick once a month, but with these guys you’ll be fucked like you’re meant to be fucked, babe.”

I felt my pussy quiver with her words.

“No thanks, Abby. I don’t plan on cheating on Patrick anytime soon.”

“We’ll see about that when you go a few months without a good fuck,” she said, laughing. “When you want to, just give me a text and we’ll go to a good place and I’ll give you an in with some hunks I know.”

A few minutes later she was approached by a hunky black guy and she took his hands and they went to dance. I watched them while slipping on my drink. It hadn’t taken them very long to close the distance between them, the man’s big, strong arms wrapping her. Somewhere in my mind I imagined how they felt. They were the sort of arms I had imagined my husband would have when I was a younger girl. Except much lighter in color, of course. I could, maybe, see what she was talking about when she mentioned the exotic nature of it all. Her pale skin, and his dark. There was something titillating about it, if I looked at it.

I hadn’t ever danced even with Patrick the way Abby was dancing with this man. He had to be a foot taller than her, and she had her back to him now, grinding her butt into his crotch. He was holding her waist and reciprocating. It was so shameless, and intimate. I felt wetness in my panties. When Abby moved away I noticed the bulge in the front of his jeans. It was huge. I remembered what Abby had said. Forearm. When I went home that night in the Uber, alone of course, Abby ended up leaving with the guy, my mind was full of Abby’s whispers. And my mind kept making images to show me from them. I came home to a tired Patrick, who didn’t really care where I had been or what I had been doing. I tried to get something started, to get some relief, but he shrugged off my advances and left me frustrated. I slept angry and disappointed at him.

Abby had my curiosity peaked. I was too frustrated and pissed at Patrick to masturbate that night, so the next morning after Patrick had left for work I hopped into bed with one my toys, the largest one, and after a bit of thought, flipped open my laptop and searched for some interracial porn. The staggering amount of it surprised me. It seemed that people really liked this sort of stuff. The girls in the videos were mostly girls like me, young, short, white. The guys were these huge, massive and muscular guys with mammoth dicks. I clicked on a video and skipped ahead to when they began to kiss. Watching the girl on the tip of her toes with her arms around the guy’s neck, his large frame clutching her lithe one, it immediately began to get me wet. Very soon the girl got on her knees, and pulled the man’s shorts down, freeing his cock which bounced up and hit her chin. She made an expression of shock and grabbed it in her hand, struggling to get her fingers around the extensive girth of it. My fingers crept down to my clit and I wet them with my pussy juices and began flicking it while I reached out with my other hand for the dildo and began to put it to work as the woman on screen opened her mouth wide and began her struggle to give the monster cock a blowjob. Very soon she was on the bed, holding her legs spread wide open and looking expectantly at the man as he positioned his big black cock at her entrance.

As he pushed his cock in, I started taking in the dildo, timing it so I’d hit my limit as she did. As he began to thrust in and out, so did I, all the while furiously rubbing my clit. It seldom happened that I was lubricated enough to just take in a dildo all the way in one go, but this was definitely one of those times. I was intensely turned on. The man lay on top of the girl, missionary position, kissing her as he thrust inside of her, plunging his enormous length in and out of her relentlessly. I didn’t think I had been that turned on in a long, long time.

When the woman got on her knees in front of the man again and he shot an inhuman amount of semen all over her pretty face, painting it with his cream, I orgasmed. Pretty hard. And for the first time in years I moaned in our bedroom.

That entire week Patrick didn’t even touch me anywhere other than when he kissed me before he left for work.
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“I’m ready,” I texted Abby.

“That was quick ;)” she replied.

“I know. Is tonight okay?” I asked.

“Yes ma’am.”

Patrick wouldn’t be home until the day after the next because of a work trip. Perfect time for me to get some satisfaction that he just wasn’t going to give me. I took a long time getting ready that evening. I shaved everything, and I picked out a short, sexy little dress. No bra. It was time to go all out.

Abby whistled as I walked out of the door. This time the Uber driver wasn’t staring at her, but at me as I walked towards the car.

“You’re looking like a sex nuke, god damn,” Abby remarked.

“So do you,” I said.

“Where’s your wedding ring?” she asked me.

“Oh I..I put it in the bedroom,” I told her.

I had thought it best to not advertise the fact that I was cheating on my husband in public.

“Bullshit, go put it on.”

“But-” I began but she cut me off.

“Just go, do as I say babe. You’ll thank me,” she said.

I was on edge for the entire ride, like it was my first day at school or something. The drive there seemed to me to begin and end almost in an unnaturally short amount of time. It was a different club than the one we had been to the last time. There was a bit of a queue at the entrance and I was moving towards the end of the line when Abby pulled me away by my hand.

“Where are you going?” she asked, laughing.

“You know, just-” I said, gesturing at the end of the queue.

She pulled me towards the entrance and the large bouncer there looked at her and let her through.

“Thanks, Logan,” she said and he nodded at her, smiling.

This club was much more crowded than the last one, and felt more edgy. We walked to the bar and Abby ordered us two bloody marys. I looked around while sipping my drink. I was sitting with my legs crossed so no one got a peek up my dress. Abby had no such ideas to hide her modesty, anyone could’ve gotten a look up her dress. I noticed that there was quite an abundance of white women there, and a very non-proportional presence of white men. Almost every woman there was either talking to a black man or dancing with one. Another thing I noticed was the glint of diamonds on the wedding rings of many of the women there. These were women just like me. Out here for the stuff I had masturbated to for the past week.

I was looking around and hadn’t noticed the two hunks who had walked to us until they were standing right at our heels.

“Abby!” they said, and Abby stood up and gave them a hug and a kiss each.

“Oh my God, Tony! Brad! So good to see you,” she said. “This is my friend, Natalie.”

“How are you?” Tony asked me, taking my hand and giving it a kiss.

Brad did the same after him.

They had deep, manly voices, and both of them were a full foot taller than us. Broad chested, muscular, with big, strong arms. Just like the men in the videos I had been watching. I glanced down at their crotches, wondering and picturing what they were hiding there.

“Would you like to dance?” Tony asked me, holding out his hand.

I looked at Abby and her face said ‘go right ahead’ as she took Brad’s hand. We both gulped down what remained of our Bloody Marys and all four of us walked over to the dance floor together. Abby and Brad disappeared into the crowd almost instantly, while I, unsure, stood awkwardly with Tony in front of me.

“You don’t dance much?” he asked.

I shook my head, no.

“Well don’t worry, I’ll help you.”

He came close to me, put an arm around my waist and the other around my back and began to move with the beat and I just began to mirror him.

“That’s it, this is good. Don’t worry about people watching, you’re too beautiful for them to judge you.”

I blushed as he smiled at my shyness. Pretty soon the Bloody Marys began to work its way deeper inside of my system and I began to relax. I let Tony lead me better, and I relaxed in his grip, letting him pull me closer, feeling his muscular chest against my braless breasts. Pretty soon my nipples became hard.

“Abby told me this is your first time with a black guy?” Tony whispered into my ear, leaning down.

I nodded.

“Did she tell you about this?” he asked, his hand moving to my butt, squeezing it and pulling my crotch against his, letting my feel the giant bulge that had formed there.

“Mhmm,” I said, looking away and blushing furiously.

“Oh you’re adorable, Natalie. We’re going to have some fun tonight,” he said, chuckling.

Tony was a good dancer. He reminded me of how bad Patrick was. Tony was tall and strong and sure of himself where Patrick kept stepping on my toes and bumping into other people and only waited to get back off and disappear somewhere. I loved how Tony towered over me. I was beginning to feel excited by what was about to come. Maybe it was just the alcohol giving me a false sense of security. It was too late to care anyways. I was feeling heat begin to build up inside of me, originating from between my thighs and making its way through every nerve of mine. I began grinding into him, feeling his body and letting him feel mine.

He leaned in and whispered into my ear, “I’m going to fuck you so hard baby. My cock’s gonna go deeper than your pathetic husband could ever dream to go.”

He held my chin and made me look up, and kissed me. Fire and electricity coursed through every nerve of mine. His tongue barged into my mouth without waiting for permission, and he began kissing me like I was his to keep. I clung to him, and kissed him back, trying to match his passion. We kissed like I had never kissed anyone before in my life, our tongues dancing together, eager, lustful and impatient.

“Wanna leave this place and go somewhere more quiet?” he asked, pulling away.

I nodded.

“Come to my place,” I said. “Let me just find Abby first.”

Tony chuckled.

“Abby walked out of here, arm in arm with Brad five minutes ago,” he said.

“Pretty nice house,” said Tony, looking around as he sat down on the couch. “Come here.”

I walked over and sat on his lap, immediately feeling the hardness under his jeans under my butt. At this point there was nothing I wanted more than to fish it out of his pants and hold it in my hand. He’d pulled my hand to it and made me squeeze it on the drive to the house, and I would’ve blown him then and there if he had pulled it out, but Tony knew how to tease.

“So what’s with your husband?” Tony asked, reaching around and squeezing my breast, making me gasp.

“What do you mean?”

“When married white women like you come to seek this,” he pulled me down against his bulge and thrust it against my butt, “it’s usually because there’s something the husband doesn’t do for them. Usually a small cock.”

“No he doesn’t have a small cock, it’s just that he just focuses on work all the time. No time for any fun with his wife,” I complained.

“He’s an idiot to be ignoring a woman like you,” Tony said. “I’ll never understand why white guys pull this shit. And then they act surprised when their wives go to someone else to get their share of attention. Well babe, when I’m done with you, you’ll never get enough satisfaction from him again.”

He held my nipple in between two of his fingers and twisted it slowly, making me moan. Then he held my head and pulled me to him, and began to kiss me again, just like he had in the club. The way he took charge...his power...it was all the opposite compared to my relationship with Patrick. And it was turning me on to no end. Again our tongues were dancing together and my arms were around his neck, pulling him closer.

Tony slid the straps of my dress off my shoulder one by one as we continued to kiss, and when he pulled away, his mouth went straight to one of my nipples. I held his head, my fingers in his hair, as he began to suck on it. My nipples were hard, and his tongue was ruthless, making me shiver and twitch. I didn’t even think I could feel like this just from having my tits sucked on. I could feel my heart begin to race. Instinctively I began grinding my pussy on his lap.

“Time for you to see what a real man’s cock looks like,” Tony said, pulling away from my breast and unbuttoning his jeans.

I got off his lap and kneeled on the floor in between his thighs. Tony lifted himself off the couch a few inches and pulled his jeans down to mid thigh, and his cock popped out, all nice and hard, veiny and black. Abby hadn’t been joking. And neither had all those videos I had seen.

“Jesus Christ! It’s almost as big as my forearm,” I said, my eyes wide with wonder at this monument in front of me.

I held his shaft at the base and straightened his cock up and lined my other arm beside it. My fingers couldn’t even go all the way around it. The base was at my elbow and it’s big ended was right beside my wrist.

“I’ve never seen a cock this big in real life,” I said.

“Tastes even better than it looks, I promise,” said Tony.

I didn’t hesitate to obey. I leaned in and planted a kiss on the shaft, and another, and I stuck my tongue out and licked it from his balls to the tip of his cock. He smelled and tasted so incredibly masculine. The smell and the taste unlocked some sort of primal womanly instinct within me, it was all so erotic.

“Yeah, that’s it. That’s it,” Tony murmured.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took the head of his cock in and slowly tried to push myself, so I could get more and more into my mouth. I had never acted like this with Patrick, but then Patrick really didn’t have a cock big enough for me to have any trouble putting all of it in my mouth anyway. The way the thick black cock was stretching my mouth open made me wonder what it was going to be like feeling the monster inside of me. Would it even fit? Or would it just tear me apart? I was going to find out soon.

I pulled away and his cock popped out of my mouth. I held it against my face.

“It’s bigger than my whole face!” I said gleefully.

“See what’s special about black cock?”

“Mhmm,” I said, rubbing the massive erection on my face.

It was even bigger now that it had finally become fully erect. Tony stood up, and dropped his jeans around his ankles and stepped out of them. Then he unbuttoned his shirt and threw it on the couch too. I looked up at the perfect specimen of a man in front of me, all muscle and dark skin, power and machismo. His naked form commanded obedience from me without him having to utter a single word. I nuzzled his big, heavy balls, feeling them rest on my face, giving them a good suck, before I licked every inch of his cock.

“Get on the couch,” he said, and I obeyed.

He leaned over me and kissed me again while his fingers reached between my thighs and began to rub my pussy, quickly getting soaked in my juices.

“You’re so wet. You want to get fucked badly, don’t you?” Tony asked me.

“Yes, yes I do,” I groaned in reply, and kissed him again.

“First I want to taste you,” he said, and he kneeled in between my legs and threw them over his shoulders.

He leaned in and planted a fat kiss right on my pussy, making my legs clench around his neck.

“Ohhh!” I cried out.

Patrick had rarely ever eaten me out, and I wasn’t used to how strong the sensation could be. Dear God why had I missed out on so many things in my life until now? Tony stuck his tongue out and licked me from my taint to my clit and back, lifting me up so he could lap at my asshole too.

I gripped his head and thrust my pussy back at him while pulling his head against it so that his face was buried in my married pussy. Tony sucked on my pussy lips and dove his tongue into my opening and tongue fucked me. I was already extremely wet from our antics throughout the evening and now his entire face was glistening with my juices. Tony seemed to be genuinely enjoying the act which turned me on even more.

When he pulled away from my crotch I groaned in displeasure but his tongue quickly returned to my clit and was accompanied by a thick finger of his penetrating my pussy. And then another one of his fingers joined it. He began to thrust them in and out and soon I was under double attack, from his tongue on my clit and from his fingers inside my tunnel. In no time he was pumping his fingers in and out of me like a piston engine, and I was clenching the cushions desperately trying to hold on, every nerve in my body on fire, just desperately trying to make it through it. I quickly felt my orgasm build.

“Oh my god...stop...stop!’ I yelled.

I was under sensory overload. Too much pleasure. I couldn’t think straight, but Tony didn't stop. His fingers slammed in and out of me and pushed me over the edge and I began convulsing in orgasm. I locked his head in between my thighs and squirted onto his face, shrieking with pure pleasure. There was no doubt that the neighbors must have heard that. I fell back and breathed heavily, trying to compose myself. I had never felt anything like what I had just experienced before. I could never imagine it.

He stood up and sat beside me on the couch.

“You’re something else, Natalie,” he said.

He gave me a couple of minutes to regain my breath before he lifted me up in his arms and carried me upstairs to the bedroom. He laid me on the bed, and climbed up, lying down on top of me.

“Are you ready?” he whispered.

“Yes...yes, fuck me,” I said.

He kissed me and I felt him push the head of his cock against my pussy, spreading the soaking wet pussy lips apart and prodding my entrance. It was like nothing I had ever felt before, with Patrick or in college. I felt a tinge of fear, afraid that he was going to tear me apart. He put more pressure on my entrance and his cock head stretched my opening, slowly, moving further in. And then it popped in, making me gasp.This was only the tip of his cock, for fuck’s sake.

I clung onto him with my arms around his muscular back and my legs clutching his hips.

I looked at our reflection on the dark window, my pale petite form under his large, dark one, and it sent shivers up my spine. I could see what Abby loved about all of this.

A quarter of an inch at a time, his big black cock slid in me, stretching me more than I ever had, sending ecstasy shooting throughout my body. I was doing it, I was taking the mammoth cock! My pussy was wetter than it had ever been, making squishy wet noises as the cock went deeper, and deeper, touching spots inside of me I had never felt before. And then it bottomed out, and I wailed in pleasure.

“How do you like this cock, huh? A real cock.”

“I love it, I love it,” I groaned.

It was hard to make sense of anything else with the sensations I was feeling. I could feel another orgasm beginning to build deep inside of me. When Tony began to slow draw it out, and then push it back in, I began to moan continuously, losing all control over my senses. All that was real and important was the sexual energy storming within me. Tony increased his pace now, jamming his cock deep inside me and then almost entirely out again. The room filled with the sounds of my continuous, lustful moans and his balls slapping against my skin.

“You’re so tight,” he grunted.

He leaned down to suck on my breast while pumping into me and I held his head, my eyes rolling up as waves of pleasure emanated from my pussy with each thrust of his delicious cock. His tongue and nipples working my nipple became another point of pleasure and pushed me over the edge.

“Oh Goooood, I’m cumming!” I shouted, and clutched him hard as I began to quake and shudder, my pussy contracting in waves on his cock, squeezing and massaging it.

This sent Tony over as well and he grunted and slammed into me harder a few more times before his own orgasm came over him. I felt his squirts inside of me as his warm cream filled my married cunt.

This had definitely been a night of several firsts, and here was another one. The first time another man had cum inside of my pussy. A black man was on top of me, his huge cock embedded deep inside my married cunt, shooting his seed inside of me. My father would’ve died right there and then if he could see his little daughter in this state. Tony came an enormous volume. His cum filled my pussy and began dripping out, down my crack and onto the sheets.

“You’re built for black cock baby,” he said, his breathing heavy.

I kissed him and wrapped my legs around him again, savoring the feeling of his hard body on me, and his hard cock inside of me.
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Tony fucked me endlessly that night, and I went to sleep cuddled up in his strong arms, finding bliss in being his little plaything. We didn’t do much the next day either. I was being fucked like I had always wanted to be fucked for the first time in my life and I was going to make the most of it. Patrick came home the next day, hungry to be with me.
I told him I didn’t want to. I was done with white cock. I started hanging out a LOT more with Abby, however.
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Conservative Christian Wife Cuckolds Me With Her First BBC
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JOE

Kim had changed. That was for certain. And if I think on it, it was all my fault wasn’t it? I was the one who had wanted her to open up all this time. I was the one who wanted her to try out new things. I was the one who was trying to reprogram her.

You see, my wife Kimberley has been brought up in a very conservative midwest household. I reckon you could get enough metal to make a car just from melting all the crosses they have hanging on our wall. We met at work, and I think I fell in love with her just from day one. She was the prettiest girl I’d ever seen. Drop dead gorgeous, and she didn’t even know it. I didn’t think I had any chance with her. But we got to talking, just work related stuff at first. And we discovered that our personalities fit together, and it all just went uphill from there. It’s been two years since we married, she’s twenty five and I’m twenty seven.

Sex with her was just like you’d expect from someone who’d been indoctrinated with Jesus all their life. I was someone who’d been brought up on porn ever since I hit teenage. (Thank God for the internet.) So it was safe to say that I was pretty open, sexually. It was a surprise for me when early into our relationship she informed me that she had no intention of giving up her virginity to me even a moment before her wedding night. I hadn’t really expected I’d ever date someone who’d be like that. But Kim was a catch and I knew it. We hadn’t really talked much about sex before marriage, other than that. She would always shy away. I had just assumed that after our wedding everything was going to be fine. I’d be her husband and she’d be completely, or at least fairly, reasonably open with me, right?

Nope.

As it turned out her mother had taught her some fucked up shit. It surprised me how many things would land you in hell. Anal is reasonable, sure. But to someone who’d been getting off on watching people go down on each other for years, hearing that licking your wife’s pussy would land you both in hell was a bit of a rude shock. As I’d grown up I had figured out that I was a bit of a sub. I would fantasize of women dominating me, sitting on my face and grinding their pussies on it and letting me please them with my tongue. All through my abstinence while Kim and I were dating I’d cum so many times to the thought of her sitting on my face. It was a disappointment, a big one.

And God would hate her mouth coming near my cock as well. I’ve never had an issue with God, but listening to her lay down these rules, I got a little fed up of how much he was intruding into my personal life. Why bless me with a bomb shell of a life and add caveats like these? My introduction to these rules came right on our wedding night itself, as I moved to kiss her pussy for the first time. She had a cute one too. She kept herself shaved at all times because that’s what she had been taught.

I, being a true male, kept trying to wear her down into doing something other than lying lifelessly under me with her eyes shut quietly while I did my job and pulled out again. But to no avail. Religion is a hell of a drug. I’d tried to get some sort of a reaction out of her at least. But nothing, either I just didn’t possess the sexual prowess, or her resistance was just too strong.

Things changed a few months ago.

I had woken up feeling incredibly horny. I had been dreaming of Kim grinding her pussy on my face, and I could think of nothing else but pleasing her. Waking up and realizing that it was a dream was a bitter disappointment. I looked at her lying beside me. Innocent, and sexy as a goddess. She was wearing a pretty skimpy night dress. Thank God for that. If my beautiful wife took to wearing long conservative dresses in my own house I would kill myself. My brain was still hyperactive from dreaming, and all I wanted was to beg her to give me what I wanted. She was covered up to her waist by the blanket. I slowly pulled it away, revealing her shapely thighs. I pulled her night dress up to reveal her clean shaven mound to my eyes, and my mouth watered. My cock was so hard it was forming a tent in the blanket. I could think of nothing else. Every cell in my body wanted me to pull away the blanket and bury my face in her sweet cunt. The temptation was quickly grabbing a hold of me. My hand went to my cock and I began to stroke it.

And then I gave in. I pulled the blanket away, spread her legs and lay in between them and pulled her legs up over my shoulders, getting an up close look at her pussy for the first time. It was beautiful. I took a deep sniff. Delicious. And I dived in, and rubbed my face all over her gorgeous sex. Pure bliss. It was everything that I had imagined. A hunger rose within me, raging, mighty. I furiously began to lick her pussy, diving as deep as I could, tasting her juices. She was quickly getting wet and I was greedily lapping all her juices up. I flicked her clit with my tongue, sucked on her pussy lips, and nuzzled her pussy with my face. I could’ve been there for hours with my face buried in Kim’s gorgeous pussy. It was a cruel joke that she would keep it out of my reach for so long.

Her breathing had become heavy now and she was emitting little gasps and moans, but I was still sure that she was fully asleep. I was lost in what I was doing. I didn’t really have a plan of what I was going to do when she was going to wake up and find out that I had bought us both a quick ticket to hell. Her nipples had become hard little points, poking through the sheer cloth of her night dress.

Her eyes fluttered open. She bit her lip and gasped as I rubbed her clit with my tongue and she looked down at me, shocked.

“Oh no, what are you doing?! Joe, stop!” she half shouted, half moaned.

She tried to push my head away, struggling with the intense sensations that were coursing right through her body. I had grabbed on to her thighs with an arm around each one, and I had no intentions of letting go by now. I could feel her pelvic muscles and her thighs twitch and quiver with every lick and suck and I was addicted. She stopped trying to push me away soon enough, and quickly lost herself to the sensations. I’d never heard her gasp and moan. I could tell that she was still trying to stifle them, but she wasn’t succeeding.

“Stop, Joe. St-....stop….I’m going to pee on you!” she wailed.

I didn’t stop. I kept on working her pussy with my tongue, drinking every drop that she secreted. She began to moan loudly, like I’d never have dreamed of her. She was thrusting her pussy against my face now, totally overcome by the demands of her own body, I was grinding my own cock on the sheets. She squeezed my head with her thighs and locked her legs around my neck and began to cum. Her pussy gushed with her delicious juices and I made sure every drop she produced went into my mouth. Her entire body quaked and quivered as she clutched the sheets desperately. And then her orgasm passed, and she tried to regain her breath.

“What….was...what was that? What just happened?” she asked me, in between her heavy breaths.

“That was an orgasm, honey. Did it feel good?”

“It felt incredible,” she confessed.

“Was that the first time you’ve had one?” I asked.

“Mhm,” she nodded. Then she frowned. “You’ve doomed us both. I’m going to pray to the Lord to save us,” she said.

“Everyone in the world does this, babe. If you’re married it’s okay. Nothing will happen,” I reasoned.

She didn’t reply. I stood up and walked into the bathroom. I was insanely hard and I had to relieve myself.

The rest of the day passed just like any other. I got ready, she made me some breakfast, I kissed her on her pretty little lips and I went to work. That night when we were in bed she cuddled up to me. I kissed her forehead.

“Honey?” she cooed.

“Yeah, babe?”

“Could you do that thing again?” she asked. “That you did to me this morning?”

I was stunned. I leaned in and kissed her.

“With pleasure, honey.”
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KIMBERLEY

I’d always thought it would be something disgusting, something unpleasant, the way mother talked about it. But this morning I had felt the most amazing thing, and I needed to feel it again. This time I didn’t resist at all, and I spread my legs wide for Joe, and he lovingly licked my sex and rubbed my button till I...orgasmed...and he lapped up all my juices. Then he got on top of me and kissed me as he began to make love to me. This was strange. From what I’d heard from my friend Tracy, this was the part that was supposed to feel good. So why didn’t it? Like always, in a few minutes, Joe spilled his seed inside of me and we cuddled for a while, before we both drifted to sleep.

The next day after Joe left for work, after giving me another orgasm in the morning with his tongue of course, there was a knock at the door. I walked over to it and swung it open to see Amanda smiling brightly at me.

“Oh wow, Amanda!” I cheered, as the petite, gorgeous blonde hugged me hard.

“Hey Kim, just thought I’d drop by today, I needed to shop at the Target near here. Perfect excuse to meet you.”

Amanda was a high school friend of mine. She was probably the only one who I don’t hesitate to tell anything to. She was a bit of an opposite to me. I was reserved, modest, religious where she was a party girl throughout our college. She would never be ashamed to tell me about her adventures, and I never really had anything to share with her in return. Her probing definitely became more intense after I got married to Joe and I was pretty excited when I talked to her about our sex but she yawned at our conventional sex life. Well today I definitely had something interesting to tell her! My first orgasms.

I didn’t have to wait long till the conversation shifted to my sex life. By then we were both sitting in the living room with a cup of coffee in our hands each. She sat there with her mouth agape as I gave her a blow-by-blow of what Joe had done.

“Wow,” she whispered, giggling. “I honestly never thought I’d hear this stuff from you, Kim! I always told you it wasn’t really a sin, you know?”

“Well I’m still making my mind up, about it,” I said, giving her a cheeky grin.

“Sounds to me like you made up your mind yesterday itself,” she winked.

“Stop it,” I whined, nudging her arm.

“It’s a shame that Joe’s cock didn’t feel satisfactory to you. He must be pretty small,” Amanda said.

“I think he’s enough,” I shrugged.

Truth be told I had no idea what ‘big’ was supposed to be.

“How big is he?” Amanda asked, holding up her fingers at a pretty large distance, around twice as far apart as Joe’s length.

“More like this,” I said, bringing her fingers much closer apart.

She frowned.

“Oh you poor thing…,” she said. “No wonder you’re not feeling anything.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Do you know how big Nate is?” she asked me.

Nate was her black boyfriend who she had been dating since two years now. I nodded.

“At least this big,” she said, holding her fingers about as far apart as the length of my forearm.

I cupped my mouth with my hand and gasped.

“You can’t possibly be serious!” I remarked.

“You bet I am, Kim,” she said, smirking. “And it feels like heaven. Heaven, I’m telling you. But then again it’s usually only black guys who pack this sort of length.”

I felt a warmth between my legs. Imagining a big black..thing...the size of my forearm. I felt ashamed at my thoughts. What was I turning into? Suddenly Amanda leaned forward and her voice dropped in volume.

“Would you like to feel one in inside of you?” she whispered.

I leaned back.

“Of course not!” I said. “I’m a good wife, I would never!”

“Mhm,” replied Amanda.

She took her phone and fingered it for a few moments before she turned the screen over to me.

“Here’s what it looks like,” she said.

I looked at the screen and my jaw dropped. It was a picture of Amanda holding a huge penis as big as her forearm in her hand while her tongue was extended in front of it, licking the tip and looking into the camera!

“Amanda!” I exclaimed. “Don’t show me this stuff, what the heck?”

Amanda laughed.

“Oh come on, you’re a married woman now, grow up!”

She took her phone back.

“Well if you change your mind about having one, give me a call, alright?”

“I won’t,” I said.

Amanda left an hour later and I got back to my chores. All the while I felt a heat in between my legs. The picture Amanda showed me kept popping up in my head, no matter how much I tried to keep my mind off it. I wondered how it would feel if it...no, I shouldn’t think about this stuff, I told myself. I didn’t even know men’s thingies could be that big...that thick...that black… I felt an urge to touch myself, but my mother’s voice in my head popped up and stopped the impulse in its tracks.

Over the next few days Joe and I continued our regular sessions. His tongue felt wonderful, and orgasming was the best thing in the world. But when he made love to me I was instantly reminded of the picture, and what it would feel like to have something so big inside of me, stretching me out. I chastised myself for thinking those things but they spiced up our lovemaking nonetheless, and made me wetter and more excited. Who was I turning into?

The days passed by and my resolve grew weaker and weaker. The idea of being filled, stretched and pleasured from lovemaking was clouding my mind. The picture that Amanda had shown me haunted me and made me wet between my legs, and tempted me to touch myself again and again. And it was all I could think about when Joe and I laid together. Joe was beginning to notice.

“What’s wrong, Kim?” he asked me, kissing my breast gently. “You seem distracted. Is everything alright?”

“I...no, everything is okay darling,” I said.

Joe pushed further and kept asking and finally I gave him a little signal, trying to see how he was going to react.

“Darling, how big is your...thing? Compared to other guys?”

He seemed a little taken aback by the question.

“I-...I uh...why do you ask?”

“Well,” I said, blushing, “It’s just that Amanda was here a few days ago. She said that maybe you weren’t very big down there in size. Is that true?”

Joe looked like he had been hurt. He sighed.

“ It’s true. I’m not as big as most other guys.”

“Isn’t there any way you could make yourself bigger?”

“Unfortunately no, babe,” he replied, smiling weakly.

“I see.”

I did notice that while we talked of this, Joe’s penis had straightened up under the sheets, clearly.

The next day Joe left for a two day trip out of state, and I was left home alone and bored. Amanda called me in the afternoon and asked me if I wanted to go out with her later in the day. I wasn’t someone who regularly went out, and I didn’t even know what Amanda was thinking, or what she wanted to do. But there was nothing to do in the house, and I didn’t want to spend the entire night watching some garbage on Netflix. So I just said yes.

In the evening near seven, the doorbell rang. I opened it and Amanda beamed at me and gave me a once over and frowned.

“You haven’t changed yet?”

“I...I have.”

“We aren’t going to a church congregation, girl. Come on, dress sexy!” she said.

“I...I-” I began to protest but soon gave up. “I’ll go up and change,” I sighed. “Wait here.”

I went up into the bedroom and changed quickly into a skimpy dress that Joe had bought for me that I had never worn despite all his requests.

“That’s more like it,” Amanda clapped, watching me walk down the stairs. “Good girl,” she winked.

“So where are we going?” I asked.

“We, my dear Kim, are headed to the best place in all of town for sexy little things like us.”

“Is it a club?” I asked, rolling my eyes.

“Yes it’s a club. Hey hey don’t give me that look. You don’t have to drink, just let loose a little. Who knows, maybe we’ll get you a big black dick to take home!”

“Amanda! Don’t talk like that,” I said, giggling and nudging her shoulder.

There was quite a sizeable line at the entrance to the door which we were headed towards, and a large black bouncer was doing the crowd control. As we came closer, he nodded at Amanda.

“ ‘Ssup George?” she said, as he lifted the red rope aside for us to walk through to the door, bypassing the line.

“You come here often?” I asked her.

She just winked at me. As soon as the doorman pulled the doors open, a burst of sound hit us, and Amanda pulled me through. It was fairly dark inside, and it smelled nice. There was very loud music, and a sizeable crowd was busy dancing under flashing strobe lights. This was only my second time in a club in my entire life. Amanda led me past the dance floor into a section which had a few tables, only a few of which were empty. We took a seat at one such table. We’d only settled down when a large, handsome man came over and asked Amanda for a dance.

“Take her,” she said, pointing at me.

I immediately became flustered.

“Oh-what? I? No I can’t, just..it’s-..”

“Oh come on, just go! It’s just a dance!”

“Alright alright.”

He extended his hand to me and I took it. He had a firm grip, and we walked together into the dancing crowd, and began moving to the music. He pulled me close. This was an entirely new feeling for me. He was so much taller than me, and he had a broad, muscular chest. It made me want to rest my head against it. I couldn’t help but be a little stiff.

“I’ve never seen you here before,” he said to me, leaning in close to my ear so he could speak over the music.

“I don’t really go to clubs!” I said, my voice raised as well.

“My name is Brad,” he told me.

“I’m Kim,” I replied.

“Nice to meet you Kim,” he said, smiling. “Just relax, alright?”

His arms moved to my back, and slid down low, sending shivers down my spine. He pulled me close until I was pressed up against him. I didn’t know how to react. But this definitely felt good. After a while I felt something in his pants poke me in the tummy. I didn’t pay attention to it at first but it seemed to be getting bigger. Then I peeked down and...oh my god! It was his thing! There was a huge bulge in the front of his pants poking right into my tummy. I looked back up at him to see him grinning.

“Like it?”

I gulped and looked away. He slid his hands down to my butt. I didn’t know how to react. I should’ve stopped him. But a part of me asked me what the harm even was in what was happening? He pulled me harder against him and I pushed against him in return as we both swayed together to the music. I was beginning to feel a slow burning inside of me, originating between my thighs. Possibilities began to flood my head. The house was empty. Joe wasn’t going to be back until the day after tomorrow. Like Amanda said, could this be the day I found a “big black dick to take home?”

When I got back to the table I saw Rachel wasn’t there anymore. I sat down and my eyes scanned the crowd. I glimpsed her in the crowd, dancing with a large black man herself. He had his hands on her butt, and she was pressed up against him. I saw her reach up to him and pull his head down and kiss him! I was shocked. What was she doing? But looking at the sight, I felt my pussy quivering. It was hot! Her pale body in his dark, muscular arms. I looked down to see an equally big bulge in his pants as Brad had. They broke away and she whispered something into her ear and she winked, and then I saw her come back towards me.

“Like what you see?” she winked at me. “Don’t worry, Nate won’t mind. How was your dance? That good, huh? You’re still blushing” she giggled.

“I have to go to the restroom, alright?” I told her. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

When I came back, there was no Amanda there, but Brad sitting in her place instead.

“Amanda went home with Ray,” he told me. “She told me she was your ride, so I’m going to drop you home, alright?”

Amanda was definitely going to be getting an earful from me later. What a horrible thing to do, I thought.

“I’ll just get an uber,” I told Brad.

“Hey don’t worry, I was leaving anyways. Come on,” he said. “She told me you live near Brentwood?”

I nodded. We walked out of the club together, side by side. I noticed several girls still in queue look contemptuously at us, some even while they held their boyfriends’ and husbands’ hands. I understood the look, Brad was definitely somewhat of a catch. Muscular, dark and so tall beside my short frame. His car was a trendy sports car low to the ground, and he opened the door for me. I bent low to get into it, and then in a minute we sped off towards my house.

“You’re married?” Brad asked me, glancing at me before focusing on the road once more.

“Yes,” I said shyly.

“Let me guess, he’s out of town?” he asked.

“How did you know?”

“That little cross necklace says a lot. You’re not the first woman like this to walk into that club. Small dicked white husband, Christian family, all that jazz.”

In a few more minutes we pulled up in front of my house. My mind had been in turmoil all this time. I’m naive but not that naive. I knew what he expected. And I didn’t know if he was ready for it. The only sound in the car was the hip hop playing softly.

“Don’t think about it,” he said to me.

He leaned over to me. I didn’t lean back. He came closer, and his lips touched mine. I didn’t react. My mother would’ve died if she saw this. She would’ve called the cops as she did. He began to kiss me, and I felt his tongue ask for permission. I gave it to him, and in no time we were involved in a deep kiss. I reached up and held him while we kissed. I would’ve thought about my unfaithfulness if I wasn’t on fire. Every nerve inside me was lit. I’d never felt this way before. A minute later we were walking through the door, and I couldn’t wait to get his pants off of him.
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JOE

I was surprised to find the house empty when I came home. I decided I was going to surprise her when she came home. The trip had been cancelled, and I knew she’d be delighted to have me here. I knew how lonely she got during my trips. It was around 10 when I heard the door open. I began to move down but froze when I heard laughter and talking- two people. Who was she with? I didn’t immediately become suspicious. I had no reason to be, I would never believe that my Kim would bring a man home for a wrong reason. So I slowly crept down and began listening. I didn’t hear anything, so I began climbing down the stairs. As I did, I heard it. Sloppy sounds of what had to be kissing. My heart stopped, and I felt my cock began to rise. What was happening? I leaned down and peeked into the living room. There on the couch was my wife. On top of a large, muscular black man. She had her arms around his neck and he had his hands firmly gripping her butt. She was wearing the little dress I’d got for her back at New Years, that she’d never worn for me.

I felt like I was going to collapse. They were kissing like teenage lovers. Occasionally I’d glimpse their tongues dancing with each other’s. She seemed to be slightly wiggling her hips, rubbing on his crotch. Was this a dream? What the hell was happening? This was my little Kimberley. With a black man. Why was I so incredibly erect right now?

His hands began to roam all over her body, exploring every inch of her skin, stroking her thighs, reaching up to squeeze her breasts, rubbing her back. He slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders, revealing her bra, which he unclasped soon after. Her bra fell down onto his lap and her beautiful, soft breasts were exposed to another man for the first time in her life. He immediately began to suck on her nipple, flicking it with her tongue and slightly biting on it before moving on to the other one. She held his head to her chest, her eyes shut in pleasure, an expression of lust that I’d never seen before etched all over her face. He pulled her to him and kissed her deeply again, before taking her hand and moving it to his crotch, making her rub the massive bulge under her.

“You’re massive,” I heard her say.

“I can’t wait to stretch you open baby,” he told her before kissing her again.

“Mhmm,” she said.

He made her lift herself so he could unbuckle and pull his pants down to his ankles before kicking them off. Now his massive cock was revealed to Kimberley’s eyes. She was looking at it with innocent awe.

“I can’t believe it,” she said.

Neither could I. She settled back down on it, the thick, long shaft under her pussy, their skin separated only by the thin cloth of her underwear.

“You can get closer, it won’t bite,” he said.

She got off him and he spread his legs, and she kneeled in between them, her face inches from his huge cock pointing straight up at the ceiling.

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” she said.

She’d never looked at any part of me the way she was admiring this man’s cock. Pure jealousy filled me, and equally strong arousal worked to suppress it. My mind was racing. What was the correct thing for me to do? Should I have gone down and stopped them? Chide my wife? Fight this strange man? He was much stronger, much larger and much more muscular than I was. That wouldn’t end well. I ended up just sitting on the stairs, quietly spying on my wife with the stranger with the massive cock.

“Give it a kiss, baby,” the man told my wife.

He was going to be disappointed, I thought. The train stops right here, no way was she going to do that. Something that she wouldn’t ever do even for me. She looked up at him tentatively, unsure. And then I watched breathlessly as she inched forwards, her lips edging towards the black, veiny shaft, until they pressed against it, and she gave the big black cock a lingering kiss.

The only thing stopping me from pulling out my cock, begging for attention, was the fear of being discovered, the fear of my wife discovering that I was getting off on her unfaithfulness.

Kim began to slowly lick his cock, up and down the shaft that spanned her entire face and then some. She moved down to kiss the big, shaven balls of the man, before moving up again.

“You’re a natural,” he said to her, leaning forwards to pull her up and give her a deep kiss again.

She began to be more aggressive with her mouth, and began to suck on the tip of his cock eagerly, and trying to take more of him into her mouth, which was an impossible task with the huge size she was handling. She kiss his cock all over and began to lick every inch of it, along with his thighs. She was worshipping this man. This black guy who was most definitely not her husband. I felt small. I felt insignificant. She had never treated me the way she was treating this man.

“Come on, my turn,” the man said, getting up while she sat down on the couch in his place.

He pulled her dress off of her and then pulled her panties down her smooth legs and threw them onto the floor. He took her feet and kissed them all over before beginning to kiss his way up her calf, thighs, to her pussy.

He knew what he was doing. He immediately had her squirming, working her expertly with his tongue. I couldn’t see what he was doing, his mouth was buried in between her thighs. But whatever it was, it had her in another world. She had her hands in his hair, trying to pull his face against her pussy, thrusting against him, rubbing her pussy on his face.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I silently inched back and unzipped quietly, taking my cock out. I made sure I couldn’t be seen by them, and began stroking my cock hard as I looked at my pretty little wife get eaten by the muscular black man.

“God you’re delicious,” he said.

By now Kimberley loved getting her pussy eaten, and she was very worked up. Her legs were quivering and twitching and occasionally she’d squirm and moan. The man was pushing all the right buttons. He began licking her clit as one of his fingers began probing her pussy. Soon he was pushing it in slowly. Once it was knuckle deep inside of her he began moving it in and out, driving Kim wild. She was moaning loudly now, without a thought that the neighbors would hear her. The man pushed another finger in, all the while keeping the pressure up on her clit with his tongue, and began giving her a rapid fingering.

I had never fingered her, I’d tried but she had never let me. But she didn’t utter one word of resistance to this man. Had she just given up on all her moral standards? Were all the boundaries just reserved for me? I felt anger mix in with the jealousy and arousal. Yet another emotion to stir my cock up.

His pace increased until he was hammering his fingers in and out of my wife’s sweet little pussy. The squishy, wet sounds of the slaps of his knuckles onto my wife’s crotch and her loud moans filled the air. She began moaning louder, higher and higher. She was about to orgasm.

“Oh Lord, oh lord...oh lord!” she moaned.

And then she screamed loudly, a lingering wail of pleasure as her orgasm hit her. Her legs kicked wildly and her entire body quaked. Watching this happen sent me into overdrive, and I shot my load into my hand, my other hand over my mouth so I wouldn’t make a noise. The man was rubbing his face into her pussy, and her juices were glistening on his dark skin. Kim lay back and sighed.

“That was hot,” the man laughed.

He kissed her lips, and she kissed him back passionately.

“You’re incredible,” he said.

“So are you,” she replied.

He sat beside her and they kissed contentedly and cuddled, as she stroked his cock. Then he lifted her into his arms and stood up and began to walk towards the stairs, towards me! I quickly and quietly hurried up and into the bedroom, and hid in the closet. A few minutes later he kicked open the door and walked in, my wife cradled in his arms, both of them completely naked. He laid her on the bed and climbed on top of her as she spread her legs wide for him.

“Be gentle, I’ve never taken anything that big before,” she said.

He lined his mammoth cock up along her hole, and pushed gently, the head parting her pussy lips and probing, before popping in.

“Oh,” Kimberley gasped, wrapping her arms around his chest and her legs around his waist.

My pale petite wife, lying under the muscular, large frame of the black man was the hottest thing I had ever seen. My cock was rising up again quickly.

“Ohhhh God,” Kimberley moaned as the man pushed more of his cock inside, slowly.

She was clinging to him tighter. “It’s stretching me...so big..”

I could hear just how wet she was getting from the squishing from being penetrated. He kissed her again, and plunged the last inches of his huge cock inside of her, and his balls hit her flesh between her pussy and butthole.

“It’s hitting my cervix. You’re filling me up,” she moaned. “It feels so good, Brad.”

Brad. That was the guy’s name. Brad began to pump in and out of her, slowly.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned.

He leaned down and began to suck on her nipple, and she held her head and moaned, while he increased his pace and began fucking her harder. I began to stroke my cock again, slowly, to be sure not to make a single bit of noise. I couldn’t believe I was watching my own wife get fucked in our bed while hiding in the closet. Kimberley was thrusting back at him, meeting thrusts now, while they still kept kissing. She whimpered as he thrust, going deeper than I could ever go, inside her.

He got off of her and sat upright with his back to the headboard, and Kim hovered over his straightened cock and slowly lowered herself on it. It stretched her pussy wide open once more as it slid up her. She immediately began bouncing on it, her beautiful breasts moving up and down. I almost came right there at the sight. He pulled her to him again and they kissed, her arms wrapping around her neck. Everytime she dropped down she moaned and squealed, like I’d never heard her before.

Brad began groaning, “I’m gonna cum!” and he held her waist and began slamming her up and down on his cock.

“Oh God...oh fuck!” he groaned, and slammed Kim down on his cock and held her close.

They began to kiss and I watched as his big ball sack contracted and he began to pump my wife full of his cum.

“Oh my...it’s filling me up! Oh Lord,” Kim squealed.

This was what pushed me over the edge again and I squirted my cum one more time, and it hit the door of the closet. Brad was obviously cumming much more than I ever could, because it filled up my wife and began drooling down out of his pussy and down his shaft and his balls. They were still kissing, with their arms around each other. I was quietly trying to catch my breath.

“That was incredible,” Kim whimpered, resting her head against his dark chest, his cock still embedded deep inside of her vagina.

“I know,” Brad replied, stroking her hair.
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After a bit of rest and clean up, they were at it again, fucking like rabbits. In one night she got more sexual experience than she got in her entire life, and leaped over me. The next time he came, he squirted all over her pretty face, and made her clean him up with her mouth. I didn’t hear a word of complaint come out of her mouth. She did everything willingly and obediently. I lost count of the number of times they fucked and came. It’s as if she was releasing an entire life’s worth of pent up desires in one night.
When they fell asleep finally, hours later, I crept out of the closet. She had been so busy with her new lover that she hadn’t even noticed my suitcase sitting in the corner of the room. I took it and crept out of the house. I took an Uber and went to a hotel. The next morning I called her and told her that I’d be back in an hour. While she was talking to me I heard sloppy, wet noises. And sometimes her voice would be muffled as if something was in her mouth. I stroked my cock while she sucked Brad’s while talking to me.
I was hoping that her experience with Brad had opened her up to enjoy new things with me, but when I got home and pounced on her in bed, she refused to suck me off again. To my own surprise it didn’t hurt. I just climbed down between her legs and began pleasing her again, rubbing my face in her used, stretched pussy.
I didn’t say a word to her. What I did was secretly install cameras around the house that would broadcast to my phone. And I began taking a lot more trips out of state.
[image: lineBreak]



White Wife Cuckolds Me With Her Hung Co-Workers
[image: Vara Damon]



It was definitely a very picturesque place. The Sun was touching the glimmering horizon and the waves in the ocean were making its brilliant reflection twist and dance. The road our car was on was winding along the shore. Up ahead I could see the resort now. If nothing else, this getaway was going to be one visual feast.

I hoped it wouldn’t be awkward. I hoped that I’d fit in well with Leah’s co-workers. Leah worked for a lifestyle website. I hadn’t met her co-workers formally but occasionally I’d seen them, when I went to pick Leah up. They were all similar to my wife, really. Good looking people in their mid-20s. Trendy, outgoing. I was not like them for the most part. I didn’t have cool hairstyles, or ear piercings. My job was a boring cubicle job, and everyone who worked with me was ten years older than me or more. I wore suits and ties where Leah’s office had a casual dress code. I drank shitty coffee where her office had pizza in every other day. My work was definitely not sending me with my wife to a picturesque location for a trip anytime soon, that was for sure.

My wife is a gorgeous woman. She’s twenty four and I’m twenty eight. She stands at five foot three inches, with a heavenly figure, and some magnificent curves. I met her in college and we fell in love in our final year. She always was much more outgoing than I was.

We walked down the wooden steps to the resort, our bags in hand. The Sun had gone down now, but the clouds high above were still sunlit and the sky was a thousand different colors.

“There’s one thing you should know, by the way,” said Leah.

“What’s that?”

“My co-workers and I...we have a pretty close vibe. I know at your work it’s all work and no play. So there might be some casual flirting, okay? That’s just how things are at our place.”

Casual flirting? That’s not very appropriate between co-workers. But I decided to play it cool.

“That’s no problem,” I replied.

“You sure? It’s just that I want to fit in at my office and everyone is like that. It’s just a bit of fun. Just some jostling.”

“Sure.”

“Alright babe,” she said. “You’re the best.”

As we reached the bottom of the winding stairs, Leah pulled her phone out and called someone.

“Hello. Yeah we’re at the front entrance. Okay. Alright, see you,” she said.

We walked to the glass doors and got in.

“Leah! You made it,” he said, walking over and hugging my wife, more closely and tightly than I would have liked, but I made no comment. “Hey there,” he said, shaking my hand.

“Honey, this is Eric,” Leah said. “Eric, this is my husband Adam.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

“Everyone else is in their cabins resting right now, we’ll all meet up later. I’ll show you to yours, okay? Wait here,” he said.

He walked over to the receptionist, and talked to him. He pointed at us, and soon after the receptionist told him to wait. He opened a drawer and obtained a keycard which he then handed over to Eric. He walked over to us.

“Come on, follow me.”

We walked outside through another glass door. It was dark now. The sky was deep blue, and several hundred faint stars had appeared. As we walked the path the little lights lining it on either side came on. There on the beach was a big swimming pool, blue and illuminated, surrounded by dark seawater.

“Wow, babe look at that, it’s gorgeous, isn’t it!”

“Definitely is,” I said truthfully.

“Best thing is, we have the entire place to ourselves. Barely any guests at this time of the year,” said Eric.

“All thanks to you,” Leah said. “Eric is the one who requested for this from the higher ups,” she told me.

“Your cabin is just up ahead,” said Eric.

The cabin was a cute, minimalistic structure. Eric swiped the keycard and let us in, then handed it to Leah.

“Have some rest guys. We’re gonna be out on the beach for dinner at eight, I’ll see you then.”

And then he did something that left me quite shocked. He leaned in, kissed Leah on her lips and slapped her ass, then left. Leah walked in and laid on the bed while I stood there stunned.

“You’re okay with that?” I asked.

“With what?” she asked, raising herself up and looking at me.

“The kiss and the slap!”

“It’s just friendly, he’s a pretty open minded person. Very forward. He’s like that with all the girls, don’t pay it any attention babe.”

I struggled internally for a moment, wondering how to react. And then I decided to obey her. Why argue over something that was just a part of her work culture, I suppose. I went into the little bathroom to wash up and get a change of clothes.
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“What if there’s something that could sting you?” I protested.

“Nothing is going to sting you, Adam. Come on, take them off. No one wears shoes to the beach,” Leah said, rolling her eyes.

I finally gave in.

“Alright, alright. But if I die tonight, it’s going to be on you,” I said.

We walked (barefoot) out of the cottage and walked the illuminated path, tall trees on both sides. We walked back essentially the same way we came, and before we could see the beach we heard laughter and chatter, and that let us know where her coworkers were.

“Heyyyyy!” they all said in unison as we approached the table.

There were two groups of people, each were all seated on couches that went around two tables on which lay some delicious looking food. Everything was lit in the glow of a few torches that had been stood up around them. I couldn’t see the loud waves in the water but I could hear them just fine.

They all stood up and gave my wife a hug and shook my hand, and Leah introduced me to them. Eric and I had already met. Among others were Abel, a large black guy, Pierce, a blond swimmer sort of guy, a few other guys and a bunch of women. No way I was going to remember all the names in one go anyways.

I noticed that the guys were getting a little too handsy with her. Whenever they hugged her, one of their arms would drop down to her butt. I noticed Eric and Abel squeeze it! But there was no way I was going to make a scene about it right there, so I filed it away in my head to discuss with her later. We began to drink, talk and eat under the stars in the light of the flaming torches, and soon I began enjoying myself quite a bit.

I was sitting in my swimming trunks the next morning, waiting for Leah to appear from the bathroom. We were all headed down to the pool on the beach, to have some nice fun. The door to the bathroom opened and I turned to look as Leah stepped out and my jaw almost dropped to the floor. She was wearing an extremely skimpy bikini that bared most of her breasts and butt. I felt my cock stir, and I could only imagine the effect it would have on her office mates. It was absolutely hot.

“Are you really going to be wearing that?” I blurted out.

“Yep. Why? Is anything wrong?” she said, looking down at the cloth.

“It’s...a bit too revealing isn’t it?”

“Oh come on. It’s the beach! What better place than that for a bit of a reveal. You can bet all the girls will be dressed just like this. Giving the guys a bit of a tease.”

Huh. I sure couldn’t get her to wear anything sexy with me in the bedroom. And here she was, ready to wear something so skimpy to ‘tease the guys?’

“Come on, let’s go babe.”

And we headed out again. There was a cute little shack near the pool that served alcohol, and many of the group were constantly making trips from the pool to it and back. I too got myself a strong, neat little cocktail and sat on a chair. Leah’s attire had received some major attention from the men in the group, and she was in the pool now surrounded by three or four men, laughing and chatting. Among them I recognized Eric, Abel and Pierce. It’s not like I didn’t have enough of a visual feast though. Leah was right, most of the women in the group were dressed just like her and through my sunglasses I stared a lot. I had to adjust my posture quite a bit to make sure that I wasn’t proudly displaying my erection to the public view.

I noticed that Leah had been brought a drink from the shack quite a few times now by the guys and now she was pretty giggly. There had to be a flirtatious back and forth going on, from the body language of all of them. I felt a little turned on, knowing that my wife was actively flirting with a group of guys.

I suddenly heard a shriek from one of the girls, a pretty blonde, and I looked in her direction to see her covering her breasts with her arms, topless. One of the guys had untied her top and was wading away with it, laughing. She began chasing him around the pool while he began to throw it to his friends. It went on for quite a while before she got it back, and then to my pleasant surprise she just decided not to put it on, and uncovered her boobs. I immediately needed a change in posture because I had sprung a boner.

Meanwhile Leah was still chatting with the guys. Eric had moved behind her and was moving towards her. I had a bit of an idea of what was going to happen after that. I didn’t know if I should have stopped him. I just sat quietly and watched on like a spectator. And Eric quietly got closer and closer while his mates distracted her. He got close enough and then quickly pulled on the strings of her top, and before she knew what was happening, he had slid it off of her and pulled it away. He hung it high over his head, out of her reach and she tried to jump to get at it, her beautiful breasts bouncing as she did, laughing and giggling. The other guys were also laughing but mainly they were staring at the show that my wife was providing them.

I was dumbfounded. Leah wasn’t covering up at all. In fact I would go so far ahead as to say that she was thoroughly enjoying it! What side of my wife was this? Was this the alcohol in her making her act like this? Abel walked behind her and then reached around her front, grabbed her, his palms on her breasts, and held her high up enough so she could snatch her top from Eric’s hand. In doing so I was sure that he gave her boobs a good palming. I suddenly became acutely aware of the fact that I was extremely erect under my swimming trunks.

Most of the people around the pool had their eyes on the Leah group now. Leah reacted to Eric’s prank by suddenly yanking his pants down. Out popped a massive, angry cock. I noticed the shocked look on Leah’s face as she gasped at the unexpected sight and at that moment all the pairs of female eyes were focused at one spot. Eric definitely took longer than he needed to pull his trunks back up, laughing jovially. I think he was showing off his massive package. And my wife was admiring it, much to my dismay and arousal. The way my body was reacting to all of this was surprising me.

A few minutes later Leah walked over to me.

“Enjoying the Sun, babe?”

“What the hell are you doing over there?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she replied innocently.

“You pulled Eric’s pants down and ogled his cock! Abel grabbed your boob!”

“Look, Eric had snatched my top first. And I’m sure Abel did it accidentally. Besides, you’re one to complain. I saw you staring. And-,” she looked at my crotch where my bulge still hadn’t subsided. “You sure look like you’re enjoying all of it in the end.” She winked at me.

She had me there. My cock was betraying the excitement I was feeling watching her act the way she was acting.

“I’m gonna get another drink, alright? You want anything?” she asked me.

“Get me one of whatever you’re getting,” I replied.

Leah went back to the pool with the drink while I sipped on mine. The warm sunlight on my skin, the sound of the waves, and the cool breeze, all of it combined with the alcohol in my drink and made me want to take a quick nap. I didn't realize when I fell asleep.

I don't know how much time had passed when I came to again, but the atmosphere at the pool had distinctly transformed. Things were much quieter, and everyone seemed to have paired off with each other, quietly giggling and flirting, many others kissing. My eyes darted around under my sunglasses, searching for my wife.

I found her in the far corner of the pool. She was sitting on the edge, with Eric standing in the water in front of her. They were way too close for my liking. I was still pretending to be asleep at this point. Leah kept giggling and blushing and biting her lip. I hadn’t ever seen her like this before. Eric seemed to be pleading with her.

She glanced my way, and I was still pretending to be asleep, which she seemed to assume to be true. She bit her lip and slowly untied her top and let it rest on her breasts. Eric reached out and pulled it down and kept it beside her. My wife was showing off her breasts to him! My erection was quickly returning in full force. Eric leaned in and whispered something into Leah’s ears and then reached out, took her hand and pulled it underwater, to what seemed to me like his crotch. My wife was grabbing a stranger’s cock! And she seemed to be enjoying it!

She kept smiling and her hand began to move under the water. She glanced at me to make sure that I was still asleep and I made sure not to give up the pretense.

This was not how I had expected this trip to go. What the hell was going on with her co-workers? The atmosphere was closer to a college trip rather than an office vacation. I looked at Eric. He had jet black hair and he was taller than me. He obviously worked out a lot because he had a pretty well defined chest and broad shoulders, a great body, much better than mine. And from what I’d seen before, he had a massive cock as well. I could feel intense disappointment coursing through me, coupled with equally intense arousal.

Her hand was moving faster and faster. Eric pulled her into the pool with him, so that they stood inches apart in the water in their little corner, with little attention on them from the rest of the group. He put a hand on her ass and the other one went into the water in between her legs. He was giving her a rub as she was stroking his cock!

I wanted nothing more than to run off and hide in the trees, watch them and jerk off. I was painfully hard and I could do nothing to alleviate it. My wife was pleasuring another man in public while he was pleasuring her with his hand. I could not believe it. But I lay there, my eyes focused on them through my sunglasses. Helpless.

Leah had her eyes shut. On her face was an erotic expression I don’t think I had ever seen before. An expression of pure ecstasy and delight. Eric’s fingers must be working magic between her thighs. Their hands were moving faster. Suddenly I noticed that Eric shuddered, and Leah’s movements became slow and she broke out in a huge naughty grin. Eric tried to catch his breath, she must have made him cum. And then he gripped her closer and gave her a deep kiss that she returned with equal passion, and redoubled his own efforts in making my wife orgasm. And soon Leah grabbed his shoulders for support and shuddered, her face scrunched in pleasure. Her orgasm was coursing through her. I was in awe of what I had just seen.

About five minutes later she got out of the pool and walked over to me, acting cool, like nothing had happened at all. She gently shook my arm.

“Adam? Babe?”

I pretended to slowly wake up, yawning.

“Time to go back,” she said, smiling.

“Alright,” I said. “What did I miss here?”

She giggled.

“Nothing much, just some cool water fun.”

“No one stole your top again, I hope?”

“No of course not!”

As we walked back, the images of her with pleasure etched on her face as Eric’s hand moved in between her legs haunted my head. I was still incredibly horny and I couldn’t wait to get Leah into bed. I didn’t know how I was going to confront Leah with what I had seen. Did I want to confront her at all?

I’d barely shut the door behind me when I grabbed Leah, pulled her to me and began grinding my hard on on her, kissing her deeply.

“What’s gotten into you?” she said, laughing.

“You can’t look like that all day and then expect me to not want to desperately fuck you,” I said.

“Mhmm,” she said, as my hands roamed all over her body, squeezing her breasts and her butt, that Eric had been squeezing just a few minutes ago.

I leaned in and kissed her, and she kissed me back with the same lips and the same tongue that she had been kissing Eric with just a few minutes ago. I slid my hand in between her thighs.

“You’re so wet baby,” I whispered to her.

“You’re turning me on a lot,” she told me.

I kissed her chin and her neck and made my way down, pulling away her top and kissing her breasts, kissing her stomach, and then pulling away her panties to kiss her beautiful pussy. I was kneeling in front of her now, and she lifted a leg and balanced it on the window sill and allowed me ease of access to her little pussy, which I eagerly began to lick and kiss. Leah seemed to be extra heated today. And I didn’t have to ask her why this was. I knew. It would be no use making her lie. She held my hair and began to hump her pussy on my face, covering my skin with her tasty juices and her smell.

I gently inserted two of my fingers into her pussy and began to thrust them in and out. I knew how much she loved being fingered. I knew exactly where to find her G-spot and I began to stimulate it, making her moan loudly and get even wetter than she had been before. Meanwhile I began to lick her clit and suck on it, and rub it with my tongue.

“Oh God yes baby...that’s it...that feels so good,” she moaned.

I kept my efforts up and soon I could feel her legs twitching and shaking. She would have collapsed from the pleasure. I knew that she had orgasmed not a long time ago, and yet I could feel that she was close again. I was fingering her hard now, my fingers slamming in and out of her, her pussy juices dripping down my hand, and I occasionally stopped to lick her clean before resuming. Soon enough I could feel her go rigid.

“Oh babe, oh God...I’m going to cum!” she groaned loudly.

Anyone near our cabin would’ve been able to hear it. I gripped her thigh close with one hand and slammed my fingers in and out even harder, and she let out a long wail of pleasure as she squirted all over my face and her pussy began to contract wildly around my fingers. She was so incredibly turned on. She held onto the window sill desperately to balance herself. She moved her leg from balancing herself on the windowsill and put it over my shoulder, enveloping my face in her crotch. I gently lapped at her pussy and cleaned my goddess up, gently sucking and pulling on her pussy lips, kissing her clit and her asshole.

I couldn’t wait for it anymore and within no time she was sprawled on the bed naked and I was positioning my cock in between her pussy lips, ready to thrust in and feel her warmth. I pushed, and the head of my cock parted her soaking pussy lips and popped inside of her. I was on top of her, and she wrapped her arms and legs around me and thrust up to meet my efforts. Images of what I’d seen at the pool were rapidly flashing through my mind. I began pumping inside of her, holding her close and tight, slamming into her. I remembered her look of ecstasy as Eric’s hand moved between her legs under the water. I remembered the look of lust she gave his massive cock after she’d exposed him. I slammed into Leah faster and faster and before I knew it, I was already cumming.

I groaned and pushed as deep as I could inside of her. Leah giggled.

“What’s got you so turned on?” she asked.

“Sorry I couldn’t last longer babe,” I said, kissing her.

She stroked my hair and kissed me back.

“It’s okay baby. We’ll have plenty more chances,” she said.
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In the evening the group gathered up on the roof of the main building of the resort. There were thousands of stars above us in the night sky. There was a hot tub on one side and a shallow swimming pool attached to it, and the staff had set a table full of some delectable snacks just for us. Soon as we got there, Leah headed off to mingle with her friends and I was left mostly alone again. I decided to just eat something. There were quite a few people gathered up in the hot tub already, and most of the women had taken their tops off. Not again, I thought. Among the people in the hot tub I spotted Eric and Abel and Pierce.
When I was done taking some food onto my plate, I noticed that Leah was in the tub as well. Of course. Well this time at least she wasn’t right next to Eric. They were separated from each other by two other cute women. Abel was right beside her and he was whispering something into her ear.
I turned the other way and began eating.
“Adam!” Leah called over.
I turned to look at her.
“Can I take my bikini off?” she shouted.
Welp. My only option was to agree. I was NOT going to act like a prude in front of all these people who were clearly on another level than I was. I didn’t want to look like a controlling husband. Not in front of these people.
“Y...yeah sure…” I gave her a weak smile.
“Thanks babe, you’re the best!”
She immediately reached behind her and took her top off as the rest of the group in the hot tub cheered on, and laid it on the tile behind her. Then she reached down and soon her legs emerged out of the water, with her panties dangling at her feet, and she pulled them off and lay them where her top was.
“So much better,” she announced.
I did NOT think she was going to go bottomless as well. She submerged herself so that the water came up to the top of her chest. Well at least she was hidden this time, I thought. Abigail, the cute redhead approached the hot tub group, dressed in some pretty revealing swimwear, looking smoldering hot.
“Enough space for one more?” she asked.
“We could make some,” Eric replied.
“Uhm...alright, if Leah moves to my lap there should be enough space,” said Abel.
“Yeah sure,” Leah piped up.
There was no need for further discussion for her and she immediately shifted to sit in Abel’s lap, adjusting herself to get comfortable. As she settled down her eyes went wide but she quickly regained her composure. I wondered what had made her react that way.
She was pretty pale and petite compared to Abel’s broad muscular chest and dark skin. I felt my cock begin to stir again. God damn it. I don’t if she realized that sitting on his lap would lift her breasts out of the water and for everyone to see, but she didn’t seem to care.
“Here I can help you hide them,” Abel said, cupping her breasts with his hands. “No one can see them now!” he chuckled.
I almost spat my shrimp out as everyone in the tub laughed along with Abel and Leah. Now that there was enough space, people scooted over and Abigail climbed into the hot tub and sighed as she submerged into the warm water. Everyone quickly returned to their conversations and laughter and giggles in the hot tub. I was barely eating now and all of my attention was focused on Leah in Abel’s lap. Abel’s hands were still on her breasts and soon he was squeezing them and rubbing them. He began to gently pull on her nipples while she talked to the rest of the group, who weren’t really paying much attention to them.
Again my cock was erect. And I wanted to rush into some dark corner and take it out and give it a good stroke and spurt my cum. But I didn’t want to take my eyes off of Leah even for a second. I noticed some strange movements going on. Abel had a hand underwater and he was adjusting something, and he moved Leah up and down again. I noticed Leah’s eyes go wide as she glanced at him and bit her lip. What was going on?
Leah looked like she was experiencing pain...no...pleasure! Was Abel-...no way. Did he have his cock inside of my wife? I kept watching as Leah and Abel continued to talk to the rest of the group like nothing out of the ordinary was happening. Her cheeks became bright red. His hands weren’t on her breasts anymore but he was holding her waist. Soon I noticed that she was slowly moving up and down. But the movement was getting quicker and soon she was slightly bouncing on his lap, trying to maintain her composure and not let her face betray her. My cock was straining against my pants, begging for attention. Leah’s bounces were getting more and more noticeable. I doubted that the people in the hot tub were unaware of what was going on. By this time there was no way she could hide the look of ecstasy on her face. She was clearly distracted and wasn’t really participating in whatever the rest of the group were saying. Her nipples were hard and I could see her mouth emitting little gasps and ‘ohs.’ She was in another world.
Abel was also distracted by now. She was working him hard. I could see him nuzzling the back of her neck, his eyes shut, lost in whatever sensations he was feeling right then. I looked around, no one else there really seemed to be paying attention to what was happening.
Suddenly I noticed that their movements ceased completely and Leah’s eyes went wide. Abel seemed to have gone rigid and was shuddering.This went on for quite a few moments while Leah froze.
Then one of the women got out of the hot tub, and Leah slowly slid off of Abel and took the spot beside him. Abel decided to have a look at his mobile phone and reached out behind him. He had to raise himself out of the hot tub a bit for this and that exposed his naked cock to the air. He wasn’t wearing any underpants! Leah had been sitting on his bare cock all this time! It was all too much. I had to attend to my hard on.
I laid my plate with the food left on it forgotten, and rushed back to our hotel room where I immediately lay on the bed and began to masturbate, revisualizing what I had just seen, remembering every expression of lust on my wife’s innocent face, her little body on Abel’s muscular black one, and her little bounces, his hands on her breasts. I came in almost no time, violently. It didn’t help that my erection hadn’t weakened this entire time. My cum spurted high into the air and landed on my thighs, my stomach, and on the sheets. Staring at the ceiling, I lay catching my breath. The images I had just brought myself off to circled my head. I felt shame. What was I doing? What was happening to me on this trip? This wasn’t what I had thought this trip was going to be like. I’d imagined Leah and I cuddling in bed, having fun on the beach together, dancing together to some nice music. And here was the reality. I’d just cum to my wife fucking another man. Right after she had given another man a handjob and had received one from him in return. And all of it had turned me on to no end. These were the most erotic things I’d ever witnessed. I didn’t know what I wanted anymore. A few days ago if you’d told me these scenarios and asked me how I would react, I would’ve told you that I’d boldly step in and claim what was mine.
I decided I was done for the night, and I cleaned up and just waited for Leah. She walked in two hours later. I was staring at the cold screen of my phone, scrolling through my twitter account. The door opened and she stumbled in, bathed in the soft warm light of the room.
“Babe, you’re here! I was searching for you,” she said.
She was slurring a bit and I knew that she was pretty drunk. She sat down on the bed and pulled me close and gave me a deep kiss.
“When did you leave?” she asked, pulling away.
“After you got off Abel. Wanna talk about that?”
“What about it? There wasn’t any space in the hot tub so I just scooter over onto him.”
I was finding it hard to keep a level composure.
“Don’t lie to me Leah. That wasn't just it and you know it. I was standing right there for fuck’s sake, like an idiot while he was groping your breasts. And I saw that he wasn’t wearing any underpants!”
“Don’t be mad, Adam. Okay maybe I got a bit carried away.” She sighed. “I didn’t know that his wasn’t wearing any underwear. Once I sat on his lap I felt his cock under me get hard. His hands were on my breasts and it all just began to feel good, you know?”
Her eyes went to my pants and she saw the bulge that was beginning to form there. God damn it. My body was betraying me.
“Hmmm,” Leah smiled with naughtiness apparent in her eyes.
Her hand went to my bulge and she began to squeeze and stroke it.
“Did you enjoy it babe? Seeing me sit in Abel’s lap?” She squeezed my cock. “He’s pretty big, much bigger than you. And his muscles feel so firm and good. And his cock...God. It was so big and black…”
My cock hardened under her hand and she smiled, knowing that she had me. She pulled my zip down and her hand slid in and brought my cock out and she began to stroke it slowly. It quickly became completely hard. Now this conversation had turned into something else entirely other than what I had expected. Just like this whole trip.
“You got turned on by it didn’t you?” she whispered.
She leaned in again and kissed me, this time lingering. Waiting for a response from me. I couldn’t resist her. I was incredibly turned on again and I began to kiss her back, giving in to her. Our tongues danced together, a foreign taste on hers that I couldn’t place. I didn’t think about it. I couldn't. I was so turned on. I didn’t reply to her.
“Once his cock hardened up under my little pussy I just couldn’t help it,” she said. “I had to feel him against me so I started moving slowly. My pussy lips spread around his shaft and I began to get so wet baby.”
Her hands quickened on my cock. I spread my legs in arousal, my breath becoming heavier. She leaned in and kissed me again.
“He began playing with my nipples and began feeling so good. I didn’t really mean it to go so far. Then he sort of lifted me and positioned his cock up at my little pussy and when I sat down it slid inside of me!” Leah giggled. “He was so huge baby. So much bigger than you. I’ve never been stretched out like that. It kept going in and in and in and it hit my cervix. I almost moaned out loud babe but I somehow kept my mouth shut.”
She squeezed my cock harder, and fastened her pace of stroking it.
“Did you see me baby? Did you see your wife get fucked by a black hunk? You loved it didn’t you?”
“Mhmm,” I said.
Leah slid up and lay beside me, resting on the pillows. She pulled her top down and pulled my head to her breast and I began to eagerly suck on her nipple, putting my arms around her chest, holding her close to me.
“Just like that, babe,” she whispered, running her fingers through my hair. “All I wanted was to start bouncing on his cock babe. I wanted to turn around and kiss him hard and bounce on that big black cock. You’d love to see that wouldn’t you?”
“Mhm,” I said, flicking her nipple with my tongue, my mind set ablaze with the images she was putting inside of it.
“It felt like it would go on forever. Him inside of me, both of us pretending that what was happening wasn’t going on. He came inside me so hard babe. He filled your wife’s little pussy with his seed. So much more than you ever had. I could feel it spurting inside of me. Warm and thick and nice.”
That was all I could take. I groaned and my cock began to squirt again, and my cum shot into the air and fell on my wife’s hand, and began drooling down her skin. I still sucked on her nipple, lost in an ocean of pleasure.
“You’re not mad at me, are you?” she softly whispered.
“No babe. I love you,” I said.
“I love you too,” she said, and kissed me again.
I couldn’t wait to see what more this trip was going to bring us.
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My White Christian Wife And My Friend’s BBC
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Heather was born and raised in a pretty strict, Christian household. I bet it broke the hearts of many, many guys. She’s pretty conservative herself, and we didn’t have sex until after marriage, not even a hand job. I didn’t mind. She was a beautiful woman and I thought I was lucky to even have her consider me. I’m no ugly duckling myself but still, she would be way out of my league under normal American circumstances, you know? She’s a petite, gorgeous woman with a stunning natural figure and big, beautiful eyes that drip innocence. She’s 24 right now, and we married four years ago. I met her in college, and I had to woo her parents as much as I had to woo her. And it was all worth it; she was the woman of my dreams, and she was faithful, fun, caring and lovely.

Heather always dresses pretty modestly. The least I’ve seen her wear is a sleeveless dress reaches down to just above her knees. That was when I first took her to a lounge to spend a friday night. She was already reluctant and I had to insist repeatedly that she wear something less...church worthy. She was pretty shocked to see the sort of clothes girls her age and even much older were wearing. I loved it. Since then I had succeeded a bit in getting her to wear clothes that were a bit more sensual and suited her killer looks. She started getting a lot more attention from guys, even more than she already did with her full breasts and butt. I felt proud and a bit turned on even. But I never told her this. She noticed this too and i strongly suspected that she was beginning to enjoy it for the first time in her life.

After we married her sexual energy surprised me. Being repressed throughout your teenage has that effect, I suppose. She had a strong appetite that I loved, and a desire to try out new things in bed, which did surprise me. I was average in size and she loved it when I went as deep inside her as I could. She didn’t really like pleasing me with her mouth, and I made my peace with it. You can’t have everything, I suppose. But I was happy.

Since a few months I’ve taken to getting her to watch porn videos with me. It started with me just teasing her. See, the thing is that I’m somewhat of a porn addict. Since a long, long time. It’s what got me through my period of celibacy before my marriage with Heather. I’ve seen all sorts and when we married I decided to just flat out stop. And I did. But I’d been feeling the urge to watch more and I didn’t want to hide it from Heather, or feel like I was doing something wrong in my own house. I decided to just throw the idea out one day as I was flipping the channels on our TV.

“Nothing’s on,” I sighed. “D’you want to watch something more interesting?”

“Sure,” she said, resting her head on my shoulder.

I casted my phone to the TV and opened a porn website. Heather gasped and smacked my shoulder.

“What are you doing?!”

I chuckled. Her eyes definitely did seem to be stuck to the images and previews on screen.

“What? This is much better than anything on TV. Have you ever seen porn?”

“Of course not,” she said.

“Which one do you want to watch?”

“None!” she whined and got up to leave, but I held her and pulled her onto my lap.

“Come on!”

I put on a vanilla amateur video and held her close. In the video a large man was having sex with his petite wife, and I began to get hard. Heather was wearing a thin pajama and she could definitely feel my erection under her butt.

She began to squirm in my grip and I got harder under her. I leaned her back and to one side and pulled up her shirt so that I could kiss her breast and suck on it. Her eyes were focused on the screen where the large hunk was hammering his wife relentlessly. Her breathing was getting heavier.

“Mmm,” she sighed and held my head while I sucked on her breast.

My other hand slid down her pajamas and panties and I began to rub her hairy pussy, which was getting very wet, like she always did when under heavy arousal. Heather began to gasp softly and moan. I kissed her breast and her neck and rubbed her pussy. She began to grind her butt on my cock. Soon the video was forgotten and I slid my pants down and she positioned my cock at her entrance and impaled herself on it, and began sliding up and down, her juices dripping down my cock and balls and onto the couch. It was some of the best sex I’d ever had, and from then on, once a week I’d make sure that we did it. I started introducing a wider variety of porn videos to her, slowly taking her further.

Last month we sat down for our weekly ritual, Heather in my lap and me already kissing her neck, which she loved. I decided to show her one type of porn that I’d really grown to be addicted to, interracial. Over time as I had watched more porn I had become obsessed with watching these videos of petite white girls, just like Heather, having their pink little pussies stretched by giant black cocks.

The video started, and everything was going as per usual. I was sucking on Heather’s pink nipple while she grinded her butt on my bulge pressing against her, right up until the girl on screen, an angel faced petite blonde on all fours on a bed in front of a giant black man, pulled his jeans down. Out popped a massive cock that hit her on her little chin, and her mouth opened on screen. These moments in BBC videos were my favourite to watch, and I bet Heather felt my cock twitch and harden under her. Heather herself had gasped as she saw the cock, and she’d frozen.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked.

“Oh my...look at the man’s..thing. There’s no way that’s real, right?”

“Of course it’s real. That’s common in black men,” I said, kissing her breast.

“They won’t try to...to do it, right? That’s too big for her!”

“Just watch, I said.”

The woman on screen, after lapping at his cock and big balls for a solid five minutes, spread her pale, smooth legs as he got in between them. He stuck his cock head against her little pussy and slowly pushed, and stretched it open for him. Heather was watching open mouthed as he pushed more of his cock slowly inside of her, inch by inch. The blonde was moaning desperately, and the black man was on top of her now, squashing her body underneath his. It was incredibly hot to watch, the contrast between the petite white woman under the hulking black man, his thick cock pushing deeper and deeper inside of her.

When I slid my hand down her pajamas I found that she was wetter than I’d ever seen. Her heavy breathing only confirmed this.

“Ooh, you’re enjoying this a lot, aren’t you?” I mocked her.

“Shut up,” she said playfully.

I began rubbing her pussy slowly, making her moan like she never had before, and I resumed sucking on her nipple. She was already close to cumming and I rubbed her clit faster and faster. She arched her back in absolute pleasure and arched her back, lifting herself off of my lap as I wildly rubbed her clit, relentlessly as she got louder and louder. The man on screen was hammering his cock into her pussy now and Heather was still transfixed.

For the first time, Heather squirted as she came, covering the table in front of the couch with her juices.

“Oh, oh oh..” she moaned, twitching as her orgasm subsided.

I got out from under her quickly and kneeled between her legs, putting them on my shoulders. I began lapping up Heather’s copious juices while she watched the video, her hands in my hair. I always loved eating her out, and this time she was flowing like a river, all for me to lap up and swallow.

“That was amazing,” she said as I got up and kissed her deeply.

I was as erect as I could be and she guided my cock into her hairy pussy and I began pumping inside her while clinging on to her and kissing her. I was so aroused that I came within a couple of minutes, and she held me inside of her with her legs wrapped around my hips as I slowly grew soft. She watched, entranced, as the black cock on screen spurted a huge load onto the smiling face of the young blonde, covering her face with thick, creamy sperm. I felt my wife shiver under me, and I kissed her.

After that time, without anything being said, I made sure to put on more of these interracial videos on for our weekly show. Every time we had some mind blowing sex, she moaned like a wild woman, and her pussy flowed copiously. I think I’d unleashed a slut hidden inside of my conservative christian wife.

Yesterday I bought a nice little black dress for Heather before a work party to celebrate ten years of the firm. I wanted to show her off. It was a special occasion, why not? I wanted everyone to feel at least a bit jealous of how lucky I was, and maybe increase my clout around the office.

“Nuh-uh,” she said, looking down at the dress laid out on the bed in front of her.

“Oh come on, babe. You’re going to look gorgeous in that!”

“It looks like it was made for someone 3 sizes smaller!” she protested.

She picked it up and held it to her chest, and turned to the mirror.

“It barely comes down to half of my thighs! And look how low it is!”

“Heather, baby, it’s a special occasion. I want to make people jealous of you.”

I walked over to her and wrapped my arms around her.

“You’ll make every guy in there hard, honey, if you walked in wearing that,” I said to her, giving her a kiss on the cheek.

She elbowed me in the gut playfully.

“Drop it,” she said.

“Babe, come on down!” I shouted up the stairs.

“In a minute!” came her voice.

I was standing near the door, dressed in my suit and tie. I turned around to look at her walking down the stairs. After the afternoon’s exchange I hadn’t actually expected her to wear the dress, but here she was! And she looked good enough to kill over. I was immediately getting hard. A gust of wind and her panties would be exposed. Or if she bent over too low. And for the first time ever she was happily exposing enough cleavage to showcase her ample bosom, that I so loved to adore with my mouth.

“So are we going or not?” she chuckled.

I kissed her.

“Thanks babe.You look like a goddess,” I told her. Truthfully.

I’d only newly joined the firm, I’d been there for half an year so no one had met my wife. And everyone was eager to make her acquaintance. I spent a long time shaking hands with all the guys and bosses and introducing them to my wife. All of them made sure to give her a big hug.

And finally she met Damian.

“Damian, this is Heather, my wife. Babe, this is Damian,” I said.

He gave her a brief hug, and I noted how much bigger he was compared to my wife. Damian was a very large black man, six feet five with rippling muscles under his tight fitting suit and tie.

And handsome as hell to boot. I noticed my wife blushing as they came apart.

“You never mentioned how gorgeous your wife was, Justin!” he said smoothly. “You’re a very lucky man.”

“Th-thanks,” my wife stammered.

“I know, right?” I laughed. “Lucky me.”

We ended up spending most of the time at the party with Damian. Which was what would have happened anyways, without Heather here even, because Damian was the person I knew most well at the firm. Our work areas were adjacent so we had spent quite a lot of time together. He was a funny, charming, guy. He was being his utmost charming self and making Heather laugh a lot. As we drank more champagne as the night progressed, I noticed that she was becoming more open, and they were making physical contact very often. His hand on her shoulder as he told a funny story, her touching his arm when she laughed. In addition to this I was noticing how much Damian’s eyes were drifting downwards to my wife’s chest, and her butt when she was facing away. I didn’t think much of it then and I didn’t really notice the semi-hard on that I had formed.

Our hands were all over each other the moment we had shut the door behind us, and our tongues were exploring each other’s mouths. We rushed up the stairs and into the bedroom. She looked like a dream, and all I wanted was to ravish her. She lay on the bed and I pounced on top of her and we began to kiss, wildly and shamelessly. I began to make my way down, kissing her neck and shoulders. I pulled the top of her dress down, and she arched her back to reach behind and unclasp her bra, which she then threw into a corner. I immediately began to suck and lick her breasts, and she gasped and held my head.

My hand slid up her dress and into her panties.

“You’re so wet,” I whispered.

She was never this wet unless we were watching interracial videos together. Didn’t take me long to put two and two together.

“It’s because of Damian, isn’t it?”

I flicked her nipple with my tongue.

“Mmmm, that feels good, babe,” she whispered.

I gently bit on her nipple and flicked her clit, making her moan loudly.

“Answer me,” I said.

“Yes...yes it’s because of him,” she admitted, shutting her eyes with pleasure as I rubbed her and sucked her tit. “He’s just like the guys in those videos...”

“Did you wonder how big his cock is?” I asked.

I slid down and positioned myself in between her thighs and began kissing them all over, before pulling her panties down her legs and kissing her thighs some more. She held my head and pulled me towards her waiting pussy. I didn’t lick her until she answered.

“Yes…” she whispered.

“Good girl,” I said, kissing her pretty little clit and nuzzling her pubes.

I was insanely turned on. I thought I was going to cum right then and there. The scent of her wet pussy, hearing her voice say these incredibly erotic things...My sweet little Heather talking about how big my co-worker’s cock is...who would have thought?

“How big do you think it could be?” she asked innocently, making my cock throb.

“He could be as big as your forearm, baby,” I pushed my tongue deep inside of her.

She held her forearm in front of her and fantasized.

“Fuck me, Justin,” she said.

I’d never heard her say that. I quickly got on top of her and she spread her legs and I guided my cock to her entrance and thrust inside. Heather has a tight pussy but that night I didn’t have to use much force to thrust deep inside of her at all. She was so wet I just slid in, her warm wet feeling enveloping my cock. I kissed her and she wrapped her arms around me as I began to thrust rapidly, giving her my all. She was moaning wildly and it was sending me to even more heightened states of arousal.

A thought popped up in my head. Was she thinking of Damian? And the image flashed across my mind, just like that. Of Damian’s large black frame atop my wife’s, his thick cock stretching her pink pussy open like it never had been stretched before and reaching deep inside of her, hitting spots that I couldn’t have dreamed of hitting. And I wanted to know if she was thinking the same thing.

“Are you thinking of him right now?” I asked in between my heavy breaths, still pumping inside of her pussy.

I slammed my cock inside of her with as much force as I could muster.

“Are you?!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she screamed.

I felt her pussy contract wildly around my cock, and her arms and legs clench, squeezing my body tightly, as she began to orgasm. She let out a long wail of pure pleasure, and watching her orgasm pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep and kissed her as I began to deposit a nice load deep inside of her pussy. Then I collapsed on top of her, desperately trying to catch my breath.

The phone rang thrice before Heather picked up.

“Hello? Hey babe, just wanted to tell you that I’m bringing Damian over for dinner, is that okay?”

I said.

There was a pause.

“Erm...alright, sure!” Heather replied.

“Okay, expect us at the usual time. Love you babe,” I said, hanging up.

It had been a month since the night of the work party. Damian had shown up in our sex life often after that, especially on the nights that had our weekly ritual being performed in front of the TV. This day he’d been talking about how he had no plans and how he was getting lonely at his house with nothing to do. When I mentioned that he could have dinner with us he didn’t waste a moment agreeing. I suspected that my Heather might have a big role to play in his eagerness.

I rung the bell at the house and about ten seconds later, Heather unlocked the door and pulled it open. I had to hide my surprise at seeing that she was wearing a dress that I’d never seen before! Had she bought it today for this occasion? It was a skimpy thing, yellow in colour with a deep, plunging v line that revealed that she didn’t have a bra on. I was shocked and aroused at the same time. Beside me, Damian made no attempt to hide the fact that he was ogling my wife’s breasts.

“Damian! So nice to see you again,” she chirped.

They hugged, and he pulled her against himself, squeezing her breasts against him. His hands dropped low to just the top of her butt, and my cock gave a twitch as they parted. Heather was wildly blushing again. Then she hugged me quickly and gave me a peck on the cheeks.

“Come on in boys,” she chirped.

We sat on the couch and Heather poured us a couple of glasses of wine that she’d bought a week ago. As she bent to pour it into Damian’s glass I noticed how low the dress hung. Damian’s eyes were focused on her breast and he could see a large amount of her treasure. She looked at him and smiled before she walked back to the kitchen.

“Dinner in half an hour, guys!” came her voice. 

I turned the TV on and we watched some news while talking about our work. I noticed how Damian kept glancing back at Heather whenever she popped into view and checking her out. Occasionally she came over and sat on the couch, showing off her shapely legs to us. If she spread them even a bit I bet we’d see her panties. Or was she even wearing one? Would we see her hairy lips instead?

A bit more wine and news later, her voice told us that it was time for dinner.

Damian and I set the table, and we all sat down to eat. We were all beginning to get drunk off the wine now, and we were drinking more, it went so well with her delicious food. I noticed the several glances my wife exchanged with Damian as we ate and talked. Once we were done, I told them I’d be back from the bathroom.

“I’ll help you with the dishes,” said Damian.

When I got back, Damian and Heather were at the sink. They hadn’t realized that I’d come back, so I peeked and saw Heather busy with the dishes and Damian behind her.

“What’s that?” he said, and he reached for a jar on the shelf.

As he reached for the jar, his body pressed up against my wife’s, his crotch against her butt, and she let out a little squeal. Instead of backing off he held his ground.

“That, right there,” he said, touching a jar.

“Oh..,” my wife gasped. “Th.that? That’s just...ah...that’s just some vanilla sticks that J..Justin brought from Africa,” she managed to get out.

I saw Damian thrust just a little, pushing his crotch against Heather’s butt more.

“I see, and this?” he said, reached out further back and pushing himself against Heather even more.

I should’ve been enraged. That would have been the proper response to all of this, wouldn’t it? But that wasn’t what I was feeling at all. I was rock hard, watching his large frame pressed against my wife’s petite white body, in her skimpy dress. I wished desperately that I could get a view of his bulge pressing against her butt.

I watched him move his other hand up and in front of Heather, making her gasp. What was he doing? Was he touching her breast?

Just then my phone rang. Busted! I immediately hid and picked the call up. It was a call from the local bank offering a cheap car mortgage but I talked back as if it was someone I knew, and I walked into the dining room again like I hadn’t noticed anything. Damian and Heather were a respectable distance away from each other now, looking as if everything was normal.

“Yeah I’ll meet you next week,” I said and I ended the call. “Some people,” I sighed with pretend frustration at my imaginary caller.

“Damian, would you like some more wine?” Heather asked.

“Yeah, of course,” he replied.

And just like that we were all in the living room again and Heather was pouring us both another glass of wine. She took hers and sat down on the couch to the side. My eyes and Damian’s were both focused on her, taking her beauty in. Damian and Heather began to chat. He asked her about her work, she asked her about his role in the company, and soon the conversation turned to his personal life. At this point it felt to me like I was a third wheel at their date.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” Heather asked him.

“Not in a few months. Last one ran away,” he said, sighing.

Heather pouted.

“Why would she do that? You’re such a great guy! Muscular, good looking, funny.” She uncrossed and crossed her legs again, giving us the briefest flash between her legs. And she wasn’t wearing any panties!

My Heather, my conservative wife that wouldn’t fuck me till we were married had just shown her pussy to my coworker! Damian had definitely seen what I had just seen because it threw him off.

“W-well...uh...you see, we had problems in our sex life, if you don’t mind me saying that.”

“Why would I mind?” Heather smiled.

“Justin has told me that you’re from a pretty strict family, so I didn’t want to offend.”

She shot me a sharp look.

“Has he? Why would you say such a thing, babe?”

I shrugged, embarrassed.

“Well, what problems?” she pressed on.

This had to be the alcohol talking, it was pretty forward of her.

“You see, I was too large for her.”

“Too large? Any woman loves a tall man, what was wrong with her?” Heather frowned.

Damian chuckled.

“I don’t think you get what I mean. Too large as in…” he gestured towards his crotch.

Heather’s hand shot up to cover her mouth.

“OH!” she said, and they both began to laugh.

I myself chuckled. It was pretty funny. And at this point I was heavily aroused again, after their antics at the sink. I glanced at Damian’s crotch and he was sporting a noticeable bulge. Heather’s dress and her pussy had had an intense effect on him.

“How big, then?” Heather asked.

I was shocked. My wife had just asked another man to tell her how big his cock was. I needed a drink. I sipped my wine and stayed quiet. My cock had just hardened up significantly.

“Guess,” said Damian.

Heather thought for a moment.

“Hmm…”

Then she held her fingers apart about the average length, like mine. Damian shook his head.

“More?” she asked, widening the gap.

“Nope.”

“More than that?!” she asked, widening the gap even more.

“Nope.”

“Well, why don’t you just show me?” she said.

And there it was. The room fell silent for what seemed like a long time, at least to me. I couldn’t stop staring at Heather, who had eyes only for Damian right then. I had the chance to say something. I had the chance to stop all of this. But I sat there, quiet. I wanted to see where it went. I was so god damn turned on.

Damian got up, and walked over to her, and stood in front of her, his bulge a few inches away from her face. Instead of unzipping he unbuttoned his trousers and pulled them down. As the hem cleared it, his cock bounced out and grazed Heather’s cheek.

“Oh my God!” she said. “Holy hell it’s so gigantic!”

“See? This is what scared her.”

“But it’s beautiful,” Heather whispered.

Right in front of her face his cock was getting harder by the second, rising so that the head was inching closer to her lips and nose. She reached out but stopped herself.

“Can I…” she asked, looking up at him.

“Go right ahead,” Damian said.

Heather gingerly reached out and held it in her hand. Her petite white hand on the veiny dark shaft. It was too girthy for her to put her fingers all the way around it. She slowly ran her hand down his shaft, feeling his skin, and then she cupped his big, black balls, squeezing his sack gently, her eyes wide open in wonder.

“It’s....it’s as big as my forearm!” she said, placing her elbow at the base of his cock.

The head of the cock came up to her wrist. Jesus, Mary and Joseph. She looked at me with pure delight in her eyes.

“Just as you guessed, Justin!” she said excitedly.

I looked away as Damian looked at me.

“Do you like the smell?” Damian asked her.

“Mmmm,” she said, sniffing the head which was just an inch away from her nose. “It smells so manly...and nice.”

“You could taste it too,” he said, winking down at her.

She didn’t need a second invitation. This surprised me even more because I had to positively beg her before she’d give me oral. Now she was kissing Damian’s black cock like she was some sort of a blowjob queen! She was planting little kissed all over the purple head of the black cock, and sticking her tongue out and giving it brief licks. Then she held it up with one hand, and licked it from the tip to his balls, which she sucked into her mouth one after the other. She was lapping at his cock as if it was a chocolate ice cream stick.

She opened her mouth wide and took his cock in. The large head itself filled her mouth up, and she pushed further to take more of his cock inside of her throat, but could only manage a few inches before it became too much for her.

As she sucked on his cock, Damian reached down and slid her dress straps off her shoulders. The dress fell down and bunched up around her waist, revealing her magnificent pale breasts to the eyes of Damian, the only other man to see them. He leaned down and squeezed her soft breasts. Heather spread her legs and Damian stood in between them. She held his ass with one hand, holding him close while her other hand went in between her thighs to her pussy, and she began to rub her clit. I knew how incredibly aroused she had to be from the wet sounds coming from her pussy, and how her legs were twitching from her touching herself.

Damian held her head now as she bobbed it up and down sucking on his thick black rod.

“You’re a natural,” he said.

“Mhm, thanks,” she said, but her voice was muffled by the cock in her mouth, which made her giggle.

He held her head in place and slowly began to thrust, pushing his cock in and out of my wife’s mouth, and she held onto his ass with both hands for support. She took it like a champ, and didn’t gag even once, looking up at him with her big, pretty eyes all the time. He pulled her up by her shoulders and held her against him as he kissed her, his hands at her butt. Heather was kissing him back with equal aplomb, and I got occasional glimpses of their tongues twirling together. They were kissing shamelessly, making loud sloppy noises that were intensely arousing and a bit disgusting both at the same time.

“Fuck me,” she whispered as they finally broke apart. “Fuck me with that beautiful black cock, baby.”

Damian lifted her body in his strong arms and began moving upstairs to the bedroom, all the while kissing my beautiful Heather. I trailed behind, unsure of what to do. All I was aware of at that point was the intense arousal that I was feeling. I stood at the door to our bedroom while Damian dropped my wife down onto it and took his clothes off, throwing them onto the carpet..

Damien climbed onto our bed and laid down in between Heather’s legs, and began kissing and licking her sweet pussy. Heather was moaning loudly, driven to extremes by the enormous pleasure that she was feeling. Damian buried his face into her crotch and licked her pussy lips, holding them between the lips of his mouth and pulling on them.

“Oh God yeah...just like that baby,” Heather moaned.

I dared not touch myself because of how close I knew I was to cumming. Damian decided to take it up a notch and slowly pushed in two of his thick fingers inside of Heather’s pussy, and focused his tongue on stimulating Heather’s clit while thrusting his fingers in and out of her, increasing his pace steadily, growing faster and faster. Heather was moaning loudly, like I’d never have expected her to. It was clear that she had just been thrust into another level of heightened pleasure. She was writhing around and her legs were twitching with the pure pleasure she was receiving from her pussy being fingered by Damian. Her entire crotch was now wet with her juices, as was most of her inner thighs. She was incredibly soaked and I was feeling a strong urge to lap all of it up.

Damian was pumping his fingers in and out very rapidly now, making Heather’s entire body quake, and her boobs jiggle with the movement. Heather held her legs wide open and her hands were on his head.

“I’m gonna cum,” she said.

Damian carried strong, his other hand around her thigh, trying to hold her steady. He began slamming his fingers in and out of her, making droplets of her juices fly everywhere.

“Oh god...Oh yes...oh yes...Ohhhhhh,” Heather wailed as she squirted all over Damian’s face, his chest, her thighs and the sheets.

She desperately clenched the bedsheet in her hands and tried to hang on as her orgasm crashed over her. Damian sat back and admired the erotic view as Heather tried to catch her breath once more.

“Justin...baby,” she said. “Come here, clean me up.”

I didn’t have to think twice. I got up, my cock standing at attention still, and walked over to the bed and laid between her legs and began to lick her juices off her thighs first, before moving onto her pussy and digging deep inside of her with my tongue.

A minute later she pushed my head away. And I went back and sat on the chair and watched as Damian kneeled between her legs and positioned his huge cock at her entrance, rubbing the head between her pussy lips and getting it wet from her juices.

“You sure you can take this?” he asked her.

“I can try,” Heather said, biting her lip.

Damian pushed and his cock slowly parted her pussy lips.

“Ah,” she gasped as the head popped inside of her tunnel. “It’s so huge, baby,” she said, looking at me, her eyes dazed with lust..

“Does it feel good?” I asked her.

She moaned loudly as Damian slowly pushed more of his cock inside of her, stretching her out more and reaching deeper and deeper inside of her.

“So good. So good! I didn’t know it was possible to get fucked like this,” she said to me.

And then she couldn’t look at me anymore because Damian lay over her, his large black body over hers and began to kiss her passionately, and she began to kiss him back with equal ferocity, their tongues dancing together and licking each others lips. From where I sat I could clearly see how much Damian’s thick cock had stretched my wife’s pussy. I was gently stroking myself, right at the edge of squirting my cum all over myself.

Damian had now fully embedded his cock inside of my petite wife. She’s done what had driven his ex away. And now Damian began to slowly thrust in and out of her, while Heather clung on to him for dear life, her eyes shut, trying to handle the sensations she was receiving. I could hear how wet she was from the squishing noises Damian’s cock was making every time it slid inside of her. He was beginning to pick up some pace.

“Oh God it’s so big. It’s so big, baby!” Heather said in between wild moans of lust. “It’s making me cum, I’m cumming!”

I couldn’t believe it, she was having an orgasm already! Her face had an expression of pure sexual bliss that I’d never seen before. Damian was still pumping into her faster and faster. They made a slapping noise each time he thrust inside of her, and his balls hit her taint.

“No one’s ever taken all of me like this before,” Damian said, breathing heavily. “You’re a natural, darling.”

“I’m better than your ex?”

“You’re perfect,” Damian replied.

Damian then pulled out of her and pulled her up so that they were both sitting up, and he pulled her into his lap. She wrapped her arms around his neck and he embraced her and they began to kiss as she slowly descended on his cock again, taking it slowly up her pussy. It looked beautiful, my wife and Damian embracing each other, her breasts squeezed against his chest and their skins a stark contrast to each other’s, kissing each other as he penetrated her.

Heather began to bounce on his cock, and it had to be penetrating her even deeper than before because she was moaning much more wildly now. There was no doubt in my mind that the neighbours could hear us but I sure wasn’t going to put a stop to any of this. I had to stop touching myself again. My cock was fully erect and pointing up straight at the ceiling, ready to erupt at the slightest sensation.

“I’m going to cum, baby,” Damian announced.

He held Heather and slammed her petite body up and down on his cock, like she weighed nothing, like a doll he could play with. I had to touch myself or I’d go crazy, and so I wildly began jacking off, watching the intense lovemaking playing out in front of me.

Damian slammed her down onto his cock, balls deep, one final time as he let out an animalistic groan. Heather clung to him tightly, and began kissing him. I saw his balls squeeze and he began to cum inside of my wife. This was too much for me and I came as well, squirting my cum onto my stomach, my thighs and my hands. I’d never cum this much before.

“Mmmmmmm,” Heather groaned. “He’s filling me up, baby. I can feel it inside of me.”

I didn’t know someone could cum this much. It began to leak from her pussy, dripping down his balls and onto the sheets. He came for what seemed like an eternity, and then he lay my wife down on the bed and collapsed on top of her, still buried deep inside of her, and they began to kiss once more.

“That was incredible,” Heather whispered to him. “I didn’t know it was possible to feel this good.”

“Clean me up now,” said Damian, pulling out his cum drenched cock from inside of my wife’s pussy with a wet pop, and straddling her chest, presenting it to her.

Heather didn’t flinch and immediately began lapping at his cum covered shaft, and sucking on his cock, swallowing the remnants. When she was done she kissed his huge balls.

[image: lineBreak]


I thought that was all for that night, but they weren’t done just yet, oh no. Heather had beckoned me over and spread her legs, and I had cleaned up the mess that Damian had left in between her pretty legs with my mouth, while she held onto my head and moaned. Through the night he fucked my beautiful wife, and took her in every position and way. She came so many times that I lost count. So did he, and so did I. He came on her face and in her mouth and on her breasts.
He was an unstoppable sex machine, and I could only wonder if Heather would feel satisfied with my own abilities again. One thing I knew for sure. My loyal, conservative wife was no longer the same.
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White Bride Gets Ganged By Her Husband's Bullies
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Mike

It was a beautiful day. And it was my wedding day. Columns of colored sunlight descended from the colorful mosaic window and fell onto my wife Hazel’s virginal white dress. She looked beautiful. There’s no other way to say it. I was trying my best to remember every detail of this moment as she walked down the aisle, and all time slowed down for me. She was smiling, radiant. Every eye was focused on her. No woman looked remotely as alluring.

She walked to me, and stood beside me. The priest announced our union. We exchanged our vows and our rings.

“I do,” she spoke.

“I do,” I spoke.

And we kissed gently, and smiled when we parted. It couldn’t have been any more perfect.

Well, apart from one thing.

My eyes kept darting towards the Princes. And of course there they were all the time, standing to the side, their eyes glued to the figures of my wife Hazel and the three bridesmaids, and their bosoms and butts.

The Princes were three guys, Hayden, Larsen and Jake. I first met them in college. I was from a working class family and they were all filthy rich, aristocrat kids who had known each other since childhood. They were christened ‘The Princes’ first by the girls of our college, who had quickly become enchanted with their looks. All three of them were over six feet, black, muscular and handsome as hell. I would be lying to you if I said that they looked ordinary. As much as I disliked them, I just couldn’t do that. The three bastards were blessed with looks that would make any girl fall for them in an instant. Not my Hazel, of course. Not that they hadn’t tried. My blood still boils thinking of the way they’d flirted with her at the reunion. She’s always been a little bit of a flirt but she never lost herself.

The Princes had always looked down on me. I was a bit of a football for them, so to speak, during our college years, always pushed and kicked around. I hated every second of it. They were bullies of the worst kind: the kind that no one believes could be. Everyone worshipped them, no one could see beyond their looks. Didn’t help that they were universally beloved star athletes representing our college at a national level.

What were they doing at my wedding then? Well that’s Hazel’s doing. I resisted, I protested. But Hazel thinks that weddings are supposed to be positive affairs and everyone that’s played a part in your life should be there as you enter another chapter of your life. That’s why all of her five exes were there too. Four of them were also large, intimidating looking black guys.

“Babe, you don’t know what they’re like. I’m telling you, you do not want them with us,” I urged.

But she wasn’t having any of it.

“I’ve met them, remember? They’re really not as bad as you make them out to be,” she said.

And that’s why the three smug assholes were undressing every pretty woman with their eyes in the chapel at the moment.

Hazel and all the bridesmaids were wearing very sensual dresses that revealed a fair bit of their bosoms, that had the eyes of every man in there stuck to them. Especially the Princes. When the ceremony ended, all of us involved with the wedding itself, lined up at the back of the church to greet the wedding guests one by one as they left. Everyone congratulated me and shook my hand.

And then came the Princes. Each of them shook my hand with a stiffness about them.

“Mike. Happy for you,” Hayden remarked smugly, looking down at me. I was half a foot smaller. He leaned in close to me, his handsome face close to mine. “Never thought you could actually seal the deal on a catch like this.”

Then he squeezed my hand so hard that it hurt. He then moved to Hazel, who had been greeting one of her cousins, and hugged her bodily. He kept hugging her for way too long as he told her how happy he was for her. I saw his hands drift down behind her back and get dangerously close to her butt. I felt a nerve twitch in my forehead as I had a flashback. At the same time I felt my cock stir. When he finally let go of her I noticed that she was blushing, pretty clearly.

The other two followed the same routine. A cold congratulations to me and a hearty, way too close hug administered to Hazel that made her redder and redder.

You’d think that was the end of my torment, but it was not. The reception was yet to take place and guess which three assholes were invited to that as well. Everyone was making full use of the open bar, especially the Princes. Usually you’d see drunk boys begin to approach girls and annoy them with their efforts but not with these guys. I doubt they had ever had to chase a girl. Women were flocking to them instead, asking them to the dance floor. It seemed that everyone wanted a pie of the tall hunks. Hazel was definitely keen on keeping an eye on their shenanigans, I noticed, because she kept glancing at them. She was as suspicious of their antics as I was, it seemed.

A few minutes later I was in the bathroom in one of the stalls. And I heard the Princes come in with their voices drawling like they did all the time.

“These fucking bridesmaids man. Hungry for cock, all of them,” said Hayden.

I heard the sound of a lighter.

“They look pretty good, I say we fulfill their wish,” said Jake.

“My eyes are on Hazel, boys. I’m telling you, she’s been serving us looks all day. Mike never had enough cock to satisfy a knockout like her,” Larsen announced.

“She looks so fucking hot in that dress. My cock’s been hard three times already looking at those boobs,” Hayden replied.

“Wonder what they look like,” said Jake

I smelled the marijuana smoke waft into my bathroom stall. They were smoking weed at my wedding reception. For fuck’s sake.

“You know what? Let’s find out.”

I heard their footsteps exit the washroom, and the door open and close. I got out of my own stall and washed my hands. I was hard again, listening to these three guys talk so rudely about my new wife’s breasts. And now I was curious to see what they were going to do. I walked out. I definitely needed a drink to calm myself down, and so I walked straight over to the bar and ordered a fruit cocktail. My eyes roamed around the room and the dance floor to find where Hazel was and where the Princes were. And...there they were!

Hayden, was whispering something into my wife’s ear. The other two sat a bit away on a couch by the wall. Hayden led my wife to them and she began to animatedly talk to them, all smiles and laughs. I felt a knot in my stomach. Then Jake, sitting in front of the couch, his eyes level with her waist, offered up a glass of champagne that he had in his hand. I saw my wife shake her head to refuse it, and I saw Jake and Larsen on the couch obviously try to convince her to take it.

She gave in, but instead of raising the glass to her, Jake just held it at his level so that she had to lean over quite a bit to take it from him. I saw Jake and Larsen’s eyes dart immediately to her chest and stay laser focused as she took the glass and straightened up again. They talked a bit more and then she walked away. I ordered another fruit cocktail. I really needed one.

I was in quite a bad mood by now and when Hazel approached me and asked me if I wanted to dance, I gruffly said no as I downed another cocktail. She was pretty buzzed from the champagne now as well, and I could see her giggling more, and cheerfully enjoying the night.

Some of her cousins began to dance with her and she took them up on the offer and was having a lot of fun out there on the floor. And then I saw Hayden ask for one. And she said yes! My heart sank as I sat there watching one of my bullies take my wife in his arms and hold her close as they began to dance together. Her breasts were pressed up against his chest and his arms held her tight in his grip. She was a full foot and a half shorter than him. My view of them was quickly obstructed by the other people on the dance floor.

When I spotted her next she wasn’t with Hayden at all, but with Larsen! His hands were at her butt, blatantly squeezing it. I wondered how many people in there were noticing this. I hoped not many. Alcohol was flowing freely and most of the people in the hall seemed to really just be enjoying themselves and focusing solely on their their own enjoyment.

This had gone on long enough. I had to put a stop to this, I was NOT going to let my wife be groped by my college bullies. I downed the last cocktail. I stood up to walk over to them, and my legs shook for a moment before I fell flat on my face. The last thing my mind recognized was the erection that I had in my pants.
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Hazel

I couldn’t believe it. Our wedding night and Mike was laid on a couch passed out from all the cocktails. I just couldn’t believe it. Who would ever do such a thing? I needed release. Dancing with Mike’s college friends had really sent my pulse racing. I hadn’t thought they’d be so bold and so...forward. They way they’d held me and squeezed me...as if I was their wife and not Mike’s. I hadn’t been touched like that since a long time. Each of them had held me so close that I’d felt their erections press against my tummy. And they’d felt so huge. These guys were something else. I don’t know why Mike hated them so much. You couldn’t help but like them just from those beautiful faces. And those hard muscles under their shirts definitely helped their cause.

But they weren’t the problem right now. Mike was. I needed to get him up to the room. I couldn’t do it by myself.

“Too much to drink?” Hayden asked, walking over to stand beside me.

“Haha, yeah it definitely seems so,” I said.

‘I sighed.

“Do you guys mind helping me carry him up? To our room?”

“What? Of course not, Hazel. Come on, it would be our pleasure. As long as you walk in front of us on the stairs so that we get to see that cute little butt in action,” he said.

I couldn’t believe he’d say something like that to a bride on her wedding reception. I blushed wildly and giggled. The alcohol was really having an effect on me.

The boys dropped Mike onto the bed with a thump.

“He’s gonna be alright, right?” I asked.

“Nothing that a good night’s rest can’t fix,” said Jake. “Too bad he’s missing his wedding night. He’s gonna be out of commission at least until the morning.”

The guys went to the couch and collapsed onto it. I suddenly realized I was all alone, drunk and with these three dreamy hunks. I felt a slight quiver between my thighs as a memory refreshed itself in my head.

“You guys want a drink? I don’t feel like sleeping yet. And it’s my wedding night after all,” I said.

“It would be rude to refuse,” said Hayden.

I walked over to the minibar and bent down to get the bottle out. I felt the three pairs of eyes on my bottom and legs. I got glasses and poured each one of us a drink. Then I turned the music on.

“How about another dance, Hazel?” Hayden asked me.

Before I could answer he was up on his feet and taking my glass of champagne from me to keep on the table, and just like that he was back in place, taking my hand and in one of his and holding me close with the other. Close, so that my breasts pressed against his chest again and I felt the heat of his hardness on my tummy.

Under the spell of the champagne, and the music, the room turned into a magical place, and I began to slowly lose myself. I laid my head on his chest, feeling the comfort of his tall frame and his hard chest.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Hazel, you know?” he whispered to me.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

I felt his hand begin to take liberties and drop down again, slowly. From my back to my lower back, and from my lower back to my ass. And I just...I just let him. The champagne, the music, the heat I’d been feeling between my thighs for some hours now, everything worked against me and told me to just enjoy and take delight in the sensations that were being given to me. Hayden pressed up against me more, giving me a nice feel of his warm erection on my tummy. I was loving every single second of it. His other hand moved down my arm and to my shoulder and came to a rest at my breast, and he gave it a little squeeze that made me gasp.

My eyes were shut and I was immersing myself into the heady cocktail of impulses I was receiving. I did nothing to stop him. And then he withdrew from me, winked and sat down.

My dismay at the absence of his warmth was short lived, because Jake and Larsen both got up and sandwiched me in between their large, muscular bodies.

Mmm. I hadn’t felt this way since a long time, since before I started dating Mike. A nice, big hard cock pressed up against my ass and another one against my tummy, and the arms of two muscular hunks roaming all over my body...I sure had missed this. It would be a shame to not appreciate these cocks, hard for me.

One of my hands went to Jake’s bulge, and the other went to Larsen’s. Dear God, they were huge! So much bigger than Mike. And their girths...my legs twitched under me as the imagined sensation of their cocks stretching my little pussy open spread through my body. I felt Jake kiss my neck from behind, making me shiver. My neck had always been a big erogenous zone for me. Jake began to kiss and lick it more while Larsen held my chin up and planted a kiss on my lips. Gentle at first, and then more aggressive. His tongue met mine, and then just like that we were kissing like passionate lovers, our tongues moving against each others’ shamelessly while Mike slept on the other side of the room. Larsen squeezed my breasts as he kissed me and then slowly dragged my top down, exposing my pale breasts and pink nipples to his friends.

Even during my college days I could never resist my urges. And right now I was under pure sensory overload. All thoughts took a backseat to what was happening right then. The fact that it was my wedding night, the fact that my husband Mike was lying so close to us, sleeping, unaware. Nothing mattered. All that mattered was the feeling of these bulges I was caressing and the kisses I was getting and the dark, strong hands on my breasts.

Larsen and Jake moved with me to the couch again, and we all sat down, with them on either side of me while Hayden sat on the couch opposite ours. Larsen resumed kissing me while Jake leaned in and began to suck on my exposed nipple, making me shiver with delight. He was good at this. I felt Larsen lift my leg onto his, and I lay my other leg on Jake’s, so that I was sitting with my legs spread open. I wondered how much of a view Hayden was getting from his angle. The dress was probably hiding most of the good stuff, I thought sadly.

Well it wasn’t for much longer. I felt my dress get pulled up and I glanced down to see Hayden on his knees in front of me, pulling my dress up, exposing my legs up to my thighs.

“You’re really fucking hot, you know that Hazel?” he said, looking up at me.

“Mhm,” I hummed, still kissing Larsen.

Hayden began to plant little kisses on my legs, my calves, my knees, my thighs, moving up slowly, inch by inch, taking his sweet time. Not that I minded.

“I want to feel these,” I said, squeezing Jake and Larsen’s bulges once more.

They smirked at me and began to unzip. On either side of me popped out a beautiful cock. Manly, thick, veiny and so very black. Bigger than any I had ever seen. No wonder these guys were so cocky. They deserved to be. I was in pure awe.

“God these are beautiful,” I said, holding the mammoth black cocks in my tiny pale hands.

I tried to grasp them but my fingers wouldn’t go all the way around their humongous girth!

“Stroke it, baby,” Jake whispered into my ear before sucking on my nipple again.

Larsen began to suck on my other nipple as well. I felt their tongues lick and flick my nipples, which were already hard little nubs, wet from their saliva. I was on a cloud, floating somewhere, feeling nothing but pleasure. Hayden’s kisses had made their way to my inner thighs, and he was now pulling my white panties aside and kissing my clit. When I felt his hands reach under my dress to the waistband of my panties, I lifted my butt off the couch and let him drag it down my legs. I spread my legs more for him, and he began to gently lick my married pussy.

I was soaking wet for him, and his tongue was expertly lapping my juices up and giving me pleasure like I’d never had before from oral. I felt him suck on my supple pussy lips, flick my clit with his tongue and then suck on it. I almost came right there and then.

Hayden then withdrew from my pussy, leaving me whimpering, and he stood up in front of me.

“Tiime for you to get on your knees,” he commanded, unzipping to reveal a cock even bigger than Jake or Larsen’s, as big as my forearm.

I did as he said and kneeled in front of him. Jake and Larsen stood up and took their trousers off, and I was surrounded on all three sides by angry cocks bobbing in the air, inches from my face.

“You know, I’ve always wanted to do this with a bride in a wedding dress,” said Larsen as he thrust forward and let his cock rest on my face as I looked up at him.

Jake and Hayden followed and covered my face with their large, delightful manly cocks. I hadn’t been such a slut in so long. And it felt even more liberating now than it did back then. Now I was a married woman. I stuck my tongue out and tasted their cocks, and a jolt of electricity shot down my spine. The wanton slut inside of me was close to being fully unleashed.

I held Jake and Larsen’s cocks in my little hands and began to plant little kisses all over Hayden’s. I kissed the tip of his cock, the large mushroom head, so aggressively pink and purple. I then began kissing my way down his lengthy, veiny shaft down to his big, heavy balls, all the while I stroked the other two cocks and caressed their big black balls with my hands. I then opened my mouth and took Hayden’s large cock head into it and began licking it lovingly.

“You’ve definitely done this before, haven’t you?” said Jake.

“Mhm,” I nodded with Hayden’s cock in my mouth.

“Our Mike’s such a lucky guy,” Larsen said, leaning down and giving my breast a squeeze.

Hayden tasted so good. It was the taste of pure manhood that I’d gotten addicted to when I was in college. It didn’t help that looking up at his angelic face made me want to worship his cock forever until he made me stop. I opened my mouth wide and slowly began to take more and more of his cock inside of my mouth. I couldn’t get more than halfway across, much to my disappointment. I withdrew, leaving his cock glistening with my spit, and nuzzled his balls.

Then I turned to Larsen and then to Jake, and gave them both the exact same treatment that Hayden had just received. I was beyond happy, having three beautiful men with beautiful cocks right at my service. By now I didn’t even remember Mike was lying on a bed so close to us, my sweet new husband.
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Mike
I slowly came to. Where the hell was I? What was that sound? Jake. Hazel. The Princes were here. I opened my eyes. I was in our hotel room. And the sounds...oh god...I was looking at the glass window in front of me. Beyond it was a brilliant view of a city at night. And reflected on it was a nightmare.
On the couch on the far side of the room was my dear Hazel. My sweet, loyal Hazel. Still in her bridal gown with the top pulled down, her pale breasts jiggling as her head bobbed up and down over Jake’s cock. I heard the wet sounds of her mouth on his cock. Her legs were spread wide and Hayden was in between them, about to enter her. On the other side of her sat Larsen, and her hand was on his mammoth cock, stroking it as he sucked on her breast.
I should’ve known this was going to happen. It always did all those years. Why the hell did I let Hazel invite them here? Looking at her reflection, watching her suck Jake’s cock, I was reminded of all those other times where I used to bring girls to the frat house and they would always get enamoured by The Princes, and end up getting fucked by them and covered in their cum. It always happened then so why wouldn’t it now?
“Oh God it’s so huge,” Hazel groaned.
Just like all those other girls. That’s what happened when Hayden’s mammoth black cock pressed up against their pussies, commanding to be let inside.
“God it feels so good,” she moaned as more of his black cock made it’s way up her married pussy.
Just like all those other times, now my cock was getting insanely hard. I felt that sinking feeling in my gut, watching my wife get taken by my bullies, and at the same time as the jealousy and rage coursed through my veins, a rush of pure lust overtook it all. I didn’t make a move, and I didn’t stop them. I just watched that reflection on the wall.
When Hazel let out a sudden, drawn out groan of pleasure, I knew that Hayden’s thick black cock had penetrated her to its full extent. My wife was now going to get fucked while I lay in the same room. Slowly Hayden began to thrust in and out of her. She was sucking on Larsen’s cock now while Jake was sucking on her nipple.
She began moaning, her voice muffled by the thick cock inside of her mouth as the fucking her pussy was receiving increased in pace. I had never heard her moan like that. She was always quiet in bed with me, apart from a few gasps and soft moans. She’d told me she never made noise like that. And here she was, wailing with pleasure as the thick black cock thrust inside of her periodically. The same way every other girl they’d taken from me had wailed.
Hayden pulled out of her, and now it was Jake’s turn, and Hazel positioned herself on his lap, holding her dress up.
“Ohhh,” she moaned as she settled down on Jake’s cock, letting it fill her up.
Hayden and Larsen were standing in front of her with their cocks inches from her face, and she began alternating between them, sucking one and stroking the other. I got the feeling that this really wasn’t her first rodeo. She began to bounce expertly on Jake’s cock. The room was filled with the sounds of her bouncing on his cock, and her slurps and squishes as she sucked on the two cocks in front of her. And then Larsen took Jake’s place and she bounced on his cock, pleasuring his thick black cock with her sweet little pussy as she sucked on Jake and Hayden’s.
My wife was a slut. But then, I doubt there’s a single girl in the world that the Princes couldn’t turn into a slut for their cocks. Guys like me would never have that power. Guys like them are born with it.
A few minutes later Hazel got up and kneeled on the floor, and the guys crowded around her once again, jerking off their long, hard cocks while my pretty wife licked and sucked them, burying her face in their balls and taking their cocks deep inside her mouth.
“Come on, give it to me. God I haven’t been cummed on like this in so long,” she whined.
It turns out I really didn’t know Hazel as well as I had thought.
Jake was the first to let off, and he aimed his cock straight at my wife’s face and began to spurt thick, milky semen all over her face. He splattered her lips, her cheeks and her nose. When he was done he rubbed his cock all over her face, wiping it on her tongue. And then Larsen let off, adding his load to Jake’s on my wife’s face. It was Hayden who held out the longest and he made Hazel suck on his cock deep when he began to cum. I could see her cheeks bulge as her mouth filled up with obviously more cum than she had expected. Then he pulled out and still shot more cum across her face and her and neck and breasts, an insane amount that I would’ve never thought possible.
“That was the best I’ve ever been fucked in my life,” Hazel said, wiping the cum on her face with her hand and licking it off.
“Oh did you think it’s over?” Hayden smirked. “We’re going to make sure you remember your wedding night, baby.”
After Hazel went into the washroom to clean up and came back, they resumed their activities. What’s worse, they moved onto the bed right beside me! I pretended to be asleep all the time, and peeked out discreetly to stare at the reflection of my wife getting fucked by the three men. The second time round was slower, more sensual. They kissed Hazel like even her and I had never kissed. And they fucked her one by one like a woman, and she wrapped her arms and legs around their large dark bodies and clung on and kissed them as she got fucked. When Hayden filled her little pussy up with his cum, I couldn’t take it anymore and I came in my own pants without even having touched myself once. I didn’t move, and even if I had, they wouldn’t have noticed anyway, the way they were kissing each other, oblivious to the world.
Through the hours they fucked. I never knew Hazel had such sexual energy bubbling inside of her. Through all the positions I could have thought of and then some more. They gave her their numbers and left before sunrise. Hazel cleaned up and got into bed and spooned me and fell asleep.
When she woke up, I was in between her thighs, lovingly kissing and licking her pussy. She held my head and pulled my face against her folds, which still bore the smell of the three princes from last night. I couldn’t care less. What I’d seen last night had been the most arousing experience of my entire life. And I knew that there was no way that I’d be able to go on without wanting more.
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My Wife and the Hung Soccer Player: A Cuckolding Story
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My wife Stacey’s always been one of those girls who liked to hang around with guys. She’s told me of how much of a tomboy she used to be growing up, and how most of her childhood friends had been guys as well. She’s kind of a flirt, I guess, but she’s committed to me. I know that. She’s loyal, and I’ve never doubted her. Her principles rule her, and boy am I glad for that. She’s naive still, I guess, for thinking that all these guys crowding around her all the time were there just there as friends for her. I can’t believe she’s never realized that men just want one thing. But that didn’t ever worry me, because I knew that none of them would succeed. Stacey’s a petite woman, and she’s stunning. I count my lucky stars every day for being blessed with such a bomb shell of a wife.

We’ve had a pretty nice marriage so far. She’s 25, and I’m 26 and we’ve been married for five years now. She’s sensual and energetic, and we both have great sex, and we keep each other happy. The problem began a few months ago. A few weeks after she took the job at the soccer club.

You see, she used to work at the local university with their soccer team, but we moved from the city to a house in the suburb, and I said that the commute was really inconvenient for her, and that she should maybe look for a gig nearby, instead of traveling for half an hour one way each and every day. She agreed, and luckily, she quickly found an opening at the club. She turned out to be the only woman in the entire club, athletes, coaches, staff and all. She’s a pretty convivial woman, and she the men at the club became very friendly with her.

All these players were younger than us, just college or school kids, eighteen, twenty, twenty two at the most, I suppose. A lot of them texted her a lot, asking for advice about everything from their relationships to their fitness. It was clear that these people were relating with Stacey in a way that exceeded the relationship of an assistant coach and a player. That was fine with me, I didn’t doubt her intentions. Often she’d go to clubs with the guys after work, and often I’d find a bunch of them and my wife hanging out in our basement, just chilling, playing FIFA and drinking. Nothing struck me the wrong way still.

I could tell that some of the guys really wanted to go further with her, and I could tell that they weren’t getting past Stacey just like that. And I think they knew that as well. Because her job involved such rigorous physical activity she dressed in a lot of athletic gear, tight fitting clothes. She looked smoking hot, and every curve of her body would be open for appreciation from prying eyes. I didn’t know if she was doing the club good or harm, because I guessed most of their attention would’ve been focused on her body during the day rather than practice.

I found that thinking of all these guys admiring and, well, lusting after my wife...well of course it made me jealous. It made me angry. But it also excited me. And the excitement easily overcame the other two emotions I would feel. Was this normal? Well, fuck if I knew. And I knew that I wasn’t about to stop my wife from doing a job that she was growing to really enjoy just because I was shaping up to be some insecure, jealous husband. No matter. It wasn’t that big of a deal, I guessed.

But one day things really began to change. It was at one of their games that I was attending. The semi-finals of a national level tournament. Stacey was sitting beside me watching, because there wasn’t really a use for her at the stands, two of the other assistants were doing the job well. That was when I had noticed Alex, as the team came out onto the grounds.

“Who’s that?” I asked, pointing.

“Who?”

“The tall one, the handsome guy.”

“Oh, that’s Alex. New recruit, actually. Hasn’t even been in the club for two weeks. But he’s way too good to be sitting on the bench, so the coach put him up on the midfield immediately to replace Hadley.”

“Huh. Good looking guy, isn’t he?”

“Oh, definitely,” my wife commented.

Most days, Stacey used to leave pretty early in the morning. Usually before I woke up, so I hadn’t had a chance to get to see her leaving other than giving her a sleepy goodbye kiss for a while. But a few days after the game I was awoken by her getting ready, and I noticed that she was dressed pretty sexy. Usually she’d wear clothes that were full length, down to her ankles and wrists. But today she was showing a lot of skin, definitely. And...wow, that was definitely some seductive makeup. Just like she wore on our dates. It was kind of odd, because I hadn’t known her to wear makeup while going to work ever before that occasion, but I didn’t think much about it. I just went back to sleep, the image of her cute butt burned into my mind.

When she came home that night she was really horny. This was an unusual occurrence because in our marriage I’m the one who usually gets things rolling in bed. Not that I was complaining, of course. She was full of passion, and fucked me wildly for a full hour before she fell on top of me, and we went to sleep sweaty and content. Still no alarms for me. I didn’t catch her in the morning the next day. When she came home I noticed that she was wearing another dress that she didn’t usually wear, looking positively sexy.

“Wow, babe. No way the players can focus on the game with you looking like that,” I commented, watching her take her shoes off.

Stacey giggled, and then winked.

“They just need a bit of motivation.”

"Are you sure the team is going to be able to play with

you on the stands wearing those shorts?"

Her reaction surprised me, because she never really spoke in that sort of forward manner. But even by then I didn’t consider her behaviour alarming. The next night she was home late. I was asleep in bed when she walked into the bedroom. I was woken up by the feeling of her climbing on top of me and kissing me. I tasted the alcohol on her breath and something else...which I couldn’t quite place. Immediately I was erect. And soon she was straddling my cock, and sliding down my shaft until I was fully embedded inside of her warmth. I couldn’t last long with all the intense sensations, and when she kissed me again, our tongues loving each other’s, I came inside of her.

When I woke up, Stacey was leaving the bedroom for work. I was stunned by what she was wearing. Not anything that would reflect her work at all, but a short little dress with high heels! This was a dress that she’d only worn a couple of times in our time together, once on a date and another time for a work party, both times on my insistence. There was no way she would be wearing this to her work normally. Maybe she wasn’t going to work. Yeah, that was probably it, I thought, falling back asleep. She was probably at a mall shopping or something.

I called her a few hours later, just to see when she’d be coming back.

“I’m at work, babe,” she lied.

“Oh.” I was unsure of how to respond. Do I just tell her that I knew that she couldn’t be? “Erm...alright,” I said.

This was strange. I hadn’t ever expected her to do anything like this. What was happening? It was now that the gears in my brain began to turn. The change in her dresses, the make up...the coming home late, the sexual aggression...and...I suddenly placed that taste in her mouth. Oh God. My stomach churned.

I couldn’t focus on work the entire day. My mind was on Stacey. And where she was, and who she was with. And what they were doing. But maybe I was wrong about all of this. Maybe I was just doubting her unfairly. I decided to put my mind at ease once and for all. I asked my boss if I could leave work early, and I did just that. I parked my car a few houses down the road and began my stakeout operation.

I didn’t really know what I expected to see. Isn’t this what men did when they suspected that there wives were cheating on them? Maybe I’d see her pull up with some strange man and lead him into the house. I waited, and I waited. About an hour before I usually come home, Stacey arrived. She hastily parked her car and went into the house, and came out soon after in work clothes, her athletic wear. Then she got into her car again and left. What the hell was she doing?

I sat there confused for a second before it hit me. She didn’t know that I had seen what she’d been wearing in the morning! I’d just got a sight of her before she left, and her back was to me. She had no idea that I’d seen her like that. And now she’d changed so that when she came home I’d see her in her work clothes and believe that she had spent her day at work!

This more or less confirmed that my wife was betraying me in some capacity. Once more I was consumed with conflicting emotions. I felt anger, jealousy, and excitement. I felt myself getting hard. And aroused.

At the usual time, I pulled up in the driveway, parked my car, got out and into the house. Half an hour later, Stacey walked in through the front door, just like she did every other day. She hugged me and kissed my cheek, and went up into the bathroom. I had no idea how I was going to confront her. What would I say? Was this it for our relationship? Why was my cock so hard, I wondered.

After dinner I stood by the door looking at her while she undressed for bed. I was still aroused. I walked to her and held her in my arms, and kissed her neck. Stacy gasped. I held her breasts and squeezed them, before gently twisting her nipples. My wife loved having me play with her nipples. I wondered if whoever she was with did the same. My cock grew harder against her ass at the thought.

“Mhm, someone’s excited,” she whispered.

She moved away from me and laid on the bed on her back, and spread her legs, giving me a nice, exposed view of her wet sex. Thankfully I didn’t see the evidence of another man between her legs. I slid my jeans down and got out of them, and then I got down on my knees on the floor, by the bed. My wife’s pussy a few inches away from my face. I could smell her, and I could never resist eating her out. I gently kissed her clit. I began kissing my way down her pussy to her asshole and back up. She tasted just like she usually did, absolutely ravishing. I held her pussy lips between my lips and gave them a nice suck. Worshipping her felt right, just like it always had.

Stacey moved her hands to my head and held it, stroking my hair as I worked her pussy with my mouth. I began to lick her pussy, which was getting wetter and wetter by the second. She was just as turned on as I was. So then the reason for her betrayal wasn’t a declining interest in me, it seemed. She squeezed my head between her delightful, soft thighs. I licked her pussy with passion, licking up every single drop of juice that came out of her. She tasted like heaven. I knew that by this point she’d always get crazy to have my cock inside of her.

“Do all those boys at the club look at you?” I asked.

I kissed her clit and flicked it with my tongue. She was quite for a few moments while I ate her out.

“Yes, they do,” she whispered finally, in between her soft gasps of pleasure.

“Do you like it?” I replaced my tongue with my finger, flicking and rubbing her clit.

“Oh God…” Stacey moaned.

“I asked. Do, You. Like it?” Each of my words were marked by a little slap on her pussy that made her legs kick.

“OH, OH! Yes….Yes I do!” she moaned loudly.

I was harder than ever. Listening to my wife tell me that she liked these younger men looking at her. We hadn’t ever discussed this before. She was horny enough to tell me what I wanted to hear because she needed release as soon as possible.

“Do you show your body off to them?” I asked, pushing two of my fingers inside of her warm, wet sex.

“Mhm..I do,” she whimpered.

She moaned quietly as I fingered her. Then, a few moments later, she asked, “Does that turn you on?”

She’d flipped the table on me. My fully erect cock and my thumping heart told me what the answer to that question was quite clearly, but I didn’t know if I wanted to reveal my shameful arousal to my wife. But something in me made me decided that I didn’t care.

“Yes,” I admitted. “It does.”

I began fingering her harder, and I resumed licking her clit while I fingered her hard.

“It’s hot to me that so many men lust after my wife,” I said. “I love it when you dress sexy to the club.”

I no longer cared if Stacey was going to think that I’m some sort of a pervert. At least I wasn’t the one lying to my other half about where I’d been and what I was doing. I had the upper hand here. I kissed her clit more as my fingering carried on, and she was twitching and quivering, while groaning loudly with intense pleasure. She was close to orgasming, I could feel it.

“Do you ever think of doing dirty things with those guys?”

She squealed as I fingered her quicker and quicker.

“Do you?” I pulled my fingers out and lightly slapped her pussy again gently.

“Ooh, ooh,” she squealed. “Yes, I do. I do!”

I’d cum right then if I touched my cock. I began to finger her again. Her squeals became higher and higher in pitch and louder and louder, and then I felt her pussy wildly squeeze my fingers as her orgasm hit her like a juggernaut. She began to squirt onto my face, covering my skin with her sweet juices. I opened my mouth and covered her pussy, and drank every bit of juice that she produced. It was the most erotic moment of my life.

As her orgasm subsided I gently lapped at her pussy, and she tried to regain her breath. I moved up her body, planting little kisses on her skin, and then kissing her deeply, letting her taste her juices on my tongue. She put her arms and legs around me and clung on to me.

She looked into my eyes.

“Do you want me to be with the guys at the club?” she whispered.

“No, of course not,” I lied.

She smiled.

“The way your cock twitched when I asked that sure tells a different story.”  

She reached down and held my pulsating rod, and began to stroke it slowly. She kissed me and rolled us over so that I was on my back and she was on top of me, and then she slid down my body and kissed my cock, planting little kisses all along my shaft, from my tip to my balls.

“Tell me what you want me to do,” she whispered, sticking her tongue out and licking my shaft.

My heart had never thumped in my chest like it did right then. If you had asked me what my name was, I doubt I would’ve known.

“I want to see your pussy get stretched open,” I whispered.

For a moment I wondered how long I had known this. Had it always been in the back of my mind somewhere? Waiting for the opportunity to reveal itself?

“By what?” Stacey asked, before she wrapped her lips around the head of my cock.

I felt her tongue lick it.

“By a big cock,” I said.

“Mhm.” She took more of my cock into her mouth, and I held her head and stroked her hair. God it felt good.

Stacey held my cock up with her hand and licked it from the tip to my balls again, and kissed them before taking them into her mouth one by one and giving them a good suck. I desperately tried not to cum.

“I’m going to cum, baby,” I warned her, and she let off a bit.

“Not right now.”

She straddled my cock and slid her pussy against it.

“Do you want me to be naughty? Fuck one of the guys and come home to you stretched open?”

I felt her soaked pussy cover my cock with slickness.

“They do all have massive cocks, you know. I’ve seen them in the locker rooms,” she said.

My heart beat faster. I was feeling the heights of arousal. Stacy guided my cock to her opening, rubbing the head against her soft mound.

“Is there someone you want to fuck?” I asked quietly.

She descended down on my cock and it slid inside of her slowly. She slid down until all of me was inside of her and then she lay on me and kissed me.

“Yes, there s someone,” she whispered, beginning to slowly raise her butt up and down, fucking me.

Her answer set fire to my mind and body. I could’ve never expected this day to end like this.

“I love you,” she whispered and kissed me.

“I love you too,” I said. “Who is it?”

“It’s Alex.”

Of course. The tall, gorgeous hunk. I should’ve known.

“He wants me so badly,” she said, fucking me faster and faster.

I was surprised that my wife would ever return someone’s desire for her, especially someone who was essentially her co-worker.

“How did this happen,” I asked.

“We’ve talked a lot, and he’s grown quite close to me. We’ve gone on lunch a few times, and to the bars.”

I could tell that she was relieved to get this off her chest.

I held her close and began to thrust my cock into her, pumping her steadily. I could cum at any moment.

After a minute of silence mixed with the beautiful sound of her pleasurable gasps and moans, I said, “Do you want Alex fucking you right now?”

Stacey closed her eyes and embraced me, thrusting down on my cock.

“Yes baby. Yes I do,” she moaned.

We were fucking hard now, and the room was filled with the sound of our flesh slapping against each other’s. She was covered in sweat, and so was I.

“I want him to fuck me hard, I want to cling to him while he thrusts his massive cock deep inside of me. He’s so big, baby. He’s huge!” she said.

And then I could take no more. I slammed inside of her, and held her tightly in my grip as my cock began to spurt cum inside of her. My mind went blank, and her drawn out moan of pleasure echoed in my head.

The only sounds in the room now were her heavy breathing and mine. I could feel my cum leak out of her and drip down my balls. She kissed me once more, lovingly.

“Have you kissed him?” I asked quietly.

She was quiet for a few seconds, and that told me the answer by itself.

“I have.”

For some reason, my heart still sank. Despite me having just told my wife that I wanted her to fuck this guy.

“Have you fucked him?”

“No,” she said. “But I sucked him off.”

“When?”

“Today. In his car during the afternoon.”

She got off me and lay by my side. I kissed her breasts and began to suck on a nipple as she stroked my hair.

“He was huge, baby. So much bigger than you, I’m sorry. And I never thought he’d stop cumming.”

I was quickly getting aroused again listening to her. Even though I’d just had the most intense orgasm of my life. Stacey noticed immediately, and her little hand began to stroke my cock once again.

“Would you have liked it if I had fit his huge cock inside of my little pussy?”

“Mhm,” I agreed, still sucking on her nipple.

“He’s muscular too, he’s so hot…”

She stroked my cock harder. She was in control now and I was along for the ride and I loved it. A few minutes of her talking about getting fucked by him, and I came in her hand. And soon after we went to sleep.
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It was a few days later at work when I got the text.
“Coming home with Alex.”
Immediately I felt myself getting hard. This was actually happening. All we’d fantasised about together since that first day had been Stacey fucking Alex, and now it was happening. I went straight to the boss and complained that I had a really bad headache. I very rarely took time off work anyways, so he said I could go home. When I got home I spotted an SUV in the driveway. Had to belong to Alex. I parked a few houses down and walked to my house. I had a look through the windows to confirm that the living room was clear before I quietly sneaked in through the front door.
All seemed to be quiet, so I moved towards the stairs. I was greeted with a faint sound. My wife. Moaning. My cock immediately began to get hard under my jeans, and my heart rate shot up. Slowly I tip-toed up the stairs, the sound of her pleasure becoming clearer and clearer. A sliver of light found its way into the corridor from the edge of our bedroom door. It had been left open just an inch. I slowly walked over, listening to my wife loudly moan.
I peered through the opening. My jaw hung open. There was my wife, her arms around Alex’s neck, kissing him like two teens in love, his cock buried deep inside of her. Immediately my cock sprang to full erection. I couldn’t believe I was seeing this. He was slowly pumping his cock in and out of her. His cock was girthy, much more so than mine was, and I could see that my wife’s little pussy had been stretched wide quite a bit. It was the most beautiful and erotic thing I had ever seen in my life.
I quickly unzipped, making sure to make not a single noise, and began stroking my cock. He was much taller than I was and his large body over my wife’s petite build made for a wonderful contrast.
“Fuck me, yeah baby, fuck me hard!” Stacey groaned.
Alex didn’t need to be told twice and he began to pump vigorously in and out of his wife. His cock was the biggest I’ve ever seen, I didn’t think this sort of length and girth was possible in real life! I could hear just how wet my wife’s pussy was. Every time the young, hunky soccer player thrust inside of her, her pussy made squishing noises to accompany the gasps and moans that were originating from her mouth.
Stacey wrapped her arms and legs around his body and held on for dear life as he relentlessly pumped inside of her.
“I’m gonna cum! Oh God I’m gonna cum!” she squealed.
I had never seen my wife come even close to having an orgasm just from vaginal penetration. She held onto Alex’s large, muscular body for dear life as her own body tensed up and she had an intense orgasm. I stroked my cock faster while witnessing this erotic sight. I could imagine the way her pussy was probably massaging Alex’s massive cock in waves right about now.
Once Stacey regained her breath Alex pulled out of her and Stacey sat up and began giving him a slow, loving blowjob as he stroked her hair. She tried to take him as deep as possible but that very difficult since he had such an enormous member, so much bigger than mine. Stacey wasn’t joking when she had told me that, wow.
When she was done, Alex sat upright on the bed and Stacey straddled his lap, giving me the privilege of watching his huge cock stretch her open and slowly slide into her. I wasn’t touching my cock now because I was so close to cumming. She put her arms around his neck and he held her by the waist as she began to raise and lower herself slowly, and start to fuck him. Faster and faster she went, until she was bouncing up and down, slamming down onto his cock. I wouldn’t have ever imagined that she could fit something so big inside of her, but she was taking his cock with ease.
“I’m going to cum,” Alex told her.
“Cum-...oh..cum inside of me baby. Cum in me,” she said in between her moans of absolute pleasure.
He wasn’t even wearing a condom! I wondered if she was on birth control. She had to be, right? Another man was going to cum inside my wife’s pussy. He was going to encroach on my right as her husband, while I stroked my cock to the erotic act.
“Come on, give it to me baby,” Stacey said as she pulled him to her and began kissing him wildly.
I saw their tongues dancing together, and their saliva stretch between them. They weren’t just fucking, they were truly making love. For a moment I wondered if I had fucked up. If our relationship had been changed forever. But the worries were quickly escorted out of my head by the sight before me. I was overcome with sensation.
When she slammed onto his cock again his big, strong hands held her down. He grunted and continued kissing my wife, as I noticed his cock pulsate. This was it, he was cumming inside of my wife’s married pussy. And it was too much for me to take. I furiously jerked off and squirted cum like a jet into my hand, struggling to somehow make sure that I made no noise and didn’t alert them to my presence.
It seemed to go on forever. Thick, milky cum began to leak out of her and down his shaft and balls. How much cum was he going to pump into her?! After he had stopped, they carried on kissing for a good while. And then Alex stood up and went into the bathroom.Stacey sat up and looked directly at me through the opening. She quickly got off the bed and hopped over, shutting the door behind her.
“That was the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen,” I quickly said, kissing her deeply.
“He filled me up so good, baby. I didn’t know it was possible for someone’s cock to feel so good,” she said. “Look at how used my poor pussy is.”
She raised her leg and I kneeled in front of it. It was red, swollen, and covered with Alex’s cum. I was already beginning to get hard again looking at it.
“Kiss it baby,” Stacey said to me, putting her leg over my shoulder and drawing me in.
I leaned in close, in between her sweet thighs, and gave her pussy a kiss. Nothing was ever going to be the same.
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Conservative White Wife Cuckolds Her Husband With His Best Friend
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I’m Kate. I’m 22 years old and I’ve been married to my husband Greg for four years now. And I’ve got a problem.
Greg and I have had a pretty fulfilling and nice marriage. He’s a good, simple man. Average in almost every way. He was the first man I ever loved and ever bedded, and I was his first too. Our sexual life has been alright. But it’s his friend Zach who has really been turning me on.
The whole thing began before we were even married. Zach is his best friend. And he’s somewhat of a playboy. You know the type, rich, gorgeous, arrogant and irreverent. I immediately came to dislike him as soon as we met. My own family had always been on the lower edge of middle class and I had always hated his kind, who seemed to think that they could get whatever they wanted just because they wanted it. And from the moment Zach first saw me he had eyes for me, undressing me blatantly even when Greg was with us. Somehow Greg never seemed to notice, much to my frustration. And whenever Zach met me, he made sure to hug me and stealthily get a quick feel of my butt.
A lot of times I almost confessed to Greg about my discomfort. But their friendship went way back before I’d even met Greg, and I really didn’t want a chasm between them. I knew that Zach would chastise him for choosing his girl over his friend, and I know how much guys did that to each other. And Greg didn’t really have that many friends to start off with. I didn’t want to take his friendship away from him.
But Zach began to take a definite advantage of my silence. I don’t know if he mistook it for quiet consent but he sure got braver and braver. He began “accidentally” getting a feel of my breasts, which shocked me. I was stunned by his brazenness but also...the response my body had to it. I had definitely felt a tingle between my thighs. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t.
Things really went to hell a month ago. You see, Greg and I decided that it was time that we started trying for a baby. I really wanted it to be a special occasion when we tried. Greg and I had never done it without a condom before, and I was really nervous and giddy at the thought of my husband cumming inside me for the first time. Well it was our wedding anniversary last month, and I told him that morning that we’d do it after the little party that we had planned out in the evening. It was going to be one hell of a romantic affair.
I was bubbling inside all day. The party was pretty fun. When I opened the door for Zach, he immediately hugged me and got a brazen feel of my butt, and kissed me on my lips, shocking me. And then he acted as if nothing had even happened and just blended in with the other guests. I didn’t have much time to dwell on it and I got busy as well. It all went great. We all had some nice wine, I don’t ever recall having so much. I was really enjoying myself. Until Greg -really- started enjoying himself and started drinking way too much wine. He always did this. And he never held himself back despite my constant nagging every time.
Well what do you know, by the time the guests left, my husband was snoring on the couch by himself, drooling.
I felt a shoulder on my hand.
“Had a bit too much to drink, I see,” said Zach.
I looked up at him.
“You’re st-still...here?”
It made me nervous knowing that he was the last guest in the house, and that he and I were practically alone, with Greg being completely knocked out.
“Yeah, figured I’d help you to clean up. Looks like you needed it to,” he said, gesturing towards Greg. “Come on, I’ll help you get him into bed.”
I was surprised a bit by how nice Zach was being. This was unusual, but he was really helping me out.
We swung one arm each around ourselves and hoisted Greg up off the sofa and carried him up the stairs to the bedroom. I sat on the edge of the bed, and despite myself, felt tears welling up in my eyes.
“Classic Greg,” Zach chuckled. “I’m sorry you keep having to go through this.”
He walked over and looked at me, and his smile disappeared.
“What’s wrong, Kate?”
The wine had me in an emotional mess. I don’t think I would’ve opened up like I did to Zach if I was sober. But I unloaded everything off my chest in a long rant. Zach sat beside me and put an arm around my shoulders while Greg snored on the other side of the bed. I told him about all the other nights Greg had ruined just like tonight, and how I was going to have him try to get me pregnant and how I’d been excited all day for it.
“Kate…” Zach whispered.
I looked at him. He had a strikingly handsome face, and he was looking extra gorgeous in the soft light of the bedside lamp. Suddenly he drew me close and kissed me.
“I understand,” he said.
I was shocked. I didn’t understand what was happening. Zach stood up in front of me, my face in line with his zipper, and he unzipped and unbuckled and slid his jeans down before I had time to process it and protest. And just like that I was face to face with the biggest penis I had ever seen on a man, an inch away from my nose.
“If Greg can’t fulfill his duties as a husband, if he can’t make you happy, it’s only my responsibility as his best friend to step in for him and help you out, Kate,” he announced.
“This is...I can’t…” I said, unsure of how to react.
This was the first time I’d seen another man’s penis, and I was completely hypnotized. And with every second that was passing, I was becoming more and more aroused. I could feel my pussy begin to get wet.
“Don’t think, Kate,” he said, and he thrust his cock forwards.
It slid up my face, and I felt its hot, smooth touch. It shot me upwards in a spiral of pure arousal. I breathed in deeply, taking in its wonderful, manly musk. A fire was spreading inside my own body, originating from between my thighs.
“Do you like it?” his husky voice asked me.
“Mhm…” I nodded into his cock without thinking about it.
I had to taste it. I had to feel it in my hands. I had to feel it inside me. It had me in a wonderful trance that I didn’t want to come out of. I knew what I wanted to do, what I had to do. I reached out slowly and held his cock as my tongue snaked out against his lengthy shaft and had a taste of him. Heaven.
Zach didn’t waste time and I felt him slide the straps of my dress off my shoulders. I gently kissed the smooth skin of his shaft, feeling my pussy get wetter and wetter now. I was burning with lust. He held my shoulders and pulled me up. My dress slid off and fell to the floor, bunching up around my feet. His burning hot, erect cock pressed up against my tummy as he put his arms around my waist and pulled me against him, my breasts pressing up against his chest. He bent down and kissed me. Passionately. And I returned his passion with equal ferocity. Our tongues danced together in lustful harmony. As we kissed, I felt his hands reach behind my back and work to undo my bra strap. They came undone, and my bra hung on to my breasts from the friction between his body and mine.
Kissing him felt good. I felt a spark that somehow I never had felt with Greg. The strength of his muscular body, his confidence...the way he kissed me made me feel as if he owned me all along. He broke the kiss, and stepped back. The bra held up between our bodies fell to the floor and joined my dress. Now he took a long look at his best friend’s wife’s naked breasts. I felt myself shiver. Why was this so intensely erotic?
He kissed me again. And he kissed my cheeks, and my chin. He moved down to my neck and planted little kisses on it as his hands found my ass and began squeezing and caressing it. His lips moved from my neck to my shoulders and my chest, and finally to my pink nipples, which were already hard.
I felt his lips close in around one of my nipples and my knees almost gave way entirely. My nipples were a highly erogenous zone for me. I never even let Greg tease me using my nipples because the sensation was way too intense. My heart immediately began to thump in my chest and my pussy wildly twitched, as Zach began to lick my nipple, flicking it with his tongue, and sucking on it. Paradise. My hands reached down to his cock and with one hand I began to stroke it, fast. It was so thick that my fingers couldn’t even encircle it completely. My other hand went to his balls, which were also much heavier and bigger than Greg’s, and I began to lovingly caress and squeeze them. Zach was a thing of beauty.
I should’ve done this a long time ago.
His lips were soon replaced by his fingers, twisting and flicking my sensitive little nipple as they moved to suck and lick the other. After what seemed to be like simultaneously a very long time and a very short time, he stopped. He stood straight and kissed me again, pulling me against him and grinding his fully erect monster all over my tummy, as I wrapped my arms around his waist to squeeze his tight ass, rubbing my mound against his thigh, desperately trying to get some relief.
Zach held me by my butt and lifted me up bodily, and I had to wrap my legs around him while we kissed each other. He moved to the bed and climbed on it, still having me hoisted up in his strong arms as we wildly kissed. I had never believed I could act like this. I was another woman, I was liberated, and I was loving every second of it. Finally Zach laid me down and lay on top of me, his large, muscular body crushing my petite form. He broke our kiss as he began planting little kiss on his way down my body.
And just like that he was pulling my panties down my legs, and I was lifting my legs and helping him do so. He dove in, and I wrapped my thighs around his neck as his tongue began to work its magic between them.
Greg snored beside us while his wife got eaten out passionately by his best friend Zach. Zach’s tongue was magic. He pulled on my pussy lips with his lips, flicked my clit with his tongue, rubbed it with his tongue, and pushed his tongue deep inside my pussy, fucking me with it. He pushed my thighs up so that my asshole was presented to him, and he planted little kisses on it, making me twitch and squeal with pleasure.
Greg had tried to give me oral sex many times before, but it had never been anything like this, and it had always left me wondering why so many women seemed to rave about it constantly. Well, now I knew. I felt my orgasm start to build as Zach relentlessly gave me pleasure with his mouth between my thighs.
I whimpered as Zach’s tongue left my pussy, much to my dismay. But he quickly replaced it with two of his fingers, making me squeal with pleasure, as he pushed them deep inside. And then his tongue returned to work on my clit as well. He wasted no time and began to relentlessly finger my pussy.
I was immediately overwhelmed by the sensations. I had no idea there was something that could feel so good. My pussy was a burning star between my legs radiating pleasure throughout my body. I desperately held onto the sheets as my thighs pressed harder against Zach’s head. He licked my clit and gently sucked on it while his fingers went in and out of me like a piston in an engine. My orgasm hit me like a freight train
“Oh God...OH YES BABY!” I shouted, without a care that my husband lay on the bed right beside us.
I knew he wasn’t going to wake up until the morning. I screamed with pleasure for the first time in my life, carelessly, shamelessly. I had never felt so good in my entire life.
“Oh God...oh yeah...oh yeah..” I whimpered, as I slowly descended from the high of my orgasm, trying to regain my breath again.
Zach came up to me and kissed me deeply, and I tasted my juices on his tongue. We kissed for ten minutes, and he grinded his hard cock against my pussy, making me desperate for it once again. It was time to fulfill the purpose of this night. I reached down and held his thick cock, giving it a few loving strokes as I kissed Zach, slowly. I was reminded by its touch the sheer girth of it, and I felt doubt if it would fit inside my little pussy. But I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to try to make it fit now.
I guided it to my entrance, and he began to thrust softly so that the head pushed against me. My husband was much smaller and thinner than Zach so no doubt Zach’s cock was going to stretch me out wide. Zach rubbed the head of his cock up and down my pussy a few times, making me whimper.
“Fuck me,” I whispered.
“Kate...I’ve fantasized of this so many times,” he said.
“Me too baby,” I admitted.
We kissed again and he gave his cock a push, and the head popped into my pussy, stretching it open, making me moan. God it felt so good. He pushed further, and his massive cock started burying itself inside of me. For an eternity it seemed like he kept pushing himself in, further and further. I was amazed at how long it took. His massive cock stretched my pussy out slowly, bit by bit. And I amazed myself when I felt his balls hit my taint, as he buried his entire length inside of me finally.
I held his ass cheeks firmly as he began to pull his length out, and then slowly slide it back in. I was officially fucking my husband’s best friend, and he was going to cum deep inside of me and give me his baby. I just hoped that I wouldn’t regret it in the morning. I sure as hell didn’t now, but it wasn’t my brain that was in charge right now.
My pussy was still getting used to the size, and I was feeling more and more pleasure as Zach began to pick up the pace. And soon he was drilling me. His cock was hammering in and out of me, and I swear that I felt the entire bed slide a fraction of an inch every time that he thrust inside, he was so forceful. My entire body slid up the bed every time his cock slammed into my little pussy.
I had never been fucked like this. And I realized that I had never been fucked properly before. This felt so god damn good. This felt natural. It felt right.
“Harder, harder!” I screamed.
And he wasted no time in obliging. He was operating at full capacity now, and the sound of his flesh slapping against mine filled the entire room, along with my cries of pure bliss and my husband’s snores beside us. I could feel Zach’s balls smacking against my taint every time he thrust deep inside of me. He pulled away from me and straightened up, put my legs over his shoulders and held onto my waist firmly, and began to fuck me proper.
“I turned to look at Greg, still snoring away ignorant of his wife getting the fucking of her life right beside him. I gave him the finger. Fuck him. Drunk bastard.
“Cum inside me Zach,” I moaned. “Give me a baby. You’re my second husband now, you own my pussy!”
“I’m gonna cum,” Zach announced.
“Give it to me baby, give it to me!”
He fell forwards onto me again and we clung to each other like a newlywed couple as he pushed himself deep inside of me. His entire body tensed up, and he wildly grunted as I felt his massive cock spurt a thick jet of cum right into my pussy. I didn’t even know that it was possible to feel a man cumming inside of you!
It seemed like he’d never stop! His cum spurted and spurted, and I felt it fill my entire pussy up and then began to leak from it, and run down to my ass and onto the sheets. Zach stayed inside of me, trying to catch his breath. I pulled his head to me and began kissing him lovingly. We both kissed each other and he stayed inside of me until his cock began to shrink. When he pulled out, he offered his cock to me and I licked and sucked it clean.
I’d never tasted a man’s cum before, but somehow I knew that Greg’s just wouldn’t taste the same anyways. And I also knew that I had definitely just been impregnated.
Greg of course, couldn’t remember a thing the next morning. I told him we had had some incredible sex, and he seemed to be pretty impressed with himself. Zach became a regular visitor to our house, and most of the times it was when Greg wasn’t present. Everyday Zach dropped in to give me the fucking that I needed, while Greg was at work. We sure made a lot of noise, and I’m sure not one of the neighbours had any doubt as to what was going on in the house. Sure enough, I turned out to be pregnant with his kid, and I had a healthy boy nine months later. By then, Greg had found out what was happening, and he used to regularly watch Zach fuck my brains out. All in all, things couldn’t have been better.
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My Demure White Wife Couldn't Resist BBC
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Robin and I have been married for three years now. I’m 24 and she’s 22. We’re high school sweethearts, and we’ve been dating each other since I was 16. I’m lucky to have her, I won’t lie to you. She’s a gorgeous woman. Petite and curvy.

We have a pretty good sex life going on, even after so many years of being with another, and hopefully a lot longer still. Robin is pretty adventurous in bed, much to my good luck. But our adventures in bed were nothing way too out of the ordinary, right up until a few months ago.

What happened is that I hired a caretaker after summer. To gather up leaves, tend to the garden, shovel snow in the winter. That sort of thing. I had enough time to tend to the property myself, like I damn well like to do in the summer, but I’d received a bit of a promotion and so I really didn’t have much free time going into September.

The guy I hired was a man named Dane. He was a fairly young lad, about 19 I suppose, black. Big, strong, muscular. Fit for the job, I thought. Turns out he was in between places when I talked to him, so we struck a deal. I had a cabin on the property, about a couple hundred yards away from the main house. It was pretty comfy, and I already had a bed in there. Sometimes Charlotte and I stayed there when we wanted a bit of a tame camping experience. A small fire in front of it, sitting together and stargazing through the trees. Dane agreed to stay there and I said that I’d let him stay until I let him go. Even after that, if he continued paying rent.

It sounds like a little decision. But it’s proved to be one of those things, the little wing flap from a butterfly that causes a hurricane in another continent.

Robin and I had just come back from a party at my boss’ house. We were fairly drunk by now. Free champagne always seemed to get the best of us. Robin was dressed like a dream, in an elegant dress, so blue that it looked black, which accentuated her butt in a way that I bet got every single male who gazed upon it hard. She’d had an air of seduction about her all evening and it had driven me crazy by the time we had come back to the house. And I could sense that underneath that sexy dress and in between those sweet thighs, the champagne and her own seductive edge had had an effect on her.

We were ready to devour each other when we shut the front door behind us. I pulled her against me immediately and planted my lips upon hers. It was her tongue that attacked mine first, and my hands planted themselves on her soft butt firmly. We kissed obscenely, and sloppily for a long time. And then she pulled away.

“Get some wine, let’s sit by the pool. It’s a great night,” she said to me.

She was right. It was a good night, there was a little chill in the air that made you want to feel the air on your skin. Sitting by the pool under the stars would be lovely.

“Alright,” I said, planting another kiss on her face before I went to get the bottles from the wine rack.

Robin was lying on one of the two loungers. I handed her a glass and kissed her deeply. And I lied down on the other one. We quietly sipped the wine and looked at the sky, the reflections of the millions of bright stars reflected in the still, black water of the pool. The lights in the pool area had been turned off. We were alone. Or so I thought.

Quietly, Robin got up, walked over and straddled my lap. She bent down and kissed me, the taste of the fine wine still lingering on her tongue. My hands snaked around her and soon she was firmly pressed against me, kissing me wildly again. I slid the thin straps of her dress off her shoulders, and pulled it down to her waist. Her wonderful breasts pressed up against me. She broke the kiss and moved up so I could kiss them and suck on them while she stroked my hair gently. I loved to do this. Her hand went down to my bulge and squeezed it, before she found my zipper and pulled it down. Her fingers crept inside and fished my six inch dick out into the cool air.

Not a lot of time later, she was lowering herself onto my rod, moaning softly, her eyes shut. It was at this time that I noticed we were not alone when out of the corner of my eye I saw movement. I whipped around to see Dane sitting on the lounger, facing us. I was about to shout at him when my eyes fell on his exposed cock, which he was wildly stroking.

It was huge. Easily double my size, something straight out of a fake porn video. I just fell silent, stunned, before I could even speak up. My wife still had her eyes shut, and my full length inside of her. She slowly began to ride me, soft gasps and squeals leaving her lips every time she bounced. She put her hands on my shoulders and began to bounce, her lovely breasts jiggling in the most sensual way.

Dane’s eyes were fixed on my wife’s breasts. My eyes were fixed on that massive monster in his hands. My own cock was getting harder, watching this young black guy pleasure himself to the image of my naked wife riding my cock. I was getting turned on more and more. I had always loved seeing those porn videos with petite white women and tall black men with massive cocks, and here I was, almost in one! I pulled Robin in close and kissed her as I began to pump my cock into her even more fiercely, driven by the new passion that I had found within myself, from letting my wife be exposed to the hungry eyes of Dane.

“Oh yeah baby,” Robin moaned. “Fuck me harder.”

I didn’t need to be told twice, I was fucking her with the best of my abilities. She kissed me once more. And then she slowly opened her eyes. Immediately Dane’s movement caught her attention and she turned to him and gasped.

“What the f-” she began, and then she fell silent as her eyes fell upon the magnificent, big black cock that stood proudly from his fly.

“Oh God..” she whispered.

I hadn’t stopped fucking her, and she was still being rocked from the intensity of my thrusts. Her eyes seemed to be fixed on Dane’s massive cock. I began to suck on one of her breasts and she held my head and pulled me against her chest as she moaned.

I was getting tired from thrusting so hard, and so I stopped to regain my breath.

“Look at how big his cock his, honey,” Robin said to me. “It’s just like all those porn videos you love.”

I nodded. She was right.

“I didn’t think they could get this big,” she whispered.

I began sucking on her nipple again.

Dane stood up, his cock wavering in the air, massive. He began to walk towards us. He came close and then he stood in front of my wife, his cock an inch from her face, her eyes fixated on it.

When he moved his cock closer, she opened her mouth wide automatically. His cock was so large that there was no way that my petite Robin was getting anything more than the head of his cock inside her mouth. The massive mushroom head entirely filled her wide open mouth.I could see her licking and sucking on it desperately while she grinded on my cock. Her eyes were shut again. She was enjoying this.

This was exactly like all those porn videos. And I was as hard as I could get, still sucking on Robin’s breasts, looking up at the beautiful sight of my wife sucking off the big, veiny monstrosity while she tried to stroke it with her tiny hands. Her fingers couldn’t even encircle the girth! I began to fuck her harder, making her squeal onto Dane’s cock. She took the head out of her mouth and began licking it, planting little kisses on it all the way down his lengthy shaft and onto his big balls, which she held in her hand one by one and kissed and lapped.

“Look Nigel, his balls are so big!”

“Mhm,” I agreed, mesmerised.

She continued licking his shaft devotedly and occasionally sucking on the huge head. She held his cock up and then let the big black cock rest on her beautiful, white face.

“Look baby, it’s bigger than my face!” she giggled. “I’ve never seen anything like this before!”

She went back to worshipping it with her mouth.

After a couple of minutes Dane decided that he had had enough and so he held my wife by her chest and bodily lifted her off me and into the air, leaving my six incher naked, wet and exposed, derived of my loving wife’s pussy. As soon as he lifted Robin off me she instinctively wrapped her legs around his hips. His big cock was now rubbing up against her soaking, little pussy.

I didn’t have the upper body strength to lift my wife, so this was a new experience for her, and she definitely seemed to be enjoying every single bit of it.

She put her arms around Dane’s neck and began to kiss him. He kissed back with passion, and I saw their tongues dance together. My cock was harder than ever and I gently stroked it. I was way too close to orgasm and I didn’t want to cum now and miss out on whatever was going to happen next. Oh, what a turn this night had taken!

I had never seen this side of Robin. I had never expected that there was this slut hiding inside of my sweet little wife. She seemed to be enamoured by Dane’s cock, captivated, hypnotized. Now she was kissing him like he was her husband instead of me!

He sat down on the other lounger and she straddled him, positioning his huge cock right at her entrance. There was no way that the giant rod was going to fit into my petite wife’s pussy. She held his shoulders for balanced and lowered herself. I knew the moment when the head of his cock popped inside of her sex because she immediately started moaning loudly, like I’d never heard her moan with me.

“It’s so big...so big! It’s stretching me out,” she gasped.

Lower she slid on the monster, and more and more of it disappeared inside my wife, inch by inch.

“It feels so good. So good,” she moaned.

Still lower she went. I watched in amazement. Only a few inches of his shaft still were exposed to the night air. I was trying to picture how far his cock was inside my wife. I wish I had X-ray goggles. She had to be feeling him inside of her stomach by now! Finally she had all of his length inside of her. I couldn’t believe it. Slowly she started lifting herself slowly and lowering herself down again. And just like that, my partner of eight years was cheating on me for the first time. In front of me, while I jerked off to it.

Within a couple of minutes of her fucking him she shouted, “Oh God...Oh God...oh daddy!”

And she tensed up and began to orgasm, falling forward onto Dane’s broad chest, quivering and twitching. That was the first time I’d seen my Robin orgasm from anything other than her own fingers. She’d always said that she was incapable of achieving orgasm through penetration! Clearly that wasn’t the case!

Dane held her tightly again, stood up with her impaled on his large cock, and then laid down on the lounger again so that this time my pretty little wife was on the bottom and his hulking, muscular, frame was on top. Immediately he began to pump in and out of her, making her moan loudly. She had her arms around his neck and they kissed deeply as he continued giving her the fucking of a lifetime. The entire lounger slid back and forth, Robin moaning loudly. I dragged my lounger closer so that I could have a better view of the incredibly long cock being pushed balls deep into my wife and then back out until only the head was left inside.

The sounds of their flesh slapping together were loud, and they echoed from the woods on the other side of the yards. It was accompanied by the creaking sounds of the lounger’s legs being dragged back and forth on the tiles of the floor, and the beautiful sound of my wife’s pleasurable moans.

Robin’s pale legs were hoisted up in the air, on each side of Dane’s waist. His ass was taut, moving up and down rapidly as his giant cock pummeled my wife. I was hypnotized. I dared not touch my own cock because I would cum immediately. I was holding off for the right moment.

A few minutes later Dane sped up even further.

“I’m gonna cum,” he announced to Robin.

“Cum inside me baby, fill me up. Give me that thick cum. Shoot that big black cock inside of my pussy!” she shouted.

I had never once in my life heard her saying anything like this! Who was this woman? This big black cock had brought out some primal slut from inside of my elegant, demure wife!

Dane grunted and groaned and then with a final slam of his cock into my wife’s pussy, he froze. He tensed up and I watched his balls clench as his muscles began contracting in waves to push thick cum right down his cock and into my wife’s pussy. I wondered if she was on birth control.

“Oh God...I can feel it inside,” said Robin.

Dane kept his cock embedded inside her and after a few moments of him squirting his seed deep inside my wife, I saw his cum actually leaking from my wife’s pussy! He had filled her up to the brim! And then he collapsed onto her and she gently kissed him as he tried to catch his breath. That did it. Without me even having to touch my cock I exploded. I squirted more cum than I ever have at any time in my life. Most of it just covered my tummy.
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What had just happened a few minutes ago was settling in, sinking in my post-orgasm rational mind. Robin was acting like nothing was wrong.

“That was so amazing! Wasn’t it?” she chirped.

“What. The. Hell,” I said.

“Don’t tell me you’re mad. This has always been your fantasy, I know it. You can admit it now. I saw you stroking your cock watching me fuck Dane. I fulfilled your fantasy, you should be thanking me. You got to watch me get fucked by a massive black cock! That’s why we watched all those porn movies together didn’t we? It sure felt good, baby. That was the best fuck I have ever had. Now come here.”

She pushed me back on the bed, and pulled her dress off. She crawled towards me and straddled my chest. I could smell her pussy, and the smell of Dane’s cum.

Robin knew how much I love when she has me eat her out while she sits on my face. She’s often used this against me. Many times when we’ve argued over something little or fought over something, she’s just squatted on my face or shoved her pussy into my face and made me eat her out. And you know what? It’s always worked. I just can’t resist it. This time was no different.

“Eat me honey,” she whispered seductively. “That big black cock really stretched my little pussy out, soothe it with your tongue. Suck on my pussy lips baby.”

I tried to resist. Tried. I was immediately turned on, and I began to get hard. I began kissing her inner thighs and I began to gently kiss her sweet pussy lips. She pushed her pussy flat against my face, grinding on it, covering me in her juices, just like I loved. I kissed her clit and sucked on it.

Very soon she orgasmed again, on my face. I lapped up every drop of juice her pussy produced, and cleaned her up properly. She laid down and we cuddled, and kissed each other until we fell asleep.
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The next week when I came home from work, I found the house empty. Robin’s car was in the garage, but she was nowhere to be seen. I called her phone but no one picked up. I shrugged and thought maybe she’s in the basement or something. So I went up to the bedroom to take a shower. When I walked out of the door after my shower, drying myself off, I saw Robin had come in and was sprawled on the bed, completely naked. She had streaks of cum on her face and in her hair. And her pussy was splattered with cum. There was no guessing what had happened.
“What the hell did you do?” I said, seething, pulling my eyes away from her beautiful, sore pussy..
“When did you come back baby? Oh God I’ve had the most wonderful day, you know? I wish you were here to watch but I just couldn’t help it!”
“Why aren’t you wearing anything?!” I asked.
“Oh my clothes are back at Dane’s cabin,” she said. “They were too wet and stained to wear baby. Anyways, I was really horny in the morning thinking about what happened last week, and my pussy was unbelievably horny, so I decided to just go up to Dane and see what happened. He’s fucked me so good all day, Nigel, I swear. He can cum like a fire hose, it’s crazy! Again and again and again. My pussy is so raw right now. I really need you to give me some relief with your tongue. ”
“You can’t do this!” I complained. “Robin, you can’t just fuck him wherever and whenever.”
“What’s so different than the last time?” she asked.
“The last time I was right there! I would’ve tried to stop you if I didn’t want it to happen. You have to give me-”
“Look,” she interrupted me. “Stop whining. You’re the one who had this fantasy. You’re the one who made us watch all that black dick porn all over the years. You’re the one who’s put this idea in my head. This is your fantasy. I’m sorry if you think you can’t control it. But from now on I’m going to be fucking Dane every time I feel like, and trust me, I’ll be feeling like it a lot. I couldn’t ever have imagined that sex could feel so good, and you’re not going to deny me that. I can see even now that all you feel because of this, is turned on. So come here, eat my pussy, and stop complaining.”
She lay on her back and spread her legs, giving me an unhindered look at her beautiful pussy splattered with Dane’s cum. As much as it annoyed me, she was right. About everything. I was incredibly turned on even now. And over the years this is exactly what I’d wanted. I got onto the bed and buried my face in her loving pussy.
Our personal lives were turned upside down after that. Right after that day Robin made Dane stay in the guest bedroom. And she spent more time in that room than our own bedroom. It seemed like she was constantly fucking him, like a cock starved slut. When she wasn’t fucking him she was being eaten out by me. Dane would fuck her anytime he wanted. I’d be reading the paper at breakfast when Dane would walk down the stairs with his massive dong and begin railing my wife while she made breakfast.
I know I’d hired Dane until winter was over, and it’s February now. But I don’t think the original contract applies anymore. Even now, as I type this, I can hear my Robin moaning wildly through the walls as the young black hunk fucks her like his own wife. I know this might sound weird but somehow, we’ve only gotten closer. And I love Robin with all my heart.
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White Wife Can't Help But Cheat With the BBC
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I

I rushed up the stairs quickly, into the bedroom and stood by the window. I pulled the curtains apart just a bit and peered down into the backyard, where Jake was already shirtless, busy mowing the lawn. God, he was gorgeous. Six foot three, eighteen years old. He looked like I had imagined him up for a fun self-pleasure session while my husband was away. I felt a quiver between my thighs, standing there, admiring him. Absent mindedly my fingers found my nipple over my dress and rubbed it, watching the way the muscles in his chest tensed under his glistening dark skin when he pushed the mower forward.

My husband Pete hadn't been home in three weeks now, and I was definitely feeling the effects of his absence now. My body was constantly on edge, smoldering. I've always needed a cock constantly since high school. I wanted to stay loyal to Pete, especially since we've only been married for three years, so I satisfied myself just with my fingers. When Jake had come over to work in the first week, I'd stood right here where I was now and I had just admired him. The last time the effect he had only felt much more intense. I had to touch myself. Standing there near the window I had pulled my dress off and wildly pleasured myself, hoping somewhere inside myself that Jake would look up and see me in the window, pleasure etched on my face from his image. The thought had excited me to no end. I'd orgasmed like I never had before.

This time I was moving forward with patience. My fingers were now tentatively touching my clit while I touched my nipple with my other hand. Watching him, I felt my heartbeat steadily increase in pace until it was thumping in my chest. The touch of my fingers on my pussy was beginning to send me into a sexual frenzy. I was beginning to imagine more of Jake. I wondered how big his cock was. Bigger than my husband Pete's five inches, I bet. It had to. He was half a foot taller than Pete!

My pussy was wet, really wet. I coated my fingers in my juice and used it to lubricate my little cllit, and I rubbed it relentlessly, looking at the young demi god working in the sun down below in the yard. At some point I got lost in fantasy. I shut my eyes and imagined him naked. I imagined I was on my knees, my eyes looking up into his, his strong, dark figure towering above me. I imagined pulling down his jeans slowly. I imagined a massive, black cock popping out and presenting itself, unhindered, to my admiration. I imagined looking up at him again and snaking my tongue out to get a taste of his manhood. God, what I would give to make the fantasy come true. I was rubbing myself harder and harder. My fingers were a blur at my crotch, and my juices were being flung in droplets all over the carpet and the curtains, from the force of my self pleasuring.

I took a moment to pause so I wouldn’t orgasm yet, and looked down the window to see Jake standing, resting for a moment, his phone in his hand, him idly scrolling. I wanted to walk down the stairs in my nakedness, walk right out of that door, revealing myself to him completely, walking towards him without a care in the world. I wanted to pull him down to me and give him the wildest kiss of his life before I moved his lips to my breast, making him suck on my nipples one by one.

Back in the real world, standing in my bedroom, I didn’t even realize when my fingers went back to my breast and my clit.

I fantasised of caressing his hair while he nursed on my breasts, and how I’d then force him to his knees, throw my leg over his shoulder and thrust my hairy pussy right in his face, rubbing my juices all over that handsome, dark skinned face, making it glisten with my lust. I’d hold on to his head while his tongue would work its magic on my sex, and I’d moan like a wild woman, not caring if the neighbours became aware of how much of a slutty wife I was. I’d lie on the ground and spread my legs wide, and Jake would lie on top of me, and I’d wrap my arms and legs around his taut young body and kiss him as he’d begin to fuck me like a newlywed bride at her wedding night.

I imagined him thrusting into me, harder and harder. Back in my room my orgasm built and built. I fantasized of being fucked hard, harder and harder until he exploded in my pussy and gave me his child, and his milky thick seed dripped out of my well fucked pussy. My orgasm hit me, and I frantically rubbed my clit, awaiting release.

“Oh..oh..OH GOD!” I shouted loudly, carelessly as I began to squirt.

My juices squirted over the curtains and the carpet, and down below Jake looked around, confused, wondering what noise he’d just heard. My knees became weak from the powerful orgasm and I sank to the floor, trying to regain my breath again as I twitched and shivered, the last remnants of the powerful orgasm finally leaving my nerves.

I lay on the bed, trying to catch my breath while idly touching my occasionally twitching pussy, trying to soothe it. Jake would knock on the door soon for the payment and I decided to take a little shower but I faced him.

This was the second year now of Jake coming in every Wednesday to do the garden work. He had always caught my eye, being such a handsome specimen of his gender. You rarely see guys like him. Dripping masculinity. I loved my Pete but he couldn’t be this effortlessly manly in his dreams. A man like Jake was designed from ground up to be irresistible to women like me. The tall height, the big arms, the rippling muscles, the dark skin. It was useless to resist imagining him picking you up in his arms, carrying you to bed and plunging his thick, black cock deep inside of your married womanhood. I wasn’t going to cheat on my husband with a teenager but I couldn’t help but tease him. It helped my self esteem to make a man like Jake stutter and get flustered in front of me. I always invited Jake inside the house, and all the drinks I had to get from the fridge for him seemed to be at the bottom rack, so I was always bending over, letting him have a nice view of my panties as my dress raised above my ass. Watching Jake stealing glances at my body, and getting flustered when I caught his eyes aimed at my cleavage turned me on a lot, and over time I had began dressing more and more provocatively just to tease him.

By now there had to be a portion in his mental spank bank dedicated to me. I definitely had one dedicated to him.

Once he had asked permission from me if he could use the pool, and I had of course, graciously agreed. He was unaware though that I had immediately snuck up to a window and spied on his young, taut body. And the big bulge that he carried in his boxer shorts. He had to be packing. The idea of his huge black cock planted itself into my head right at that moment, and it refused to ever leave again.

I got out of the shower, dried off, and put on a skimpy little white dress that proudly displayed most of my breasts, with no panties. I was on fire inside today, and a big part of me wanted to heat things up a notch with Jake. I didn’t plan to make him fuck me, I just wanted to have a little harmless fun with him.

Jake definitely didn’t hold back with where his eyes went when I opened the door, grinning at him. His eyes focused laser like on my breasts, and I saw a hint of his big bulge under his jeans.

“Come on in, you must be so tired,” I said, moving aside.

I was one hundred percent sure he was staring at my round butt wiggling in front of him as I lead him to the dining room.

“Take a seat,” I said. “So how much will it be for today?” I asked, leaning forwards on the dining table.

His eyes again focused on my breasts. He could probably see deep down my dress.

“Uh...t-twenty dollars, Mrs Bree.”

“Oh Jake, how many times have I told you to call me Haley? Now what do you want to drink before I get you your pay? Will a nice lemonade do the trick?”

“A lemonade would be nice, Mrs B-...Haley…” he said, smiling slightly at his own mistake.

“Good learner, are you?” I winked at him.

I walked over to the fridge, opened it and leaned down low to grab a bottle of water. I waited a few moments before I picked it up, offering Jake a nice clean view of my naked ass.Finally I decided to stop the tease and took the bottle and shut the fridge. I walked over the kitchen counter and on my way I glanced at Jake’s crotch which he was desperately trying to hide, and I saw a significant bulge there. My show had definitely had a strong effect. I smiled inwardly. I was getting very aroused now as well. Knowing that this teenager had seen my bare butt. I wanted to tease him more.

“Jake baby, come here, will you?” I said.

“Sure Mrs- er...Haley, what’s wrong?” he asked, walking over beside me.

“Help me get that jar of sugar up on the shelf?” I said, reaching out in an exaggerated show that definitely raised my skirt and allowed him a partial view of my butt.

“Sure thing,” he said, and reached out.

As he did so, I moved in front of him so that I was sandwiched between his body and the kitchen counter. And his hard cock covered only by the thin layers of the clothes we wore, pressed into my ass, letting me get a good feel of its glorious enormity. A jolt of electricity shot up my spine. This was a turning point. The sensation of his hard cock flipped a switch inside me. It intensified the craving for cock that I’d been feeling ever since Pete had left. I wanted Jake’s big, hard, black cock inside of me. I could feel it twitch and slowly get harder as he reached forward for the jar.

I threw all pretense to the wind. I had lust boiling inside of me. I needed a cock. I reached back and took his hand, and pulled it around me and up to my breast.

“Haley, what are y-..” he began.

“Shh,” I whispered to him, moving his hand over my breast so he could get a good feel.

I moved my hand away and he didn’t move his. He was gently squeezing my breast. I held his other hand and brought it to my other breast, which he began to squeeze and caress gently.

“Do they feel good, Jake?” I whispered.

“Mhm...I’ve been dreaming about this for years,” he said to me.

I giggled.

“You’re welcome.”

I thrust my hips backwards, pushing harder against his cock which had now hardened even more and grown to proportions that I could never have imagined feeling. He was huge! I couldn’t wait to feel his length and his girth in my hand. I couldn’t wait to run my tongue across his thick shaft. I had to touch it. I just had to.

I reached behind me and felt his bulge. Oh God. I could feel the heat of his erection through his pants. I began to gently squeeze it, feeling it twitch under my touch, coming to full hardness. I had to feel him bare. I felt for his zipper while he continued squeezing and feeling my breasts, burying his face into my neck.

I pulled the zipper down slowly. And my fingers crept inside. The feel the hot, silky skin of his shaft on my fingers made my pussy quiver and become instantly more wet. My fingers closed around it gently and brought it out of its confines. I still hadn’t gotten a look at it, and I was dying to. My fingers closed around it and began stroking it slowly.

“Does that feel good?” I asked him.

“Mhm,” I felt him nod into my neck as he kissed it.
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II

I decided to do something I’d fantasised about sometimes. I lifted myself on my tip toes and thrust backwards so that his cock pushed in between my thighs, rubbing against my pussy, and emerging on the other side in front of me, coated with the copious juices that my bare pussy had produced from the sensations I had been getting. This was incredible! Easily about four inches of his cock were visible to me despite most of his shaft being hidden below my pussy and behind me. How huge was it?! The head of his cock was a massive mushroom head, about three quarters the size of one of my closed fists! Angry and purple-pink. The shaft was black, veiny, and intimidating. My mouth which had gone dry until now, began salivating at the sight of the beautiful black monster. I began to thrust my crotch slowly backwards and forwards, rubbing my pussy along the shaft. It felt incredible. I would easily orgasm if I kept it up for a little bit more, so I took it slow.

“Oh God..” I heard Jake moan behind me.

His giant shaft continued to spread my pussy lips apart and give me a good rub. I pressed down on it slightly and leaned forward, to have it rub against my pussy.

“Ohh…” I moaned.

I couldn’t help it. The burst of pleasure that had just shot into every nerve of my body from my clit was too intense. This boy was magic. Cock so good that I wondered how other women could -not- be cock starved like I was.

I felt my pussy exude more juice. I don’t ever recall getting this wet for anyone. I felt coat the hot skin of Jake’s shaft and lubricate it as it slid in and out between my pussy lips. I had to stop. No more. My orgasm was building. Fast.

And I couldn’t stop myself. I thrust back and forth faster, trying to feel more of that hot black cock rubbing against my clit. And Jake didn’t help either, he held onto me tightly, and began thrusting wildly in and out, making me moan louder and louder.

And then I came.

“OH GODDDDDD,” I wailed loudly, my eyes clenched shut and my face scrunched up with pure delight permeating every nerve and vein my little body.

I trembled in Jake’s big, strong arms. I twitched and quivered and waves of contractions originated from my pussy and spread to my body. I leaned forward and held the kitchen counter for support, with Jake’s arms still holding me by my chest. I tried to regain my breath slowly.

“Holy shit, Mrs Bree..that was incredible!”

“Fuck me,” I said. “Fuck me baby.”

“I don’t have a condom, I’m sorry Mrs Bree…”

“Just fuck me. Give me that big cock, Jake” I moaned, thrusting my butt back at him.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“Yeah baby,” I moaned. “Fuck me right here right now!”

I turned to him, grabbed the back of his neck, pulled him in down to me and kissed him deeply. My tongue made its way into his willing mouth and he responded, our tongues dancing together in a sloppy exchange of fiery passion. He began squeezing and caressing my breasts again, making me moan into his mouth. After what felt like a really long and simultaneously not long enough moment, I broke the kiss.

“Fuck me baby,” I whispered into his ear.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He held my ass with one hand and with the other, held his cock and aimed it directly at my wet and waiting opening. I thrust my ass out and shut my eyes, waiting for the delicious sensation.

The large head of his black cock touched my pussy lips, parting them on it, gently prodding the opening at first and then getting more insistent. A cocktail of delicious sensation. Jake pushed more firmly, and I felt the cock head begin to stretch my pussy out slowly, trying to make its way in. And then it popped inside of me, stretching me up in delightful ways. He was so much more girthy than Pete. I don’t think I’d ever had such a thick cock inside of me.

Jake firmly held my buttocks and slowly pushed more. The friction between his cock and the walls of my pussy made me curl my toes with pure blasts of pleasure spreading throughout my body.

“Yeah that’s it..” I moaned. “Fuck me baby. Fuck me with that huge cock!”

“You feel so good,” he replied, breathing heavily.

He slowly, torturously, slid inch after inch of his massive cock inside of my married pussy. I had never been stretched like this, ever before. And it was already further in than my husband Pete could’ve ever hoped to be. It felt like it was already deep in my guts, and if he pushed in more his cock would part me into two pieces. And I was loving every second of it.

“You’re….oh yes...you’re amazing...” I moaned.

The head of the massive weapon hit my cervix, making my eyes go wide. The sensation was...I’m not sure I can describe it. Being full in a way that you’ve never felt before. It felt like being satisfied after a long hunger. And then he pulled his cock slowly, depriving me of that wonderful feeling, making me crave for it immediately. He withdrew until only the head of his cock was left inside of me. And then he pushed his cock back in, making me lean forward on the counter and rest my weight on it so that I didn’t collapse because my knees were giving away. And so began the best fuck I’ve ever received in my entire life.

“Oh, oh oh..” I couldn’t help but gasp and moan every time Jake thrust the massive rod inside of my little body.

With the power of his youth behind him in full force he began to increase his pace steadily, making my breasts sway under me, and increasing the volume of the slapping sound that we made every time he thrust into me. I knew Pete could never fuck like this. The confidence that Jake had inside of him was imbibed in the way that he fucked. Completely in control.

He was well and truly fucking me now. I was cheating on my white husband with a big, young black man. God I was such a slut. And right at this moment, I didn’t regret a minute of it. Whenever Jake’s cock went balls deep inside of me I lost my senses. He was fucking me hard enough now that every time he thrust forward, my feet were lifted off the ground for a moment. I had never felt such immense raw power in a man before, and my body was responding to it wholeheartedly. I had never felt so lustful as I did right then. It was going to be another week before Pete returned. I wondered if by then my pussy would have been stretched out enough by Jake for my husband to notice. I hoped it didn’t. But I’d be lying if I said that a small part in my mind wasn’t excited at the possibility. Jake moved his hands to my breasts again and held me tight, clinging to me tightly as he continued humping my married pussy. Every second of it was pure bliss, and I never wanted it to stop. But my legs were getting tired. And the cold kitchen counter was hurting my hands.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said.

“Okay,” Jake replied, withdrawing his cock from me.

“Now don’t you dare take that cock away from me, mister,” I said, turning around to face him and putting my arms around his neck and giving him a nice, deep kiss.

Then I tightly hung on to him by his neck as I wrapped my legs around him as well. He quickly got the idea and held his cock with one hand and guided it to my opening. I lowered myself onto it and got impaled, his full length sliding into me, stretching my guts out. God that had to be what heaven felt like. If you’re a woman and you haven’t tried that position, you’re missing out on life in a big way. I began bouncing on his cock as he turned and began to walk towards the stairs.

I had never done anything like this before, and it was so incredibly exciting. I was nuzzling his shoulders, holding on for dear life with my arms around his neck while bouncing on him and grinding my crotch on his massive cock as he walked up the stairs and into the bedroom where only half an hour ago I had come to a violent orgasm spying on him from the window. My juices on the carpet were still fresh.

Once he sat on the bed I got off him, my pussy screaming at me not to let the massive cock away from me, but I took my place in the bed and spread my legs for my new, young lover. He didn’t waste a second and pounced on top of me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him again as he penetrated me, and we kissed just like I had been fantasizing about such a short time ago.

Our forbidden coupling had driven my black stud into a frenzy, and he began to pump into me like a steam engine, going balls deep each time inside of me, fucking me with a ferocity that I couldn’t have ever imagined. I was on a cloud floating in the stratosphere. I was moaning uncontrollably, loudly. I didn’t care a bit if my neighbours heard me getting railed by the eighteen year old who took care of the yard. All I wanted to care about was the delight I was receiving from the big black cock in my pussy.

“I’m...I’m going to cum, Mrs Bree...Oh God,” Jake announced.

“Cum inside me baby, come on,” I said, and I grabbed his hair and kissed him while he fucked the living daylights out of me.

As we kissed, Jake groaned. And began to cum.

Five foot something me, with my pale skin, lay under the hulking, muscular frame of a young black teenager with killer looks, my breasts squashed against his chest, as his massive black cock tickled my cervix and emptied the biggest load of cum I had ever experienced into my hungry pussy. It was utter bliss. I felt every single pulsation in his thick shaft as it spurted thick milky cum deep inside of me. Jake rested on top of me, his sweaty chest rubbing against my sweaty boobs. Both of us still kissed as he tried to regain his breath. I had just received the most intense fucking of my entire life.
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III
The good thing about eighteen year olds is that just as soon as they get spent, they’re up and ready for round two. That day was easily the day where I’ve been fucked the most number of times in a row. Jake stayed the night, and the sounds of our pleasure rang through the house through and through.
We still had a week to ourselves before my husband Pete would come home. I fulfilled every single fantasy I’d had about him. I rode his face till I orgasmed on his tongue, he fucked me in the pool, we spent hours fucking in every position we both could think of, and I grew so accustomed to the taste of his cum. I really got used to him being around all the time. I’d watch my favourite show while he laid in my lap sucking on my breast, I’d cook dinner while he’d be gently licking and kissing my ass and pussy...seven days were all it took.
After Pete came home it was tough to have my fuck machine away from me. But I still made do. I had him come over four times a week instead of the usual one. I paid him thrice the amount so that he could skip the other houses he tended to and fuck me instead. Pete was really impressed with his dedication to our yard. He definitely noticed my lack of interest in sex with him and how my pussy felt less tight for his five incher. He didn’t discover why though until the night of his birthday, when both my young stud and my husband finally shared me in bed. But that’s another story for another time.
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I

I was on the couch when I heard Lily come down the stairs. I guessed it would be best to just immediately tell her. I peered over to see her descend down the steps. She was wearing what she always wears round the house. A short skirt and a tank top that almost bared the bottom of her round, beautiful, bra-less breasts. Lily absolutely refused to wear underwear inside the house. Why be restricted in your own home, she argued. She was at the bottom when I called out to her.

"Hey, babe?"

She looked at me and began to walk over to the couch.

"Yeah?" She asked, peering over to look over me, looking stunning as always.

"You're free on Sunday, right?" I asked.

She thought for a second before nodding.

"Yeah, why?" She asked suspiciously.

"Well...promise you won't be mad," I told her.

"Alright," she said, raising an eyebrow.

"Well, you see, the thing is...I sort of said to Raleigh that we'd help him move. This Sunday. He's got a new place over in Pinewood."

I waited for an outburst from Lily. Surprisingly, it didn't come. She mulled what I'd said over for a few seconds before she shrugged.

"Okay," she said.

She began to walk towards the kitchen and I peered over the back of the couch at her to admire her butt wiggling behind her, making my cock twitch. God, she was gorgeous.

"Aren't you mad?" I asked.

"Why would I be?" she replied without turning.

"You're okay with Raleigh now? I thought you disliked him?"

She shrugged again.

"He's alright," she said as she opened the refrigerator and leaned down to get the bottle of juice.

Her skirt raised up, revealing to me her perfectly round, pale, butt. I got hard immediately.

"You're killing me with that view, baby," I said.

She wiggled her exposed butt at me, still bent over. Then she went into the kitchen and I fell back onto the couch, and began to lazily web surf. I wondered what had brought forward this change in her opinion of Raleigh?

Raleigh is a pretty good friend of mine back from college. Handsome guy. Six feet five, seven inches taller than me, and ripped like a bronze sculpture. Lily met Raleigh for the first time when he invited us to a little reunion at his home. Raleigh had tried his best to impress my wife, which meant he'd tried his best to turn on the charm. He'd tried his best to flirt with her. She had been offended but she didn't know him well. That was just how he was, he talked to every woman that way and he didn't mean much by it. The party had been a frat reunion so it was mostly just a bunch of guys and just one or two other women. Lily had felt very out of place and she had told me that she had been very uncomfortable to see the way that Raleigh and my old frat mates had bullied me.

Pfft, 'bullied.' Women will never understand guy banter.

But ever since then, Lily had developed quite an unfavorable view of my friend. This wasn't helped by the fact that Raleigh was really comfortable going in and out of our house at his pleasure. And on his visits he would surely look Lily up and down, in her short tops and skirts, with no underwear. It really did make her comfortable. It had a strange effect on me, however, something that I'm afraid I can't explain really well. It pissed me off to an extent but it also...aroused me? I know that sounds strange but that's how it made me feel. Knowing that my college friend, this large black lady killer was attracted to my wife, and she was out of reach in love with me.

Maybe in part a contributing factor was the porn that we'd started watching together lately. Since we had started dating we'd occasionally just sit on the couch and put up a porn video and play with each other. As it happens with everyone who watches porn, over time we started to explore the videos deeper. And for a while I'd been putting up interracial videos, of big black guys with massive cocks pumping into little snow-white women. A few months ago I'd just looked at the pretty hot thumbnail of a petite white woman, not very unlike Lily herself, with her arms and legs wrapped around a big black man, kissing him as he penetrated her on top. Unbeknownst to me, it had been a cuckold video. Once we put the video on, the fact became clear in a few seconds. But I didn't change it. Lily and I both watched mesmerized, touching each other gently. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. And I strongly suspected that the same was true for my wife as well.

Halfway through the video we just couldn't keep our hands off each other anymore and we fucked like we hadn't fucked in years, relentlessly. Passionately. Furiously. We didn't talk about it after, but the memory of the video hung around my head for a while.

A few weeks ago, Raleigh had come over to watch the football game in pretty loose shorts. Lily had been serving us drinks and snacks and I had noticed her discreetly attempting to steal glances at Raleigh's crotch. He himself seemed to be exhibiting what can only be called a python hidden underneath his pants. I remember Lily had come over to ask him if he needed any more drinks and Raleigh had pulled on the sleeve of his shorts, trying to adjust himself, and it had pulled the cloth taut, revealing the bulging outline of his mammoth cock. Lily had stared at it with shock. The slight lip bite I'd seen from her was imprinted on my memory, and refused to leave my head.
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II

Sunday came pretty fast. It was time to go to help Raleigh move. This wouldn't have been a big deal at all up until last year. I would've just made an excuse and not gone. I had disliked him strongly for most of the time that I had known him for. He'd been the typical alpha male womanizer that every woman encounters multiple times in her life. He was the sort of guy I would've fallen for head-over-heels back in high school or college. Tall, black, muscular and dangerously good looking. But his arrogance was unbearable. And the cocky audacity he carried with him...

He had no problems undressing me with his eyes when he was here, even with my husband Jason right beside him! I always dressed for comfort at home, and I refused to change my ways just because a lecherous asshole was enjoying it too much. And the way he always casually flirted with me...

But things had become more complicated lately. A bunch of things had happened. For some reason Jason had started putting up interracial videos when we watched porn together. Big black men on small white women that for the most part looked like me. I'd never seen anything like them, and to my own surprise I'd found them incredibly hot. And that damn cuckold video we'd seen together. The sex we'd had after that had been nothing short of absolutely magical. I'd dreamed multiple times now of a large black man ruthlessly taking me. All of it had begun to mess with my head. I'd begun fantasizing of it when I touched myself. Jason was a good man and I thought he was well hung until I'd seen these things and realized the potential that a man could have.

But it wasn't just those things. A large problem was Raleigh himself. He exactly fit that role of the men I'd been fantasizing about. And I had ample opportunity to gauge how well hung he was, and everything had checked out very well. Lately when he was in the house I'd shiver when he'd talk to me. He towered above me, and he'd taken to wearing loose shorts with clearly no underwear. And last week...

Well, last week I received a text from him. An image. I was in bedroom while Jason was at work when I received it. I casually opened it to see a huge, veiny, black cock. My jaw dropped, it was so huge. It had to be close to double the length of Jason. Immediately I felt my pussy began to moisten. Right after that I received a flurry of messages from him apologizing for it, telling me that it was meant for someone else and it was an honest mistake. I replied and said that it was no problem. Things like that happened. And that was that.

Well, of course not. The picture was in my phone and I just couldn't bring myself to delete it. I kept opening it and staring, mesmerized. It had me riled up to the point where I had to touch myself, and I masturbated furiously until I was sore and couldn't orgasm anymore, staring at Raleigh's massive cock. I couldn't bring myself to tell Jason what had happened. And I didn't know how I would look Raleigh in his eyes again without losing my composure.

Raleigh and I drove the pickup truck over to Raleigh's. We reached his place and he greeted him with a handshake and me with a pretty intimate hug, which threw me off entirely and made my pussy shiver. I was acting like my high school self again. God damn it. He estimated that we'd needed about four trips back and forth to his new place down in Pinewood. Once we'd loaded the truck full of his boxes for the first trip, we realized that we'd have to come up with a seating arrangement for the three of us, because the pickup could only seat two, plus we'd kept an extra box on the seat. Jason would be driving, and Raleigh couldn't drive it at all because it was a manual truck.

The solution that Raleigh came up with in a pretty short amount of time was that I should be seated in his lap for the journey. Jason and I looked at each other. I wondered if he was thinking the same thing I was thinking. He asked me with his eyes if I was okay with it and my little nod told him that I was. I think I knew that it was going to lead to nothing good, but at that point wasn't really thinking with the right organ. I wanted excitement.

I was wearing a pretty short skirt, and thankfully I at least had panties on. I was getting hot and bothered already thinking about what was going to happen. Jason climbed in on the driver's side and Raleigh got into the passenger's and I got in after him, and positioned myself carefully on one of his thighs. The box between Jason and us hid me from breasts down.

Jason adjusted his mirrors and started the truck and off we went, me sitting on Raleigh. I was trying my best to not be fully positioned over Raleigh's crotch but every time the truck hit a bump in the road, I was falling back onto him, and getting a feel of the growing bulge inside his pants. After a few times it became clear that if I was going to get comfortable, I would have to sit in his lap properly. And so I sighed and did exactly that. Raleigh of course didn't complain at all. Under me I could feel his monster begin to wake and get hard slowly but surely. Raleigh’s increasingly heavy breathing betrayed how excited he was. The ride to Pinewood usually takes about ten minutes one way but we were greeted with traffic at three places, so the ride took fifteen minutes. The ride was rough at times which meant that I was bouncing a lot on top of Raleigh’s cock. I can’t lie, I was beginning to enjoy myself. My pussy was beginning to get wet and with my short skirt, I was sure that if I began to get soaked I would start to wet Raleigh’s pants as well. I bit my lip and desperately tried not to gasp or moan.

Only today did I fully realize how many goddamn speed bumps existed on this city’s roads. Every time we went over one, I slid back and forth on Raleigh’s cock, which was now fully erect and nestled under my crotch. The constant movement made it so that it was nestled in between my pussy lips, and rubbing occasionally against my clit as well, which was getting more and more sensitive by the second, making me heat up all over.

Very slowly and discreetly I felt Raleigh begin to move his hips, and slightly thrust against me. I looked straight ahead and tried to maintain my balance, a hand on his thigh and another on the handle above. His cock pushed against my pussy. It felt so good that before I could even think about what I was doing, I had thrust back, down on top of him. He was emboldened by my reaction and he laid his hands on my thighs, and began to slowly caress them.

His fingers stroked my skin. I shut my eyes and bit my lip and just focused on the pleasurable sensations that I was being given. His fingers felt good, touching my skin, edging closer and closer...under my skirt...stroking my thighs...touching my pussy…

“Hey guys...Guys?”

My eyes shot open.

“Yeah, babe?” I asked Jason.

I realized he was pulling into a gas station. I realized I was sweating.

“I just need some gas, alright? You wanna get something to eat or whatever? You look like you’re hot, maybe get a drink?” he asked.

“No it’s okay, I just need to use the bathroom,” I said.

“What about you, Raleigh? Want something?”

“Nah man I’m good,” he said.

He sounded annoyed with the unannounced stop. To be fully honest, I was annoyed too.

The guys were already sitting inside the truck when I got back, with it running. Raleigh opened the door for me and winked. I looked down my jaw hung open. He had his cock out. And the picture had barely done it any justice. It looked even more massive in real life. I climbed into the truck, and sat down right on top of his cock. I adjusted so that his shaft was flat against my pussy. If Jason wasn’t sitting right next to us I would’ve moaned out loud.

“Alright let’s move,” Jason said, putting the truck into gear and taking off.

Raleigh resumed our play without wasting any time and moved his hands back to my pussy and began stroking it over my panties. He held my panties with both hands and began pulling it apart on one side. The strength of the poor panties were no match for his muscles and they tore easily. He made me lift myself up an inch and he pulled the panties out and bunched them into a corner of the seat. Now my soaking wet pussy was directly touching his rock hard cock. I looked down to see about three inches of his mammoth cock protruding from underneath. His cock was wedged right between my pussy lips.

“I’ll just open the windows a bit, I need some fresh air,” I said and I rolled down the windows just a bit for fresh air to come in.

I didn’t really need fresh air, but I was sure that the entire cabin would smell like my vagina if the windows were up the entire time. Pinewood was pretty close now and I was hornier than I had ever been in my entire life. I wanted nothing more than to straighten up Raleigh’s massive black cock and impale myself on it, letting it stretch my pussy wide open so I could ride it like a pure slut. Raleigh was trying to discreetly thrust so that his cock rubbed against my pussy more, and it was working like a charm. My pussy was gushing madly.

“Is it somewhere around here?” Jason asked Raleigh.

Raleigh was clearly paying no attention and it was as if he’d been waken from a deep sleep.

“What? Who? Right of course, my bad. Yeah..yeah that’s the one. There,” he pointed.

As Jason pulled into the parking, Raleigh quickly covered up and I straightened my skirt again.

We helped unload the boxes from the truck and take them up to the apartment. Whenever Raleigh had any opportunities where Jason was not around, he kneeled and licked my pussy and we kissed like lovers newly married, and he grabbed my breasts and fondled them like he was a virgin. I was flushed the entire time.When Jason asked why I just blamed the physical exertion.

And then just like that it was time to ride back for the second trip. Normally, this would’ve tired me out, made me groan of boredom. But this time I was excited. I was ready to take as many trips back and forth in the pick up, just as long as I got to feel that amazing black cock in my pussy.

Again, I waited for both of them to climb into the truck first. And then..fuck. There wasn’t a box to hide us from Jason. So no fun this time around.

Somehow, this journey was even more exciting. Jason had a clear view of our bodies, and we couldn’t afford to betray any signs that something fishy was going on. I sat on top of him and suffered silently through every bump and jerk in the truck that made my pussy rub over his cock underneath his pants. I was close to orgasm by the time we got back, just from being rubbed. When we loaded the truck again, I made sure to stack two or three boxes in the front seat, so that we were entirely shielded from Jason. Raleigh got in after Jason and as soon as he did, he immediately fished his cock out, which was soft by now. I got in and sat on top of it again. It didn’t take long for it to harden completely, given the grinding it was receiving from me wiggling my hips and bouncing on it from all the jerks and shakes in the road. It was completely covered in my pussy juices by now, glistening, erect and black.

Raleigh made me lift myself a few inches and he positioned his cock so that the head was at pussy. Then he made me lower myself, and I clenched my jaw shut to desperately prevent myself from moaning lustfully as I felt his massive cock begin to stretch my poor little pussy, and slide in inch by inch. I had my eyes shut, completely focused on what was happening, deeply enjoying the bursts of pleasure that I was getting from where Raleigh and I were connected.

Every bump in the road drove his cock deeper inside me, until I was resting my entire weight on him and his cock was scrambling my guts.

I hadn’t ever imagined that being penetrated could feel this good. He was double Jason’s length and he was touching places inside me that Jason couldn’t ever have dreamed to touch. I would’ve never imagined that my little pussy could accommodate a monster this big. And I was proud now that it could.

I wanted desperately to turn around, hold his shoulders, kiss his soul out and ride him like a desperate slut. But somehow I held on. This was way too much to bear, his cock was deep inside me, torturing me. The only relief we were getting was the occasional movements from the bumps in the road. Raleigh was trying to control himself as well. I could feel him trying to discreetly thrust into me.

He moved his hands to my breasts and began to fondle them, moving his hands inside of my tank top to twist my nipples, making me squeal.

“What’s wrong?” I heard Jason ask from the other side of the boxes.

“Nothing babe, I just banged my head on the roof, haha,” I replied.

I turned back to face Raleigh and we both kissed. We kissed deeply and passionately, his cock deep inside of my married pussy while my husband was sat less than two feet away. With every minute that passed I was brought closer to my orgasm. Every cell in my body was burning with sexual fervor. I couldn’t help myself any longer and I began to bounce on his cock softly. Just a little. I didn’t want Jason to feel the bounce in the seat. I turned to kiss Raleigh again.

“I’m gonna cum soon baby,” he whispered into my ear, breaking the kiss.

I wiggled my hips and grinded myself on his cock. I was ready to take his thick cum inside of me. I wasn’t on the pill, and my husband was right beside me. And I didn’t care. I needed it more than I had needed anything in my life.

Suddenly the car went over a speed bump that was particularly nasty, jerking us all into the air, and slamming us down onto the seat again. Raleigh’s cock hit my cervix, and I squealed out loud.

Raleigh began to cum, and he wrapped his arms around my waist and held me tightly as his cock spurted like a fountain inside of my married pussy. I felt spurt after spurt of his thick, hot cum hit me and fill me up. It quickly began to fill my entire pussy up and began leaking out. I fell back on Raleigh and both of us desperately tried to catch our breaths and compose ourselves as the car approached Pinewood.

We both deserved Oscar awards for our performances in acting like nothing happened as we unloaded the truck.
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III
Lily and I dropped Raleigh off at his new place and began our trip back to our home in silence. Did she really think that she’d gotten away with it? Did Raleigh and her think that I was a clueless idiot? My cock was still hard in pants, knowing that my wife had just fucked my college friend a few feet away from me while I drove. I had to say something.
“So how was it?”
She looked at me.
“How was what?”
“You know what,” I said.
I took a deep breath.
“Raleigh’s cock, babe. How was it?”
I saw her eyes go wide in shock.
“You knew?!”
“Of course I knew, Lily. Come on, you guys were sitting two feet away.”
She looked at the bulge in my pants.
“It was insanely good. He touched places inside me that you could never dream to touch, baby. I’m sorry,” she said.
“Don’t be sorry,” I said, and she leaned over and we kissed.
“Stop the car,” she whispered.
I saw a road going off into the woods and turned into it and parked a short distance inside.
Lily sat back and raised a leg and put it up on the sat, spreading her legs and showing me her swollen pussy, with Raleigh’s cum oozing from it, milky and creamy.
“Oh my God, baby,” I whispered. “That’s beautiful.”
“Come here,” she told me and pulled me to her.
She kissed me deeply, our tongues dancing together. Then led me down in between her pretty thighs and to her pussy full of my friend’s cum.
“Eat me out, baby,” she said.
I wasn’t going to resist my beautiful wife’s command.
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White Country Wife's Introduction to BBC
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The sign glowed bright. Red neon, whose watery reflection illuminated the wet street.
“Adult store.”
Sara and I both looked at each other.
“We…,” I began, unsure of how to proceed. “I bet we could find some of that lube you were telling me about.”
Sara nodded, shyly.
“Alright let’s go in,” I said to her.
“I’ve never been into any places like this,” she admitted.
“Well, neither have I. Come on, it’s going to be fun!”
I grabbed her hand and we walked inside.
See the thing is that where we lived, way out in the country, there was no place like this. We didn’t have any sort of sex toys with us, or lube or anything of the sort. It was a pretty conservative area too and everyone knew everyone else so even if a place like this did exist, Sara and I wouldn’t dare step inside.
For a long while we’d never needed an accessories for our sex life either. Everything had been great, fantastic! Sara and I just couldn’t get enough of each other, and we were fucking like rabbits whenever we had the chance. But it had been two years now and the initial spark had faded a little bit.
Sara had been raised pretty much a conservative in a staunch Christian household, so you can bet she was full of repressed sexuality. She had a fire inside of her, that I deeply enjoyed experiencing. I have no qualms in saying that Sara was more fiery when it came to sex than I was. In fact it had been her idea to involve lube and some toys into our sex life to spice it up. She’d been reading stuff online. Was the plan to do some anal? I didn’t really know but you know what, it was more fun to keep the whole thing shrouded in suspense anyways.
We’d won the trip to Chicago in an online contest and we were staying in a five star hotel. Now was the perfect time to put into motion whatever plans Sara had for us.
As we stepped into the adult store, soft Led Zeppelin and the cool air conditioning hit us.
In the part of the store we were in all I could really see were two shelves, with books stacked on one side and packages containing toys and other items on the other side. Deeper inside was a door with a “movies” label stuck above it.
Sara held my hand tightly.
Our eyes scanned the shelf to the left as we walked past it. A bunch of bright coloured vibrators, small egg shaped ones, remote controlled ones, big, aggressive looking ones.
“Wow,” Sara whispered.
“Want one?” I asked her quietly.
She shook her head.
I scanned up and down the shelf. No lubes here.
The cashier sitting behind the counter was a black man, large build, wearing a loose vest with a nametag on it that read ‘Logan.’ He was intently staring at my wife, scanning her up and down.
“Excuse me, sir?” I began, “Can you tell me where the...erm,” I lowered my voice, “where the lubes are?”
“Sure thing, second shelf, far side,” he said, pointing.
“Alright, thanks,” I said.
Sara and I walked over. And just as he had told, here were the lubes. All kinds, all flavours. Tubes, bottles, jars of jellies… And beside them on both sides were what I noticed Sara was staring at open mouthed. On one side of the lubes were dildos. All sizes, all colours, all levels of realism. On the other side were the rubber cocks. Black, white, veiny, smooth, and all of them giant.
“Oh my…” I heard Sara whisper. Then she chuckled. “These are so unrealistic! Who buys these?”
I picked one up and gave it to her.
“It’s wider than my forearm! And about as long!” she laughed, her eyes wide.
I laughed along with her.
“It’s a novelty item, I doubt they put much thought into it.”
I took the rubber cock and put it back on the shelf.
A few minutes of decision making later, we walked to the counter with two bottles of flavoured lube.
As I was paying Logan, Sara said to him, “You know, you guys need to stock up on some realistic stuff in here. That’s what women would like, I think.”
He smiled at her.
“You mean the rubber cocks?”
“Y-...yeah.”
I could tell that the cashier’s bluntness had caught Sara off guard.
“Well, missy, I can tell you that those are all made from moulds taken from real men. Some in there with different pornstars too.”
Sara stared at him incredulously.
“You think I’m stupid, don’t you? You can’t really expect me to believe that. Guys don’t have thingies that big!”
“You haven’t ever been with a black guy, have you? What’s your name, miss?”
Sara looked at me. I shrugged. What harm could a name do?
“Sara,” she said to him.
“Sara, if you come round and peek here, I can show you proof.”
Sara walked around the counter to the other side. She looked down at his crotch. I couldn’t what he was under the counter but I saw his hands shift.
Then I saw Sara’s eyes go wide.
“Oh my God!” she gasped.
My curiosity got the better of me and I leaned over and stuck my neck out to see what he was showing her.
He had his fly open, and his dark, veiny cock was exposed. And it was enormous. I saw Sara’s eyes fixated on it.
“It’s so huge, Olly,” she whispered to me.
“Go ahead, Sara,” said Logan. “You can touch it if you’d like. Compare the rubber to the real thing.”
I was looking at her and for a moment I really felt like she was going to take him up on his offer. But then I saw her step back.
“No, no...I can’t. We need to leave, sorry.”
“Well if you change your mind, you know where to find me,” he said to us as we hurried out of the store with our lube.
Sara was most definitely impressed by what Logan was packing because she wouldn’t stop talking about it on the way to the hotel room, or even after that.
“It was so huge, I can’t believe it! Have you ever seen anything like that Olly?”
“No I haven’t, babe.”
“It had to be like two and a half times your length! And it was so dark!”
“Yes, honey.”
“I can’t believe he asked me to touch it. The nerve of him!”
Her words spoke of her being offended but I couldn’t hear any sign of it in the excited manner of her voice.
That night, when it was time to put our newly acquired accessories to use, we had what had to be the most electric sexual encounter we’ve ever had. I was another man, and she was a wild tigress. The bed creaked well into the night, and for some reason, the entire time only one thought was spreading through my mind.
My wife’s pale, little hand reaching out to Logan’s big black cock...grabbing it….stroking it...her lips on his shaft...her warm little pussy stretching...the way she’d look with her arms and legs wrapped around his muscular body…
I wondered if the same thoughts were clouding her mind as well.
No mention of any of it was made the next day. She’d shut up about our encounter at the adult store, and I felt quite relieved to see that she’d apparently decided to drop the entire matter and forget it.
“You know what,” Sara said when we reached the hotel room again after dinner, “I want to buy one of those rubber thingies. You know, like we saw yesterday?”
“What?! Why? You want to go back there?!” I said, stunned.
“Look wasn’t that the whole point of going there? Trying out new things? I just want to see what it would feel like, you know? We could use it in our lovemaking.”
I thought about it for a few seconds. And then I nodded. What harm could come of it, right?
“Alright babe give me a few minutes to get ready first,” she said and she disappeared into the bathroom.
She looked stunning when she stepped out again. She was looking pretty when we went out to dinner. Now she looked like a gorgeous sex symbol. She was wearing a black dress that came down to her thighs and seductive heels that she only brought out for me on special occasions. She was clearly not wearing a bra because I could see her nipples poke through slightly. Was all of this for me? Or the cashier? I bit my lip and I did not comment.
Logan whistled when Sara walked into the store again.
“You are going to give the people a heart attack looking like that, baby,” he said. “God damn. That’s irresponsible, is what it is. A public safety hazard!”
He laughed at his joke.
He was wearing no shirt this time. His dark skin over his bulging muscles glistened with a fine sheen of his sweat. His vest was draped on the chair and his nametag lay on the counter itself.
“Those are some adorable nips you got there, baby. Hope your boyfriend here has enough of a brain to show them the loving they deserve.”
I saw Sara blush and smile at him. She didn’t look like she was offended at all! This confused me. She was a married woman whose husband was standing right with her while this black man, a stranger, was passing lewd comments to her about her appearance! But then how could I expect her to express her outrage? After all, wasn’t I, her husband right there with her? Wasn’t it my duty to protect her honour? The thought warmed up my blood. But another close look at Logan cooled it down again. I couldn’t risk fighting this guy. He was a foot taller than me and much more stronger. I didn’t need to have my ass kicked in front of my wife.
“What would suggest would be the best...erm...rubber thingies?” Sara asked him meekly.
“Sure thing, baby girl.”
He walked over to the shelf and picked out a big black one, and walked back and placed it right on the counter in front of my wife.
“Best one we have, of course,” he smiled wide at her. “Almost as good as the real deal. Come on, you can check it out. Go ahead, pick it up, get a feel for it.”
Sara slowly reached out and picked it up, unsure of what to do with it in her hands. I saw her try to get her fingers all the way around the girth of the rubber penis but she failed. A couple of men emerged from the door on the wall leading to the video section and passed us on their way out, while staring at Sara fondling the giant black rubber invention. Sara carried on squeezing and feeling it, oblivious to the looks she had just received.
“Would you like to compare it to the real thing?” Logan asked smoothly.
I was about to interject but Sara was already nodding tentatively before I could react.
“Always good to perform a comparison before you buy anything,” Logan turned to me and said.
This time instead of calling Sara behind the counter Logan stood up and walked out. He was easily half a foot taller than me and Sara’s forehead only reached up to a point below his chest.
“Here,” he said, unzipping and pulling out the massive black monster that had imprinted itself onto my wife and my memory.
He took the rubber thing from Sara and held it down right next to his own.
“So, what do you think? Is it realistic? I’d say so. You know what, you might want to get on your knees and get close for a more accurate view.”
Sara looked up at him and nodded before slowly kneeling, her eyes fixated on the sight before her. And just like that, her face was a few mere inches away from the giant, exposed penis of a strange black man. And to make it worse, he was getting hard. The real thing was rising up slowly, and the tip was getting closer and closer to my wife’s pale face.
“Touch them, getting a feel is the only way to know that you’re buying a good product,” Logan said.
Somehow I knew that my wife buying a good quality product wasn’t the intention he had in mind. I don’t know what I expected my little Sara to do, but what she did was slowly reach out towards the pair and stopped a few inches before skin touched skin. I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe Sara had decided to resist, finally. We could leave this damn place and go back and fuck each other. Because by now I was hard as all hell, and desperately needed some relief.
However my hopes were dashed when Logan took my wife’s hand and closed the last few inches between the dark, veiny skin of his cock and the soft, pale skin of my wife’s hand. She grabbed on, and held his cock.
“Now hold the other one,” he said.
Sara reached out with her other hand and took hold of the rubber cock.
“Any difference?” Logan asked, grinning.
“Well..yours is….”
“It’s better, right?”
Sara looked up at him and gave him a tentative smile and nodded.
“Get a good feel,” said Logan, and he moved her hand up and down his cock, so she was stroking him.
“Feel the balls,” he said to Sara.
Now this had nothing to do with our purchase. Sara didn’t care, she complied anyways. She cupped his large balls and gently squeezed them and felt them. Logan gave up all pretense and set the rubber cock on the counter while Sara fondled him, kneeling on the floor.
“I see you like the real thing much more, seeing your nipples,” Logan said to her.
Right he was, Sara’s nipples were hard, poking through her dress quite visibly. I knew that this happened to her only when she was very aroused.
Logan reached down and down her dress, cupping a breast, making Sara gasp. I could see his fingers tweak her nipple.
“God you’re a goddess. You’re a lucky man,” he said, glancing at me momentarily. “If I had a wife like this I’d stay home all day sucking on these. God damn.”
I looked around to see if anyone was watching. The store was empty and so was the street outside, except for a car cruising by now and then.
“How about,” Logan said, “you and I get out of this place and go to wherever you people are staying at, and you let me get a good suck on these titties? Does that sound good to you, Sara? I know it does.”
It was time to put an end to this.
“Look, I’m sorry but we really ca-,” I began as Sara stood up but she cut me off.
“That sounds good!” she said, ignoring me completely.
“Alright, just give me a couple of minutes to shut the store down,” said Logan.
“I’ll help you!” Sara piped up.
“Babe, I really think you should recon-” I said but Sara interrupted me again.
“Olly, babe, go get the car started,” she said.
I stared at her for a moment while she went back to looking at Logan and placing her hand on his thick black cock again. Then I turned and walked to the car and sat there, seething. About ten minutes later, I saw Sara and Logan emerge from the store and walk towards the car. To my shock I noticed that Sara’s dress was hanging at her waist, she was completely topless! Logan was fondling her breast while she laughed at something they said.
I was ignored completely during the entire ride to our hotel. I adjusted the mirror so I could look at what my wife was doing. Mostly she kissed Logan, passionately, like a young bride and her husband. Their kisses were broken when Logan would lean down to suck on her nipples. The entire journey was scored to the sounds of her gasps and moans and the wet sounds of their saliva. Occasionally he would whisper something into her ear, and she’d giggle like a little school girl.
She was hypnotized. She was another woman. And I was feeling a potent mixture of jealousy, rage and arousal. I was so hard in my trousers that it hurt. I wanted to pull it out and stroke it right then and there while driving, while looking at my wife making out with this big, black stranger.
We drew quite a lot of stares as we walked to the elevator and up to our hotel room. I walked alone behind my wife and Logan, who had his arm around her, and kept kissing her and groping her, while Sara made no attempt to resist. Was she enjoying all of this?!
I was desperately hoping no one was keen enough to observe the glimmering wedding rings on Sara’s finger and mine, and the absence of one on Logan’s. In the elevator was another couple, older than us, who stood and looked quite dumbfounded as Logan kissed Sara for the entire elevator ride, while I cowered in a corner, humiliated. How had things gone to shit so quickly?
I unlocked the room with my keycard and Logan pushed me aside and walked in with Sara, both of them still kissing each other passionately. When they were in, Sara kicked the door shut behind her! I had to unlock the door once more to get inside my own hotel room. Sara was now sitting on the edge of the bed while Logan stood right in front of her.
“Do you want a taste of this candy, baby?” said Logan.
“Mmhm. Yes I do,” Sara replied, nuzzling the clear outline of the thick cock hidden under the jeans he was wearing.
I stood at the door still, completely ignored and impossibly turned on. Sara rubbed her cheek on the thick bulge. And then her hands went to work trying to unzip Logan’s jeans to unleash the mammoth monster from its cloth prison. She pulled the metal tab down and her small, white hand went inside to fish out the big black cock.
The giant member emerged. Logan was fully hard and his cock rubbed up against her cheek when it was fully out. Sara smelled him.
“How does it smell?” Logan asked her.
“Delicious,” she replied, looking up at him innocently.
She slowly stuck her tongue out and dragged it along the long shaft of his cock, all while maintaining eye contact with him. The intensely arousing image of her pink tongue on his black cock was too much for me. I had to get some relief, fast. I sat down on the couch opposite the bed and pulled my pants down and began to slowly pleasure myself. If I went too fast at it I would explode.
Sara had her tongue at the head of his cock and she slowly, began to lick it. Her tongue was small and the head of his cock was so large. The contrast was stark. Logan reached down and slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders so her dress slid down and bunched up around her waist. He began to stroke and squeeze her breasts.
Sara shivered and gasped when he tweaked a nipple. Then she opened her mouth as wide as she could and attempted to take his cock inside it. Her mouth was stretched beautifully wide around the head of his cock. His girth had to be twice as wide as mine. I doubt Sara was used to anything like this. Logan put a hand on her head and gently provided pressure, edging more of his cock inside of her mouth. Sara put her hands around his hips and held onto his tight butt. She was actively trying to take more and more of him in. But I doubted that she was going to succeed in taking a lot of him before she started to gag, he was absurdly large after all.
But before she could reach her limit, Logan began to withdraw his cock. When the head popped out of her mouth again, a string of her saliva stretched thin from it to her tongue, and then snapped. Logan leaned down to her and whispered something to her, making her giggle. Then they both looked at me and Sara gave me a “come hither” hand gesture. I slowly got up and walked over to her. When I stood alongside her, she reached out and grabbed my collar and pulled me to her and gave me a deep french kiss. I couldn’t help but respond and I kissed her back.
“I love you baby,” she whispered.
“I love you too,” I said.
She still held my collar with one hand while her other hand went back to Logan’s cock which she directed back to her mouth. She began to suck on him earnestly again and after a few seconds she withdrew and kissed me. A part of me was disgusted and wanted to pull away. But how could I pull away from a kiss from my lovely Sara? I kissed back. She sucked his cock again and kissed me again, and then again. And then she let me go and focused solely on Logan’s cock with her mouth while I slowly staggered back to the chair, dazed and hard.
Logan rested his cock on top of my wife’s pretty face, her blue eyes looking up at him and her pink lips smiling wide.
“You look so pretty with this black cock on your face, baby,” Logan said.
“I bet I do,” Sara purred.
He was right, she did. His cock outspanned her entire face. Logan took his cock and slapped her pretty face a few times with it. Sara seemed to love this. I saw her fingers go to her pussy as she began to pleasure herself. She stuck her tongue out so she could taste his cock each time he slapped her with it.
“You ready to feel this cock inside of you?” Logan asked.
“Are you sure it can fit in, daddy?” Sara asked, her brows furrowed in worry.
Logan chuckled.
“I’m sure,” he said. “Come on, lay back baby.”
“Be gentle,” she whispered.
She lay back on the bed and spread her legs seductively, and Logan pulled her by her thighs to the edge of the bed, where he kneeled so her pussy was mere inches from his face. He took a deep breath, smelling her pussy, before burying his face in it, rubbing his face all over her pussy, making his face glisten with her juices which were flowing copiously from her sex.
“You smell so tasty, girl,” Logan said. “You’re a lucky man, Olly.”
He leaned in again and kissed her pussy. And he held one of her pussy lips in between his lips and pulled on it, then did the same with the other. Sara put her hands on his head and pulled his face against her crotch harder. Logan began to lick her pussy in earnest now and this had to be giving Sara quite a significant amount of pleasure because she began to moan loudly, which was a new thing for me to witness because she never was that vocal with me.
Sara moved her hands to her breasts and began to touch her nipples and squeeze them while Logan continued to work her pussy with his mouth. He was licking her clit now, and the only sounds in the room were her moans, the wet sounds of his tongue pleasuring her, and our combined heavy breathing.
Logan decided to switch it up and so he pushed a finger inside of her and slowly began to thrust it in and out while licking her clit. Sara’s moans immediately intensified, the effect Logan’s finger and tongue was having on her was palpable. He increased the pace of the fingering slowly, and kissed Sara’s thighs. He moved his mouth to her butthole and began to lick it while pushing another finger inside of my wife and fingering her harder.
“Oh, oh, oh..” was all Sara was saying to the tune of Logan’s fingering, gasping and moaning.
Logan began to finger her even faster, her juices flying off his fingers in all directions now, the sounds of her wet pussy filling the entire room along with her moans and gasps.
“I’m cumming...oh God..” Sara moaned.
Logan didn’t relent, and Sara began to squeal in pure pleasure. Louder and louder she went...until...Logan withdrew his fingers and his mouth from her.
“Do you want this cock in you?” Logan asked her.
“Fuck me. Please fuck me with that big black cock!” Sara moaned, her eyes glazed over with pure lust bubbling away.
Logan got onto the bed and kneeled in between her legs. He held his cock and positioned it at her entrance and pushed it against her pussy slightly. Sara moaned unashamedly.
“Push it in! I want to feel it inside of my pussy,” she moaned.
Logan held her calves with one hand each and pushed his cock further against her pussy.
“Babe...are you sure about this? Shouldn’t he be wearing a condom? Are you on birth control at least?” I asked.
“SHUT UP,” she screamed at me.
I didn’t speak a word after that.
Logan was slowly pushing his cock inch by inch inside of my lovely wife.
“Fuck you’re tight. It’s like you’ve never been fucked before. What, your husband is smaller than me?”
“YES! Yes he is!” Sara screamed, as Logan bottomed out inside of her with one final thrust.
Then he began to fuck her properly. Slowly, he drew his cock out again, the shaft glistening with the juices of my wife’s sex. The effect that the friction between his cock and my wife’s vagina was producing was plenty visible in my wife’s reaction. She twitched and shivered as he slowly began to push his cock again, stretching her wide, letting her pussy get accustomed to the dimensions of his abnormally mammoth member. He buried his long and thick shaft inside of her fully again and stayed like that for a while, as he began to kiss my Sara and she began to kiss him back. She wrapped her legs around his hips and her arms around his chest. He was laying on top of her now, and I could see where he was penetrating my wife, and her pussy stretched tight around his girth.
“It’s so deep...so deep…,” Sara moaned.
While their lustful kiss continued I saw Logan begin to pick up the pace, and he began to thrust in and out of her, his dark butt rising and falling steadily, quicker and quicker.
Sara’s moans came in time with the thrusts. I’d never heard her like this. Had she been missing out on all this with me, her husband? Logan’s cock was going so deep inside of her. He definitely had to be hitting spots inside of her that I couldn’t ever have dreamed to reach with my own cock.
He was beginning to fall into a proper rhythm now, the sounds of their flesh slapping together becoming louder and louder and coming quicker and quicker. Sara was clinging on pretty hard to Logan’s strong body.
I had left my own cock unattended, and it was pointing straight up at the ceiling, rock hard. If I was to touch it I would cum immediately, and I was holding off for the opportune moment to appear.
It wasn’t to arrive any time soon though. Logan seemed to be a fucking machine, pumping into my wife like a piston engine. Sara’s screams were rising in pitch and intensity and I could tell that she was about to cum pretty soon. Her hands and legs clutched his body tighter.
But Logan didn’t allow her that just yet. He made her turn over onto her back and pulled her ass up in the air, and she cooperated gladly. He pushed his cock inside of her once more and began pumping away once again, making her entire body quake and her breasts bounce under her. He slapped her ass, leaving a bright red mark on her butt cheek which slowly faded away.
There was no way I could touch myself still, without immediately reaching orgasm. I tried my hardest to cool down and time myself to their lovemaking. Logan was fucking Sara with an intensity that I could never even have imagined myself, and she was continuously moaning wantonly.
After a few minutes of this high intensity fucking Logan decided to change positions again, sitting up resting with his back to the headboard while Sara climbed into his life and slowly impaled herself on his cock and began bouncing. I now had a clear view of her sweet, round butt bouncing on his cock. It was beautiful. Logan leaned down to her breast and began sucking on her nipple. She was moaning loudly again.
“You want this cum, baby?” Logan said to Sara.
“FUCK YES, YES! GIVE ME THAT HOT CUM DADDY!” Sara screamed.
I had to squeeze my muscles to not cum at her slutty announcement.
“Here it comes baby, here it comes!” Logan groaned.
Logan stood up on the bed while Sara kneeled in front of him, looking up at him with her innocent blue eyes, her mouth wide open, sticking her tongue out. Logan stroked his cock fast, his fingers a blur, and then he stroked his cock one final time, pulling his foreskin back fully and groaning as his body tensed up.
Thick, milky white cum spewed out of his massive cock and landed square in my wife’s face, covering her nose and cheeks. More squirted onto her outstretched tongue, her chin and her forehead. He came more than I could ever dream of at one time, and he pretty much covered her entire face in thick milky cum. It began to drip down her chin and onto her breasts.
Sara wasn’t fazed. As the spurts died down, she immediately started stroking his cock to squeeze out the remaining bits and took his cock into her mouth and sucked him dry, and cleaned his cock up.
She then looked at me with her face covered in cum and called me over. I walked over again and she lay back on the bed and spread her legs. I got in between her thighs and she pulled my face into her pussy. I immediately started licking her pussy like a starving dog, licking up her soaking wet pussy. She’d never tasted as delicious as she did now. I fingered her to orgasm, and for the first time in our marital life I saw her squirt. She covered my face with her juices, and I brought a towel from the bathroom and wiped her face first and then my own.
That wasn’t the end of the night though.
Logan found the strength to fuck her until he came three more times that night. He used the jelly we’d bought from him the previous night to take my wife’s anal cherry, he fucked her in every position I knew of and more, and came deep inside her, on her breasts and inside her mouth. They fell asleep in each other’s arms and I had to sleep on the couch in front of the TV.
He was gone when we woke up, we’d woken up pretty late. Our flight was in the afternoon so the rest of the morning was spent in the preparation to leave and repacking. We didn’t talk about what had happened the last night. I did notice that Sara had a bounce in her step, a glow to her face and a slight satisfied smile all throughout the day.
I kept repeating what I’d seen in the night over and over again. I could scarcely come to believe it and I knew I would never be able to forget. All I knew for sure that this wasn’t the end of this. This was just the beginning.
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I looked at my watch again. It was 5:30 now. The sun was low on the horizon and the visors weren't very effective anymore, making me squint. My wife should've been out already, half an hour ago. I'd called her three times and she hadn't picked her phone up. I decided to go into the school and seek her out. I got out of the car and walked out of the parking lot, across the green lawn and into the reception.
"Hey, Rita. I was supposed to pick Claire up at 5:00 and she hasn't come out. Do you know where she is?"
"Um...at this time we only have extra classes or remedials, rest of the building's empty more or less. You sure she isn't taking one?"
"I don't remember her telling me," I replied.
"Well, if she's here she'll be on the third floor, you could go check," Rita said, smiling at me.
"Alright, thanks a lot," I said.
Third floor turned out to be empty entirely at first, it seemed. I kept walking further down the hall only to peek into one empty classroom after another. Suddenly I heard the faint voice of Claire, coming from the class at the end. I quietly walked over to the door and peeked into it through the glass on the door.
Claire looked gorgeous as ever. The way she'd tied her hair was hot to me. A mixture of something professional mixed with something that just elicited excitement from me. She was wearing a fairly tight dress with a dark skirt that ended right above her knees, and the sleeves of her shirt were rolled up like she always did when she worked long hours. Her cross necklace hung at the top of her chest.
I don't know how she did it. It was a fairly prim and proper dress and yet there was something about her that made the entire thing sexy. I don't think she realized. Claire was raised in a pretty strict, religious family. Republicans for generations. I don't think she's ever worn a pair of jeans. Just skirts for her, knee length or longer, all her life. I don't know if I'd want to have her as a teacher if I studied here. On one hand she was attractive without really realizing it. On the other hand she was probably a strict taskmaster, just like her parents had been with her.
She was talking to a pretty tall and muscular black teen sitting in the front row. He was the only other person in the class.
"Turner, did you understand that?" Claire asked him.
"Yeah, of course," answered the teen.
"What's isomerization, then?"
"Uh..."
His face was blank, it was obvious that he hadn't been paying attention. Claire sighed.
"Look," said Turner with some agitation apparent in his voice. "I don't have to know all this. Why can't you be like the other teachers and just give me the passing grade? I'm never going to have to use this in my life, the entire school knows I'm going to get picked by a football team. And I can't afford to fail in chemistry of all subjects."
"I don't care what the other teachers do. I'm not going to give you a passing grade until you actually have that level of knowledge inside you. This is important, even though it's clear that you don't think so."
Claire's tone was pretty stern. Kind of exciting me, I'm not going to lie. So this was an extra class then. I sure didn't remember her telling me. I took my phone out of my pocket and checked my texts. Nothing except for a text from my network provider from this morning. I opened it to see that my data had ended. God damn it. Claire probably did message me but I couldn't receive it!
So it was a matter of waiting twenty minutes more. Sure, I could do that. I decided to just wait there and see her teach. Give her a surprise at the end and all.
"Please Claire, is there any way I could change your mind?" asked Turner.
"Don't call me Claire, Turner. It's Mrs. Jameson for you. And no. The only reason this extra class is taking place right now is because Coach Hugh convinced me. That was as much of an extension from me as you're getting."
Turner stood up. He broke out into a smile.
"Is something wrong, Turner?" Claire asked, raising her eyebrow at him.
"You know what, I think there is a way that I can change your mind."
Turner got out of his desk and walked towards Claire, who was holding her ground firmly, looking stern. She was at least a foot and a half shorter than him but I knew she wasn't going to be fazed.
I continued on watching with interest. What was this guy up to? It was going to be fun to see him get put in his place by my wife.
"What exactly do you think you're doing?" Claire said, trying hard to keep her composure ironed out.
Turned stepped up to her. They were inches apart, him looking down at her and her looking up at him.
"Go back to your desk, Mister Turner."
"I don’t think I will," he replied.
I watched in complete shock as Turner wrapped his arms around Claire in one smooth motion, pulling her against him tightly and restricting her arms.
"What the...what are you doing?"
"Changing your mind, Claire," Turner said.
He grabbed her wrists with one hand, freeing the other which then began to greedily get a good feel of my wife's soft, round butt in the skirt. My jaw was hanging open. I should've immediately intervened. But something made me stop. Was it Claire's body language? She didn't seem to be trying her hardest at getting away from him. Was it the sight of this guy's dark, strong hands grope my pale wife?
"I've seen the way you look at me, Claire. You want me, don't you?"
"Let me go and I'll forget this happened, Turner. This is your last chance."
Turner began groping her breasts, getting a good feel of them. I saw Claire bite her lip. Was she getting exciting from all of this? Why wasn't she fighting him off? Or screaming for help? Her nipples began to get hard and poke out of her shirt.
"You can't do this, you're a student and I'm a teacher!" Clare said.
"I'm eighteen, Claire. It's alright," Turner said. "And even though I'm a student, it's this that you need."
He released one of my wife's hands and immediately made her palm the bulge that had formed in his jeans. I saw Claire's eyes go wide.
"Wha-…what is that?!"
"You know what it is," Turner said, and he clamped his mouth down on top of my wife's.
I saw her resist. At first.
Everything that I knew about Claire told me that she would throw him off and punch him right in the face. But instead she chose to do...nothing. She stood there, against the body of this tall black teen as he kissed her, her hand still at his bulge, holding it.
Turner let go of her hand but she still held his bulge, all the while he kissed her. And then I saw her kiss him back! She was definitely beginning to respond. Her hand at his bulge was beginning to grope it and feel it up.
He broke the kiss and began to kiss her neck as he squeezed and pressed on her breasts.
"This isn't right, we've got to stop," said Claire, really not doing much to make it stop.
"We're not stopping till I've changed your mind, Miss Jameson."
Turner let go of her breasts to unzip himself, and he fished out what had to be the biggest cock I had ever seen on a guy. My wife had her eyes shut right then and she didn't see the monstrosity that she was about to touch. Turner led her hand back to it and as her fingers touched it and felt its enormous girth her eyes shot open and whipped down to look at what she was touching.
"Oh my God," she exclaimed. "What is that?!"
"It's what you've been needing all this time," Turner said to her, his voice dripping with arrogance and cockiness.
To my horror Claire seemed to be voluntarily touching his cock now! She seemed to be absolutely fascinated with it. She tried to close her white little hand around its girth but it was simply too big for that. She slowly began to stroke it, all the while her mouth hung open while she stared at it. It was getting harder and harder, and the tip was poking her tummy. It had to be nine or ten inches long. I couldn't believe someone could be hung like this.
"Bet you've never had anything like this before, have you?" Turner asked her.
Claire slowly shook her head.
"Is your husband this big?"
Claire shook her side again.
"Is he even half as big?"
"No," she answered.
Turner laughed cruelly.
"Thought so," he remarked. "You desperately need this big black cock, teach. You're just like all the other white girls in this school."
Turner wrapped his hands around her and pulled her in for a kiss again, his cock getting sandwiched between his stomach and her abdomen. The tip extended so far that it touched the bottom of her breasts. I could see that my wife was responding readily to the young man's kiss now. I was at a loss for what to do. My wife was cheating on me right in front of me. And yet I didn't move. Indecision ate me up like acid inside of me.
"Time for you to get a close up," he said smugly.
Turner put his hands on her shoulders and put pressure on her shoulders. Claire slowly sunk to her knees. Was this it then? Had she given up all pretense of resisting the advances of this young black man? Her student?
His massive cock grazed across her face as she went down on her knees. Her eyes were laser focused on it, and she held it with both of her hands.
"Come on, open up," Turner commanded.
Claire didn't resist. She looked into his eyes and opened her little mouth. Turner held his cock and laid the tip of it on her wet, waiting tongue. Like many times in the past few minutes, I was stunned yet again. Claire wasn't someone who gave oral. She just didn't. She never did with me, and I've been with her since college! She said she didn't like the taste or the smell or anything about it, and she found the whole thing utterly revolting.
She had been raised proper Catholic, and the only sexual act she partook in was the plain old missionary. I'd always thought that I was lucky that she wasn't one of those religious people who thought that sex should only be committed for the holy act of procreation.
I was finding out some really shocking things about my wife. I guess it is true, you can't ever really know what's inside a woman, as a man.
"I know you like the taste. Come on, suck it," Turner said firmly.
And Claire closed her mouth around the head of his enormous cock, sealing her lips around his rod. I could see that she was using her tongue to lick it up inside her mouth, from the movement of her jaw.
"I know you can take it deeper," said Turner as he held her head and slowly pushed his cock inside of her mouth.
She opened her mouth wide and let him pushed in, and I watched in pure amazement as his inches disappeared down her mouth. He had to be in her throat by now. She had three fourths of his humongous cock inside of her! I could see fear and excitement in her eyes as she could right up at him. He tried to push more of his cock in but she held his hips and signaled that she was about to gag.
"You're better than most of the girls at this school, Miss Jameson. I always knew you would be."
This time it was Claire who acted without any invitation from Turner, and she stuck her tongue out and licked his veiny black cock from his balls to the tip. I was completely erect inside my pants. I took a quick look around the hallway and took my own cock out and began to stroke it, watching my wife worship the mammoth cock of her student.
He held his cock up and offered his balls to her and she didn't wait a second before starting to suck on them one by one, nuzzling his ball sack and licking it. Turner rubbed her face with his cock shaft all over.
"You look really pretty with my black cock over your white face," he said.
Claire was starting to get into it. She was sucking on his cock with a spark of intensifying passion that I'd never really witnessed inside of her before. Turner held her head in place and start to thrust in and out of her mouth, fucking her face.
"Oh yes, just like that Miss Jameson. Just like that."
Claire had her hands at his bottom, holding on while he took his pleasure from her mouth.
"That's so good. I'm going to cum!" Turner moaned.
"Mhmmm," was all Claire could say, looking up at him, her lips distended over the thick shaft of her student's cock.
"Oh God, here it comes," Turner said, groaning.
His body tensed up and I saw his cock pulsate as he began to cum inside of my pretty wife's mouth. He then pulled his cock out and began to squirt ropes of milky cum onto Claire's face; her cheeks and lips and forehead.
By the time he was done, Claire's face and mouth were covered in his thick cum. I'd never seen someone ejaculate like that even in porn. I could've barely managed a fifth of his volume and my cum wasn't anywhere close to this thick. Watching my pretty wife on her knees, covered in cock, I couldn't help but cum myself. I squirted my cum onto the door, trying to make as less noise as possible.
Turner made Claire stand up, and he pulled her skirt up and wiped the remaining cum off his cock on her pale thigh.
"Knew we could come to an understanding, Claire. This is the first time an extra class has really worked out for me." Turner said, smiling broadly at her.
He zipped up again and began gathering his books into his bag.
"Hope you'll continue our classes, Claire. It's been pretty good, I think," he said, starting to walk towards the door while Claire stood still at the table, her face covered in cum, unable to speak, still dazed and confused.
I immediately walked into the classroom opposite theirs and hid beside the door. I heard Turner walk out and leave, whistling merrily to himself. A few minutes later I heard Claire walk out and leave. I followed a minute later. I walked out of the school from another exit and pretended I'd gone to get a sandwich when I found Claire in the car.
She seemed to be pretty normal. She'd wiped the cum off her face and she looked just like herself on any other day.
"How was your day babe?" I asked her inquisitively.
"Just the usual."
I started the car up.
"No problem makers, I hope?" I said.
"Er...no, of course not. Well this one boy has been quite difficult. Today was my first extra class with him and I think we really made a connection."
"That's good. That's good," I replied.
"Can we hurry home baby?" She asked.
"Yeah sure. Any reason?"
"I really want to have sex. I need you to take me hard," she said, leaning over and giving me a passionate french kiss before I could react.
I kissed her back with equally fierce passion. We went home and she was on me the moment we set foot inside the house. She stripped and rode me right there on the couch, like a woman with her inner beast unleashed. We'd never had that level of excitement in our sex life. I wonder if she wondered why I didn't ask her what brought this on.
This time I was there deliberately early. I snuck in from one of the other entrances so that Rita wouldn't see me, and snuck up to the third floor.
I peered into the classroom. Claire was dressed differently today. She looked hot. She was wearing a yellow sundress that only came down to the middle of her thighs! The neck of the dress was pretty low and exposed a generous amount of her ample cleavage. I had rarely ever had the fortune of seeing her dress like this, and I had never thought she'd dress like this to work! Was all this to seduce Turner? Was she into him?!
They were already talking. Turner was standing, leaning on his desk while Claire was standing behind her desk.
"Don't tell me you didn't like what happened yesterday, Claire," Turner said.
"It doesn't matter if I liked it or not, okay? I'm a married woman and your teacher. We can't do anything like that ever again. You need to respect that boundary," Claire told him. "If anybody ever found out we'd both be shamed to death first, before our problems would even begin."
"That's not completely true, is it? It's mostly you who would get into trouble. The slutty teacher who couldn't resist her student and cheated on her husband."
Claire shamefully looked down at the floor.
Turner slowly walked towards her.
"Sit down at your desk, Turner," Claire said weakly.
Turner suddenly reached out to pull her to him again and began to fiercely kiss her. She passively let him while moaning softly.
I took my cock out and began to stroke it, watching their illicit kiss take place. I wondered what he was going to do to her? Would he settle for a blowjob today as well? Or would he take things forward? I found my answer soon enough as he turned her around roughly. He reached around and grabbed her breasts and began to squeeze and grope them while he grinded his bulge against her ass. He quickly took his massive cock out and lifted her dress so he could rub it against her ass directly.
He turned my Claire around so that she could use the desk for balance, and he bent her over. She didn't really try to resist, and passively let him do what he wanted. I could see an expression of eagerness and lust clearly on her pretty face.
"Spread your legs," Turner commanded.
Claire complied immediately and Turner pushed her dress up so she was completely exposed to him from waist down. She was wearing white panties, which Turner immediately grabbed and slid down her legs and off. He reached out and began to rub my wife's pussy.
"What's this, Miss Jameson? You're sopping wet. You love this, don't you?"
Claire didn't reply. Turner got down to his knees and began to kiss her thighs, planting little kisses all over them and licking them. He slowly made his way up and up and then buries his face into my face's pussy, licking it greedily.
Claire began to moan wildly, with reckless abandon. I quickly looked around instinctively to see if anyone was around as her lewd moans echoed through the empty classrooms in the third floor. Claire shut her mouth with her hand to try and prevent her lustful groans from exposing both of them. Turner took his time eating her out. I saw him penetrate her wet opening with his tongue and fucking her with it. He played with her clit, rubbing it with his tongue and sucking on it, and he sucked and pulled on her pussy lips.
"Time for you to take this black cock, baby," Turner said.
She spread her legs willingly for his rock hard cock. I saw her glance back over her shoulder as he pushed his cock up and down her pussy. Then he slowly split her pussy lips with his behemoth of a cock, spreading her tight pussy, stretching it out. Slowly he pushed his cock up her tunnel. Claire had never had any experience with any guy this size. I had been her only lover until this point and it took about two minutes for her pussy to adjust to Turner's cock so he could gradually thrust his way cock all the way in to the hilt.
"Oh Jesus...Oh God...," she moaned as she was stretched and impaled by the big black cock.
As every inch of his entered my wife one by one, she moaned. Claire had gone crazy with lust by the time Turner was fully inside of her. She was going wild, pushing back at him desperately, tossing around and twitching.
"Oh yes. Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Oh shit, that feels so fucking good!" she exclaimed.
I don't recall the last time I had ever heard my sweet Christian wife swear, let alone swear like this. And I had never ever seen her half as turned on as she was right now. Turner began to slowly thrust. He was slowly beginning to build pace, and every time he thrust hard into my pussy, I saw that her toes would be lifted off the ground an inch.
"Yes, yes! Oh God...yes!" she chanted. "Oh, fuck, Yes, I'm cumming! Don't stop, Turner. Fuck me harder."
Hearing his gorgeous, demure teacher use this sort of language with him was probably too much for Turner as well. He orgasmed at the same time as Claire.
"Oh god!" Turner groaned as he began to cum right inside of my wife, without a condom.
I sure hoped Claire would take a morning after pill later. Because of her religious family, she'd never believed in taking birth control. She twitched and shivered and moaned wildly in pure, unadulterated ecstasy as her orgasm washed over her in waves of delightful sensation. Turner came for what seemed like an eternity, and I could guess the enormous volume he must have produced because his cum began to seep down my wife's thighs after it leaked from her pussy even as he was fully inside of her. Breathing heavily, he stayed like that, leaning forwards to rest on Claire. Both of them tried hard to catch their breaths.
Watching this pushed me over the edge to and I stained the door with my cum for the second time. I looked at my phone. Half an hour was still left for the extra class to get over. I stayed to see what they would do.
They went at it for a second round. Turner lay down on the table this time and I had the joy of watching my wife ride his huge black cock like a shameless, wanton slut. They fucked like intimate lovers on their wedding nights, and I stood there and stroked my cock, feeling nothing else but pure jealousy and eroticism.
She was quiet during the ride home that day, and didn’t say much to me. She was probably repeating the same scenes over and over in her head that I was. I wanted to have her desperately. When we lay in bed that night I tried to get something going by caressing her breasts but she complained that she was too tired from school and the extra class.
I didn't relent and spread her legs and lay down between her sweet thighs, and began pleasuring her with my tongue. She liked this, and held my head as she lay back and thrust her pussy into my face. It was the first time I'd tasted her, and I wondered how much of it was Turner. She came soon, and I lapped up all her juices as she fell asleep. I jerked off lying beside her, replaying what I had scene again and again.
Their "extra classes" were scheduled for a week and every day I spied on them. Afterwards Claire told me that she had set up private lessons for Turner at his home. I couldn't see them anymore, so I used to stay in the car and jack off, wondering what they were doing up in his room. Claire didn't get pregnant, so that's something she accounted for somehow.
This is a new chapter in our lives and our marriage, and I'll let you know when things change.
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Steve

"Hey babe?" I called to Allison.

"Yeah?" She enquired from the kitchen.

"Noah is going to come over tomorrow."

She walked over and looked at me. Her hair was tied in a bun and she wore a blue apron that gave her a look of unfettered cuteness bolstering her drop dead gorgeous looks.

"You're not serious, are you? You know I don't like that guy," she said, frowning at me.

"He's a great friend of mine, come on. I couldn't have said no."

Allison had met Noah just once, and it was safe to say that he hadn't left a good impression of himself upon my wife. Noah was one of those aggressive personalities, to be honest. Exuberant, cocky and a complete ladies' man. I knew him back in New York. He was a stand-up comic, a pretty good one at that; his career seemed to be on the up and up. He and Allison met when I'd gone to New York for a work meeting and taken her along. Noah had, of course, put on the usual flirtatious charm for my wife but she was having none of it, and I was definitely proud of her for it.

Allison was 25, and brought up strictly Christian and conservative here in Indiana. Everything about her was in stark contrast of the six foot four black New Yorker that was Noah. So I wasn't surprised very much when they didn't get along well.

"And also..." I began, my voice reeking of guilt.

"Also...what?" Allison raised an eyebrow.

God she looked sexy like that.

"He's gonna stay over for a couple of days?" I quickly said.

"Ugh, you can't be serious!"

"I'm sorry babe, it's just a matter of two days. I can't have him stay over at a hotel, what would he think of me as his friend?" I said, trying to conjure some sympathy for my cause in my lovely wife.

"Alright. But you better keep him in check," she warned me finally, before going back into the kitchen.

Noah was a part of a phase of my life that was now definitely past. He was my roommate before I moved here, and I remembered how wild our life was. I was working as a freelancer and he was trying to get his stand-up career kickstarted, and we both were doing just well enough to live a life of borderline hedonism. Drinks, women, weed, repeat. And then a few years ago I decided that it was time for a change. I began to look for jobs, and one job found me. I packed up, said my goodbyes and moved to Indiana.

When Allison became a big part of it, my life bore no semblance to what it had been like in New York. There were now three copies of The Bible in my house. Three. And all of them in a different size each. Every Sunday instead of waking up at 1 pm I had to be up at seven and at Church by eight. Allison made sure of it. She was a gorgeous, loving woman; petite, curvaceous and with a butt that made heads turn behind her every time, much to her ignorance, and beautiful, ample breasts hidden beneath clothes that robbed men everywhere of something divine. She was very proper. She didn't let me have her until marriage, and sex hasn't been much wilder this of marriage either. But I'd had my fun enough back in New York, and there was nothing wrong with this routine.

The next day was a Saturday, and Noah arrived at two in the afternoon. I became aware of this when a black Chevrolet Camaro loudly pulled into the driveway and parked. I walked out, and he stepped out of the car.

"There he is," Noah said. "How's my Indiana lion doing?"

He hugged me, a bit too tightly for my comfort. But then he'd always been much stronger than me. Even now he looked great. His shirt was stretched tight across his muscles, his sleeves taut over those bulging biceps.

"You look bloody great, man. God damn," I said.

"Yeah, just been hitting the gym up and down. Decided to take a lesson from you and ease down on the fast life, you know? So now it's comedy at night and rest and exercise during the day for me. No more binge drinking and partying."

"That sounds great. Knew I could set an example for you," I said, winking. "Come on, this way."

Noah took his bags off the passenger seat and followed me into the house. He whistled.

"Great place you've got here. Enjoying suburbia to its fullest, I see."

Just then Allison came down the stairs, dressed in a green sundress that came down to her knees.

"And here's Mrs. Archer!" Noah said, rushing up to her and giving her a big hug.

Noah's strong arms enveloped my wife and she gave me a look that was part discomfort and part irritation, all the while trying to be polite to my friend.

"Hey Noah, good to see you again," Allison said through gritted teeth.

"And you, Allison. Still as hot as ever, I see. I'll never know how Steve her netted you," Noah said, slapping me on the back.

I led Noah to his room so he could have some rest after the drive, and I didn't see him until the evening. After dinner, where I did notice that he was eyeing Allison quite a lot, we sat down to have a round of drinks by the pool. We were both feeling it quite a bit. I had a collection of fine whiskeys and I didn't hesitate much to show them off.

"Listen, I gotta go to bed now," I said to Noah after looking at my watch. "Church tomorrow morning."

Noah almost spat his drink out.

"CHURCH?!"

I laughed. "Yeah! For real."

"God damn man, I never thought I'd see you this settled. Is your wife some kind of Jesus freak or something?"

"Allison's just religious. She was raised in a pretty conservative family."

"She's gorgeous, man. You're one lucky guy. And a conservative raised gal too. The sex must be mind-blowing! The conservative ones are the wildest. All that repression adds up, you know. Am I right?" He raised an eyebrow at me.

"Well..." I began, "Allison isn't like that. In bed we're fine, nothing extraordinary."

"You're doing something wrong then. She's got all the ingredients of a freak. Just needs a key," said Noah.

The implication irritated me. And the drink in me had loosened my tongue way too much.

"I suppose you have the key then?" I said indignantly.

"Oh you bet I do Steve," he said, winking at me.

"No way. Sorry to tell you this but she isn't a very big fan of you, you know? You didn't leave the best first impression on her back in New York."

"To hell with that, none of that matters. I bet I could make her scream."

"Oh fuck right off man. I'm not betting on something like that."

"Don't trust your wife with me?" Noah said, chuckling.

Something about the arrogance in his wife really set me off. No fucking way Allison was going to have anything to do with Noah. She would be faithful to me no matter what, I just knew it. What could he have to make her do anything like that?

"Fine. You have a bet. What's the prize?"

"Uh, how about my car? If I lose you can have my car."

"And if you win?" I asked.

"Well I'll get your wife so there isn't a bigger prize, is there?"

"How do you plan to pull this off?" I asked out of curiosity.

"I just need you to leave the house and come back when I tell you, alright?"

I nodded.

When I slept that night that's all I could think about. In bed I turned to look at the angelic face of my sleeping wife. An image of Noah kissing her flashed across my mind. His large hands on her breasts...on her ass...their tongues dancing together as they kissed. And I found myself get incredibly turned on. What the hell was happening?
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Allison

I woke up and lay on the bed, eyes closed, still trying to squeeze every drop of sleep I could out of me. It would be time for church soon. After it became abundantly clear that sleep had left the building for sure, I turned to wake up Steve. Except Steve wasn't there! I looked at the door to the bathroom. Dark. He wasn't in there either. Maybe he'd gone downstairs to make breakfast. I put my robe on and walked downstairs. The kitchen was empty. So was the rest of the house. Steve was nowhere to be seen.

Before I called him on his phone, I just thought I'd check if Noah was gone as well. That would explain it, maybe the two had gone out to get breakfast somewhere, or something. Who knows. I walked up to Noah's room and gently twisted the knob on the door. I opened it a bit and peeked inside. And my eyes went wide.

Noah lay on the bed completely naked. He was large, so much bigger than my husband, and muscular like sin itself. And....what the hell was that between his thighs? Surely that wasn't...a penis? Why, it had to be as big as my forearm! And black as the night, angry veins running up all along its shaft. I should've shut the door immediately and walked away. Every bit of my upbringing inside me was screaming at me too. Yet I stood there and gawked at the black monster that was pointing right up at the ceiling from in between Noah's thighs. What kind of woman was I? Had I no morals?! And yet, it was incredible. Steve had told me his length was impressive among men. Noah had to be at least double his size! And so much thicker! Jesus, Mary and Joseph. Finally, I willed myself to shut the door. I now became aware of a strong sensation between my own thighs. A very pleasant and urgent one. I admonished myself for having these urges, and quickly walked back to my room.

"Where are you?!" I said as soon as Steve picked up his phone.

"Sorry babe, I had to leave really early. Emergency at work. I'm trying to work as fast as I can but I don't know how long it will take."

I sighed.

"Just try to come home as quickly as possible okay?"

"Is Noah up yet?" He asked, his voice wavering slightly for some reason.

"N-No...not yet," I stammered out myself.

"Okay. Take care of him, I'll see you soon babe, gotta go. Bye! I love you."

"I love you too," I said, and the call was cut.

The image of my husband's black friend felt like it was imprinted in my mind. I tried to focus on brushing, taking a shower, getting ready for Church, and all the while I felt a growing warmth in between my soft thighs, as the picture flashed across my eyes again and again. Why was I fixated like this? My soft, pink nipples were hardening. I felt the urge to touch myself...in between my legs. This wasn't who I was. What the hell was happening? The hard muscles glistening under the sunlight, the wide, big strong arms, the tight stomach, and that...that huge penis. No, that wasn't a penis. A penis was what my husband had. This was a...a cock. Yes...

The tingling between my legs carried on and got stronger as I got ready for Church. Today I felt the strong urge to look sexy. I don't know why. And I did my make up in a way I never do, and I wore a nice little dress that made me feel gorgeous. I looked in the mirror. I did look hot. Just then I felt my stomach growling and so I picked up my purse and walked down to the kitchen.

I was making myself a sandwich when I heard Noah's steps, descending down the stairs. I was determined to completely ignore him unless he spoke to me. After the reaction my body had just had for the past half hour, I doubted that I could look him in the eye and talk normally. I needed to make this sandwich and go to Church.

"Good morning, Allison!" Said Noah.

"Morning," I said dryly, my eyes steadfast on the partially completed sandwich.

Noah dragged a chair out and took a seat at the dining table. I looked at his reflection in the kettle by the sink. He was wearing a shirt and some loose pajamas, and he was staring right at my butt. As I looked on he began to scan my legs up and down.

"You look gorgeous," he said. "I hope you don't take offense but, you look very sexy. Steve's lucky to have a woman like you. Maybe I'll be lucky enough myself, someday."

I felt a twitch between my thighs and I slightly shivered. I don't know if he noticed. I didn't know how to react. Get angry? Ignore him? I decided to just play along.

"Th- thank you, Noah.." I said, glancing back at him and smiling.

"Say, Allison, do you guys keep any nuts in the house? Groundnut or Hazelnut or anything? I need them for breakfast before I have anything else," said Noah.

"Y-yeah...sure...right there," I stammered out, pointing to the upper cabinet right to my left.

I heard Noah stand up and approach me. He stood behind me and reached out to the cabinet over my shoulder. As his hand made contact with the handle, I felt him press up against my butt. I gasped before I could stop myself and bit my tongue. His cock...his massive cock was pressed up against my butt. It felt to me like time had slowed down. I shut my eyes and focused on the feeling. I could feel its warmth through the thin layers of my dress and my panties.

"Wait, it's pretty far in," he said, and he reached further out and as a result, pressed up against me even harder. His massive cock was now nestled in between my butt cheeks, and I could feel...oh my god, it was getting harder.

This was on purpose! It had to be. My husband's friend had his thick, big black cock pressed up against my butt. And the worst part of it was...I was liking it. I could feel that my sex was dripping, it was soaking my panties. And almost as if my body was reaction without me having any control over it...I felt myself squeezing my butt, pressing Noah's cock between my cheeks. Dear God, what devil had entered me?!

My father had always warned me of black men. And here I was, standing in the kitchen in my empty house while my husband's away at work, squeezing his friend's massive big black cock with my butt. He'd be so ashamed of me if he was looking down on me. But...but this felt so good. I'd never felt something this...this intense with Steve. It felt like a drug.

In the time that a thousand thoughts raced through my mind and my body was set ablaze, Noah grabbed the chair and pulled away, and sat back down on the dining table...as if nothing had happened. I stood there, my hands shaking, dazed, hot and confused. What had just happened? Somehow I tried to regain my composure. Somehow I finished the dang sandwich. Somehow I made a cup of coffee and sat down on the table, as far away from Noah as possible.

As I walked to the chair and passed him, my eyes glanced Noah's crotch while he ate the nuts, and I noticed the massive tent that had formed there. This had just affected him as much as it had affected me. My sex had soaked my panties. I'd need to change before I left. I slowly ate the sandwich and drank my coffee, trying my best to act as if Noah didn't exist.

"Off to Church?" He spoke as I stood up again.

I just nodded, picking up the plate and cup and keeping them in the sink.

I went upstairs and into the bedroom and when I dragged my panties down I felt pangs of electricity run from my sex throughout my body. I had never needed to bring myself off as much as I did right then. I would have if I didn't have to be at Church in ten minutes. This was supposed to be the day of the lord, and here I was acting as unchristian as possible. I don't even know how I was going to confess for all of this.

I couldn't focus on Church at all, forgive me Jesus. I said the prayers and I sang the songs, and all that filled my mind was the feeling of Noah's cock on my butt. All I could think of was the length and the girth of the beautiful dark snake that I'd looked upon that very morning. Even the new pair of panties were soaked now, and I was desperately hoping that my juices didn't wet my dress as well.

I drove home after Church and sat in the car as the garage door slowly descended behind me, slowly plunging me into darkness. I sat and tried to build up my determination.

'Nothing of the sort will happen again. I'm a good, loyal wife. I will not betray the values I was raised with. What happened before was just an accident.'

And I walked into the house. I was walking towards the stairs when I heard some noises from the living room. I walked towards it to investigate and the noises quickly resolved themselves into the distinct moans and groans of a woman in a porn video. I rounded the corner and sure enough, on our big screen, was a woman with her arms and legged wrapped around a large black man, kissing him in between loud moans as he fucked her relentlessly.

In front of the TV sat Noah on the couch. Butt naked. Stroking his massive member. It looked even bigger than it had this morning when I'd spied on him. This was inexcusable! I couldn't let it go on. I had to say something.

"Ahem," I coughed.

I guess it wasn't loud enough over the noises from the TV for Noah to hear me. Time to take a more stern approach.

"What the HECK do you think you're doing?!" I shouted at Noah.

He turned to look at me. He didn't even stop stroking his cock as he spoke.

"Sorry, Allison. I thought you'd be back a bit later. I woke up really horny so I thought I'd let off steam with some porn. Alright with you, isn't it?"

I tried my hardest to look at his face instead of his big, black cock.

"No! Of course it's not alright with me. You're in our home! This is completely inappropriate."

He smiled at me with arrogance that stunned me.

"What's inappropriate is," he said, "letting your husband's friend dry hump you in your kitchen during breakfast. Wouldn't you say? You definitely didn't have any problems with that."

"I-...uhm...that..."

I was caught off guard.

"You obviously have no problems looking at me like this, you sure had yourself a good look in the morning. Yeah, of course I saw you."

I looked away and felt myself blush furiously. He had caught me red handed. Noah stood up and began to walk to me.

"It's alright Allison. You've never seen a man other than your husband, a big black man especially. You're curious. I don't mind. You can look all you want."

By the time his sentence ended he was standing a foot away from me, looking down at me. His cock was just a few inches away from my belly, hovering in mid air, erect as a dark steel rod.

"No, I don't...I don't want to look," I said quietly. "I'm a loyal, married woman."

"Steve will never know. I promise you," he said.

Noah took my hand slowly, and placed it on the shaft of his massive cock. Almost out of instinct I put my fingers around it, or at least tried to. It was way too wide for me to grab it all the way around. I continued holding on to it, even as he pulled his own hand away.

"Doesn't that feel good?" He asked, his voice deep and calm and cool in my ears.

It did feel good. It felt amazing. It felt like nothing that holding Steve had ever felt like to me. His cock was hot, and I could feel it pulsate along with his heart beat. It was hard as an iron rod and yet his skin was silky and soft. Noah kissed my forehead as I held on to his cock, his unsure of what I was doing.

"I know you liked what happened in the kitchen. I felt it." Noah kissed my nose. "You want this black cock baby, and it's fine."

Noah held my chin up and leaned in and began to kiss me. It was a soft kiss on the lips that sent jolts of electricity down my spine. The second kiss was more intimate. I didn't realize when my pale hand began to travel up and down the veiny shaft of his massive cock. It had to be somewhere during the third kiss, when I let his tongue enter my mouth and kissed him back with a passion that I didn't know my body contained. I didn't know I could act this way.

My pussy was soaked again, more than ever. Noah put his arms around my waist and hugged me tightly as I stroked his cock and put my other arm around his neck and clung to him. After a minute of this Noah moved my hand to his neck and held on to my butt and lifted me off the ground. I wrapped my legs around his strong hips, and he carried me back to the couch while we both kissed each other passionately, like a teenage couple in love.

He sat down and I was in his lap, his monster under my crotch. I instinctively began to grind and slide my pussy against the shaft while our tongues danced together.

I broke away from the kiss and said, "No sex, okay? You're not going to penetrate me. I'm going to stay faithful."

"Okay. Deal. But it's time for you to see it up close," Noah whispered to me.

He scooted onto the edge of the cushion and spread his legs. I kneeled in between his powerful thighs, and was presented face to face with the beautiful black cock I'd been fixated on since the morning. I could barely think at this point. Allison was gone. In her place was a wild woman who needed just one thing: the beautiful cock in front of her. His musk reached my nose and unlocked something inside of me. I needed to worship this big black cock.

"Take that pretty dress off," Noah commanded.

I stood up and obeyed him, and threw my dress on the carpet, before taking my bra and panties off.

"You're a goddess," Noah said, scanning my body from head to toe as I blushed. "So fucking hot, I can't believe it."

I kneeled again. I leaned forward and let his cock touch my face. It felt good. Hard and soft at the same time and so, so warm. I moved my face down until his balls were rubbing my chin, my lips, my nose and my forehead. And I moved my face back up, letting his shaft trail across it. I had to taste him. I had to take him in me.

I slowly began to kiss his balls, and planting little kisses on his shaft. I stuck my tongue out and licked his balls one by one. So much bigger than Steve. I wondered how much cum I could get from these. My pussy was begging for attention down below and I slowly began to play with it. My own touches almost making me orgasm. I had never been in such a heightened state of pleasure before. I rarely orgasmed, and here I was, almost cumming at just a touch.

She began slowly kissing the base of his cock and taking long licks up his long shaft between stokes. Noah tasted amazing. Every cell in my body was telling me to bury his cock into my mouth. I licked his cock from his balls to the top and then opened my mouth and began to suck on the tip, like a lollipop.

"Oh yeah Allison. Just like that," Noah whispered, holding my head with his hand.

I began to take more and more of his cock into my mouth. I had never taken Steve into my mouth, and I'd never wanted to. But with Noah I felt the urge intensely to take him as deep into my mouth as I could, and I carried on doing just that. Inch after inch of his cock slid into my mouth. I had half of his mammoth cock down my mouth when I felt like I was going to gag and I stopped, and withdrew slowly, exposing his shaft which glistened with my saliva.

"How does my cock taste, baby?" Noah asked.

"So good. So so good," I replied earnestly.

I began to suck on it properly, moving my head rapidly up and down, fucking him with my mouth. The sensation of having my mouth filled like this was alien and yet it definitely felt good. Noah leaned forward and reached out to slap my ass. He slapped it. Hard. It hurt but didn't interrupt my sucking. I was determined.

"You're cock hungry, god damn. Steve doesn't have a big cock I guess, does he?" Noah asked, looking into my eyes.

I withdrew his cock from my mouth and replied, "No, not even close."

I rubbed his wet shaft all over my face before sucking on it some more. After a minute Noah pulled me up and onto his lap again and we began to kiss again as I grinded on his cock. Then Noah broke the kiss and begin to kiss, lick and suck on my breasts, turning me on even more. I somehow still held on to the will power to not just hold his cock and push my pussy down onto it and begin riding him wildly.

"Come on up, I want to taste you," Noah said to me.

I climbed up onto the sofa and he lifted me up so I could sit with my thighs on his shoulders and my pussy right in his face. I held onto his head to balance myself and he supported my ass with his hands. I felt like a little doll in the grip of this large, muscular hunk. He began to kiss my soaking wet pussy.

"You're drenched, Allison. I'm glad," Noah said, kissing my clit.

Noah snaked his tongue out and pushed it inside my pussy and began lapping my juices up, then he licked my clit and sucked on my labia. It was amazing. I didn't know oral could ever give me this much pleasure. He began to relentlessly attack my clit with his tongue and I felt myself get closer and closer to cumming.

"Oh God...oh yes!" I screamed out loud as I clenched my thighs around his head and barely held control of myself as my orgasm shattered me into a thousand pieces.

He gently lapped all my juices up from my pussy as I slowly tried to recollect myself and catch my breath. Then he slowly let me down back onto his lap and I fell forward on his chest, feeling his cock poke my butt, desperately begging for attention.

My mind was blank. All I felt was a dull pleasure that permeated every cell in my body. I felt myself slowly grind on the shaft of Noah's cock. I felt him hold his cock and line it up so his head to snuggled in between my pussy lips. I felt him gently push me down on it. None of it really registered until I felt the head of his cock pop inside of my tight little pussy. My eyes shot wide open. He was inside me!

And even now...after my determination to not cheat on my husband...I didn't stop Noah. I wanted him inside me. I realized I'd wanted him inside of me since I saw his cock this morning. And now it was happening. I wanted it more and more. I wanted all of his massive cock up my married pussy.

I pushed down on his cock. I leaned in and kissed him and his giant cock slowly stretched me out like I had never been stretched out before. It was like I was having sex for the very first time. He broke the kiss and began to suck on my nipples one after the another and I held his head to my breast and shut my eyes and tried my best to enjoy the electric sensations spreading out from my sex.

His cock went further and further, endlessly it felt to me.

"It's too big," I whispered, whimpering as my pussy stretched more and more.

"It's your first time tasting black, don't worry," Noah replied, kissing me reassuringly.

I felt his cock bottom out inside of me and I loudly moaned. This was the first time I'd been loud in my entire life. The neighbors probably heard the noises of my sexual ecstasy. But I didn't care. I'd never felt anything close to this entire experience. And now Noah's cock was buried to the hilt inside of me. I slowly pulled myself off until just the tip of his cock stayed inside of me, before I gently dropped again. And so the fucking began.

Noah was holding my hands and I had to balance as I drew myself up and down and squeezed his massive cock with my muscles. Whenever his cock went deep inside of me I was sent to an elevated level of pleasure. It was exhilarating, like some expensive drug that I definitely wanted more of. Why the hell did my father never want me to have this?

I was slowly beginning to lewdly bounce on his black cock, our flesh making sinful slapping noises as he gave me pleasure that I had never felt before. Noah slapped my ass again, the sting painful and pleasurable both at the same time.

I rode him for a few minutes and then my thighs began to burn, and I rested against Noah's chest, both of us beginning to sweat now. He pulled me to him and kissed me deeply.

"Time for me to do the work," he said to me.

He made me get on all fours on the couch and got behind me, penetrating me from behind slowly.

"You've got a pretty cute butt hole," Noah remarked.

He would've noticed the intense blush that came over my face if my face wasn't buried in the cushions. Noah quickly returned to the pace that we had established before, and quickly exceeded it. I began to squeal with the intense pleasure that I was receiving, in time with his thrusts. I could only wonder how the whole thing had to be sounding to the neighbors, or anyone passing close to the house! I felt my orgasm begin to build.

Noah was relentless. His hands held my ass cheeks and he thrust his cock as deep inside of me as it could go every time, and it was beautiful. Occasionally he spanked me, and that just jolted me towards my orgasm more. I reached up to my pussy and began to rub my clit while my pussy continued to be wildly penetrated by Noah. That was all that I could bear, and my clit being played with pushed me over the edge immediately.

I squealed loudly, my fists clenching the cushions and my entire body tensing up. Noah didn't ease up, and redoubled his efforts, torturing me intensely as waves of my orgasms washed over my body and were prolonged by Noah's thrusts. I began to scream. I wanted to tell Noah to stop and to never stop, both at the same time.

Finally he decided to show mercy, and withdrew slowly, letting my orgasm slowly subside and giving me a chance to catch my breath again.

"That was fucking amazing, oh my," I said in between labored breaths.

"Congratulations, that was your first black cock orgasm," he said, slapping my ass.

I smiled.

"Hopefully not my last?"

"Not your last today, for sure."

"Come on, it's time to taste your first dose of black cum as well," he said.

He made me get on my knees between his legs and began stroking his cock hard and fast while I sucked on his big, heavy balls. I nuzzled his shaft and licked it as his hands became a blur stroking himself.

"Give it to me," I whined.

And I was rewarded very soon.

The first squirt caught me off guard and covered my left eye. Noah grabbed my head and held it against my cock and began painting my face with his thick, milky semen. I opened my mouth and he pushed the head of his cock into my mouth to deposit the rest of the cum there. I swirled his man cream in my mouth and let it cover my tongue. It tasted delicious. Manly. It was the first time I'd ever tasted a man's cum. I wondered if Steve tasted the same.
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Steve
I'd been out all day now. My feet were restlessly tapping on the floor as I sipped on my coffee. Noah had texted me to leave right in the morning, before Allison had even woken up. And I still hadn't got the text to come back yet. He was probably having a tough time with her. I just hoped she hadn't thrown him out by now. I was really looking forward to owning a Camaro now.
My phone buzzed.
The text from Noah read, "You can come home now. Make sure to enter quietly, park your car a few doors down."
What the fuck. Why?! What the hell was going on? I found myself getting immediately excited. I got up, paid the bill and drove home fast. Parked the car in front of a neighbor's house just like Noah had asked, and began to walk home. I quietly slipped in. Everything seemed to be quiet. I peered into the living room. Nothing. Except...wait...was that Allison's dress?! On the carpet? I walked over to inspect it. A few feet beside it lay her bra...and her panties...
My heart sank and my cock rose. Had Noah won the bet? Had he taken my faithful, lovely wife? Was my wife's loyalty this fickle? I slowly walked up the stairs, my heart pounding in my chest. The silence was softly broken by...by my wife's moans of pleasure. I'd never made her moan like that but that was definitely Allison's voice. I walked to the bedroom, making sure not to make a single decibel of noise. The door was open by a couple of inches. I held my breath and peered in.
I was greeted with the sight of my wife's lithe body impaled on my friend's giant black cock. She was facing away from him, bouncing on the cock. She was covered in sweat and so was he. It was clear that they had been up to this since a long time.
What the hell was the correct way to react to this? Should I have burst in and tried to attack my much larger, stronger friend? Should I have presented my wife with my disdain for her cheating? I was the one who agreed to have my friend put up to this! This was my fault, wasn't it? What I did do was stand there, peering through the door. Allison was moaning like I'd never made her moan, and her face was contorted in an expression of utmost pleasure and delight. Noah's cock had clearly affected her in the same way it had affected all those women in all those years. And now my lovely wife was just another one of them. How could this happen?
Allison's moans increased and I heard Noah declare that he was about to cum. I took my own cock out and began to stroke it. I myself was really close to cumming, even though I'd masturbated three times in the car already, just thinking of what Noah could've been up to with my wife, all alone. Allison began to fuck him harder and harder and as his orgasm hit him, Noah tensed up and froze and Allison slammed herself down on his massive cock, letting him cum right inside of her.
Oh my god. My wife had just let another man cum inside of her. I could clearly see that Noah wasn't wearing a condom. And Allison rarely ever used birth control because of her family upbringing and Christian views! What the hell was she doing? Watching them conjoined like this was enough to push me over the edge and I came into my hand. I quickly wiped it on my shirt and walked downstairs quietly and walked back to my car.
As I sat in the car in the darkness I got another text from Noah.
"Like the show?"
And then another.
"I got the whole thing on video. Looks like I'm gonna be keeping my Camaro. And your wife."
A video attachment was sent right after that. I took my cock out and started playing the video. The video showed her coming home from Church to see him naked...them kissing...her blowing him...him eating her out...and then both of them fucking like rabbits. It was the most hurtful, humiliating, and hot thing I had ever seen. I had never known this side of Allison. I had never known she could act like this. I really really thought she would react differently to Noah's cock. I came twice watching that video. It was forty minutes long. The timestamp read that this had happened at ten. They had been at this for eight hours!
I continued masturbating in the car and waiting for Noah to tell me when to come home again. That text came an hour later. When I walked into the home, the clothes from the living room floor were gone and Allison was in the kitchen cooking, while humming merrily to herself.
"Hey babe," I said, walking behind her and giving her a hug.
She smelled of a fresh shower.
"Hi darling," she replied, kissing me on the lips.
"How was your day? Noah didn't annoy you too much, I hope?" I asked, carefully gauging her reaction.
She didn't miss a step.
"Noah was great. You know what I really might have misjudged him at first. He's a great guy!"
The rest of the evening carried on as if nothing had happened between the two, except the distant vibe between them had disappeared and it was as if they were two very old friends. I was lost in my own world the entire evening, replaying the events I had seen on video and through the door, again and again. A constant hard on.
When we got into bed I was immediately on Allison, grinding my erection against her.
She gently pushed me off.
"I'm sorry baby, I've just got a headache," she said. "You understand, don't you? We can do this tomorrow night, alright?"
"Okay," I mumbled and laid back down, broken and sad.
I woke up at two in the morning to see that I was alone in bed. I knew exactly where Allison was. I walked over to Noah's door, and quietly opened it an inch and peered through to see Allison lying down, sucking on my friend's big balls.
I never should've made that bet.
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White Wife Gets Bred By Her Hung Student
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"Are you certain about this?" I asked. I sure as hell wasn't.
"Yeah babe. He's got..." I saw her bite her lip subtly. "He's got great genes. And he's super smart as well."
"But he's a student. You could lose your job if someone found out."
"They won't. No one else except him and you and I need to know about it."
Let me fill you in.
Ashley is twenty-three years of age now and I'm twenty-eight. We've been married for four years. We both have parents who fell into the child trap way too early and couldn't properly raise their litter because they just didn't have resources. So when we married we talked about when we'd start a family.
Well, Ashley decided that now was the time. And thinking about it, I decided that wasn't wrong. We stood on solid financial ground. We had a good amount in savings. She had been working as the football coach's assistant for three years in the university now, and I'd been working as a software engineer for five years.
Ashley's a beautiful woman who turned heads wherever she went. I always knew that she was out of my league. She was petite and had bright blue eyes, perfect breasts and a butt that I knew gave wet dreams even to the most loyal-to-his-woman man. I wasn't too bad looking myself but I knew that she could've scored bigger fish than me pretty easily. She'd married me for the stability she'd never had in her childhood and teenage life.
Anyways, off came the condoms, and down the drain went the birth control pills. It was time to make a baby. We tried. We tried. And we tried some more, much to my pure delight. We tried for six months before Ashley decided we needed to seek out medical help. She had both of us checked out. Much to our disappointment, and as I'd partially suspected, it turned out that I was infertile. My sperm count was much too low to get my fertile wife pregnant.
I was heartbroken. During our years together, I'd heard many times from Ashley about what she'd do when we would have kids, how she'd raise them, how she'd play with them, what their names would be, and on and on. I'd dreamed together with her and to see her dreams crushed tore me apart inside. For a few days we carried on without talking about it, and I felt her disappointing in us, in me. And I felt guilty and ashamed for not being enough for my lovely wife. And I decided that things couldn't go on like this.
"What's wrong?" she asked, sitting beside me on the couch.
"We need to talk. Look, I hate seeing you like this. I've been looking things up and I've decided that just because I can't give you a baby doesn't mean that we don't get to have a family of our own. There's plenty of other ways to have kids, and we should try some."
"Oh, Harry," she said and hugged me, little drops of tears forming in her eyes. "I want to have a family with you baby."
"I love you too baby," I said as I hugged her back. "So, our first option is IVF. They'll extract eggs from you and use my sperm to fertilize it in a lab, then implant it inside you again."
"But babe, isn't that costly?" Asked Ashley.
"We can just about afford it," I replied. "We might have to dig into the savings a little bit."
Ashley shook her head. "No, no no. We can't bring our child here while going beyond our means. Plus. You know how icky I feel about these things. It just doesn't feel right. What are our other options?"
"We could choose a sperm donor and then use the sample for artificial insemination..."
"No, that doesn't feel right either, babe. Who knows what sort of a man the donor might be, it's hard to judge just from a paper profile."
"Well...we could always adopt a kid..." I suggested.
"No babe, I want my child to be my own flesh and blood, alright?"
"Okay okay...how about surrogate fatherhood?"
"What?" She asked, tilting her head slightly in confusion.
"It's when a man acts as a surrogate father, so you...you'll need to have sex with someone," I stammered out.
"But babe...."
"I know, I know, it's a stupid idea," I said before she interrupted me.
"No, it's actually brilliant! We'll get to properly know the father and it will be completely organic and harmless, it's a great idea baby! Well done!"
She leaned over and hugged me and kissed me deeply.
"Let's start looking for candidates," she said.
That night when we made love there was a certain electricity between us. Images of her being railed by another man, a big muscular man, kept flashing across my mind. And I strongly suspected that behind her closed eyes and her sexed up expression, the same was going on. I came hard, and I quickly regained strength for round two, while she orgasmed too, something that rarely happened just from me penetrating her. My lovely wife, my pure, faithful Ashley would be fucking another man with my consent. And going to have his baby.
The next day Ashley came home from work and sat down on the couch, exhausted.
"Babe, can you massage my feet?"
I sat on the other end of the couch and began to rub her sore feet.
"Did you look up anyone? For...you know," she asked.
Truth be told I'd put it off, I hadn't given much thought to finding candidates that day. Thinking of her being fucked by another man, however, was something I'd given a lot of thought to. I'd masturbated four times just that day thinking about it.
"No, not really," I replied casually.
"Well...I think I've found already who I want as the father," she said, slightly biting her lip.
I looked up at her, shocked. I stopped rubbing her feet.
"What, already? Who? Where?"
"It's...one of the students over at university."
"A senior?" I asked incredulously.
Ashley blushed.
"A first year, actually. Eighteen years old."
"WHAT?"
I was stunned. Eighteen years old? He was practically a kid still, barely out of school.
"Hear me out, alright? He's got great genes! Six feet four, good looking, part of the soccer team at uni, already the star player, gifted. I've worked with him a lot this year, he's smart too! A straight-A student. And he's gifted in other ways as well."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Um...nothing, nothing."
"What's his name?"
"Brandon," she replied.
"Ashley...are you certain about this?" I asked. I sure as hell wasn't.
"Yeah babe. He's got..." I saw her bite her lip subtly. "He's got great genes. And he's super smart as well."
"But he's a student. You could lose your job if someone found out."
"They won't. No one else except him and you and I need to know about it."
"Has he been coming on to you or something? Babe we can't have someone who has a pre-existing attachment or attraction to you, alright? We don't have to complicate things. It has to be completely professional."
"No, he hasn't been flirting with me," she said, looking away as she said it. That was her tell whenever she lied to me. "And I'm sure he can be completely professional. Look, Harry, trust me on this alright? I know what I'm doing."
"Okay," I sighed, relenting to her. I began rubbing her feet again. "I trust you babe."
She came to me and we kissed deeply.
I knew she was lying about him not flirting with her. Everyone at her university did, I knew it. She'd often tell me about the ballsy advances the students or sometimes the teachers tried to test on her. Why was she lying to me? Was she attracted to him too? That was the only answer. Instead of making me rage filled, it made me intensely jealous. And aroused.
The next day when she came home I asked her, "So?"
"What do you mean?" She innocently asked back, smiling at me.
"You know exactly what I mean. Did you talk to Brandon?" I raised an eyebrow at her.
"Yes, I did."
"And what did he think?"
"He said yes, of course. I've asked him to come on Sunday."
Wow. That was just half a week away. Everything was moving so fast. The rest of the week had me jittery. The thought that my gorgeous young wife was going to be fucked and bred by another man always loomed in my mind, unrelenting. Ashley seemed to have a spring in her step before she left for university, and she always seemed extra exhausted when she came back. After the last time we had had sex, she had forbidden me from fucking her. She said that her body needed to have time to refresh for conception, if we were going to have a good chance at it. My imagination was ablaze. I wondered what Brandon and his pretty teacher, my wife, were getting up to at university. Every time I thought of the six feet four inches tall soccer player with my wife's arms around his neck and her legs around his hips, I was sent into a dark spiral or arousal and jealousy combined into a heady mocktail that I was getting addicted to. I imagined her opening her legs wide for him, gasping softly as his huge cock slid into her married pussy. I don't know how many times I used that fantasy to masturbate in the three days leading up to Sunday.
And then Sunday was here. Ashley seemed nervous. She was fidgety all throughout the day, and she barely talked to me. Brandon was going to be there at seven in the evening.
"I'm going to be watching, okay?" I told her as she walked out of the bathroom, her skin glowing after her long bath. "To make sure that he just takes things professionally."
"Okay," Ashley replied. "That's fair."
"And no kissing," I hurriedly added.
"Of course I won't kiss him babe, it's not going to be intimate at all," she assured me, sitting beside me and resting her hand on my shoulder.
"I'm sorry, I'm just nervous," I said. After a few seconds, I added what I'd been holding in for a while.
"You sure are putting in a lot of effort to look good for him."
"Come on baby, don't be silly," she said. "Wouldn't you if someone was about to see you naked?"
"Fair enough, fair enough," I said.
Ashley wore a nice little dress with a flower pattern on it that came down to her mid thighs.
At seven in the evening there was a knock at the door. We were both sitting in the living room.
"I'll get it," said Ashley, and I could tell that she was trying to hide her excitement.
Ashley opened the door and she stood so that she was half outside, her body shielded from me by the door. I saw Brandon's arm go around her waist as she raised herself, and I thought I heard the sound of a kiss.
"Wow, you look amazing, Ashley," Brandon commented.
He had a smooth voice, charming and arrogant.
"Thanks, Brandon! Come on in!"
Ashley sounded like some giddy school girl.
I stood up as Brandon stepped in and shook his hand as he and Ashley walked over. He had his arm around her waist. I felt my insides begin to burn.
"This is my husband Harry," said Ashley.
"Nice to meet you, Brandon," I said.
"Likewise," Brandon replied. "So you couldn't get her pregnant, huh?"
I looked at Ashley, bewildered.
"Don't you worry, Harry. I'll get the job done," Brandon said, winking at me.
His cocky attitude had caught me completely off guard. What kind of bully did Ashley choose to father our kids?!
"L-look...Brandon...just keep it professional, alright? N..no...kissing or anything. Don't get too into the moment," I managed to declare.
Brandon chuckled and pulled Ashley closer against him by the waist and looked at her.
"Is that right, Ashley, no kissing?"
Ashley blushed wildly and stared at the floor.
"That wasn't the case two weeks ago, or that day you asked me to be the father of your kids. We'd fucked like two teens in their first relationship, hadn't we?"
I was stunned. My jaw dropped. I looked at Ashley, my insides raging, and my cock hard as a brick.
"Come here," said Brandon, and he pulled my wife up and she stood on her tiptoes as he leaned to her lips and began to give her a deep, passionate French kiss.
Even I hadn't ever kissed her like he did. I saw their tongues dancing together. I saw him lick hers, and then she sucked on his. Ashley was into it, as into it as a woman could be.
"Let's go up to your bedroom," he said to her. "Time to fill you up with my cum."
I trailed behind them, unsure of what to do but to follow, as Brandon picked my wife up in his arms and carried him up the stairs to our bedroom. I quietly slid in behind them and watched as Brandon laid my wife onto the bed and got on top of her. Ashley spread her legs and wrapped them around his waist as they resumed their adulterous kiss.
My cock was as hard as it had ever gotten. I wanted to pull it out and begin stroking it right then, and I wanted to beat the shit out of Brandon. But he was bigger than me and stronger and I knew that wasn't going to happen. I sat down on one of the chairs opposite the bed, and watched the erotic scene laid out before me.
Brandon held her dress on each side. And then with astonishing vigor tore it apart in one violent move, revealing my wife's beautiful body, completely naked. She hadn't even worn any underwear. Brandon quickly began to suck and lick on her wonderful breasts as she shut her eyes in pleasure and buried her fingers in his hair, holding his head to her breast. I saw her instinctively thrust her crotch into his.
"Your wife's so horny, man," Brandon said to me. "I've been stuffing her full of my cock all day at college for four days but she just can't get enough."
He kissed her again and one of his hands slid down to her pussy and began to rub it while they kissed, making her moan, muffled by Brandon's mouth. Brandon then broke the kiss and began to kiss her cheeks and forehead and nose and ears as she moaned. Then he kissed her neck and shoulders. And he moved down to his ample breasts, licking the underside, sucking on her pink nipples, flicking them with his tongue, moving down to her flat tummy, and finally burying his face in her clean shaved pussy.
Ashley held his head between her thighs with both her hands as he began to work my wife over with his mouth. All I could see from my angle was his head in between her thighs, and I could hear the wet squishy sounds of his tongue working her over. He must have been doing a pretty good job because Ashley started moans got more constant and loud, and she locked her legs around his neck, pulling his head harder against her pussy.
"You taste so good, Ashley."
"Eat that pussy. Eat that married pussy!" Ashley groaned.
I saw Ashley thrust her crotch into his face as her hands whipped away from his head and grabbed the sheet, her fingers clenching it desperately as waves of pleasure washed over her.
"God that feels so god damn good," she moaned.
I couldn't stand to just watch any longer. My cock felt like it was going to explode from watching my wife get eaten out like this. I somehow managed to unzip, my fingers trembling because of my intense arousal, and immediately began to stroke it, watching the beautiful, erotic sight in front of me. My twenty-three-year-old wife getting eaten out by this eighteen-year-old.
Brandon slowly pushed one of his fingers into my wife's wet pussy while licking her clit. And then another. He began to slowly finger my wife, steadily increasing his pace, while at the same time continuing to relentlessly torment her clitoris with his expert, youthful tongue. Ashley's entire body was tense, and her face was flushed, scrunched up in an expression that announced the utmost level of pleasure.
"Cum for me, baby," Brandon said to her as he increased the pace of his fingering.
Soon he was hammering his fingers into her little pussy, her juices sprinkling off her pussy and onto his face and the sheets. I could see his arm and Ashley's whole body begin to glisten with sweat. Ashley began to scream loudly.
"I'M GONNA CUM!" She screamed.
Her whole body tensed up and she froze for a moment before all the muscles in her body began to twitch and tense wildly. She screamed loudly and senselessly as Brandon lessened his efforts but didn't let out completely. Her legs kicked wildly in the air as she began to squirt onto Brandon's face. I didn't even know she could squirt, I thought it was something that just happened in porn movies!
Ashley relaxed, a slight smile of contentment etched on her lips, while Brandon slowly lapped up the mess her pussy had made. He seemed to be enjoying the task. I'd stopped stroking my cock. I didn't want to cum this early and miss out on them fucking. Brandon stood up and began to take his clothes off. The six feet four, eighteen year old had the body of a Greek god. Tanned and sculpted, well defined abs and pecs. I was jealous. This was the body my wife had fallen fall, over me. And could I blame her after all? When he pulled his jeans down and his cock bounced free, my eyes widened.
It had to be as big as Ashley's forearm! It was huge! A veiny monstrosity. This was how he was gifted, like Ashley had mentioned.
"Get me ready to fuck you, baby," he said to her.
My wife immediately sat up and scooted over to the edge of the bed, his cock inches from her pretty face. She looked up into his eyes as she opened her mouth wide and he placed his cock inside.
"I can see why Ashley chose to cheat on you. That's one pathetic cock you've got there," he told me.
I turned red with shame. This arrogant prick, ten years younger than me was humiliating me while my wife was sucking his cock!
"Look, mine's bigger than her whole face. Come here."
Ashley leaned towards his cock and he held it up and pressed it against the side of her face. She nuzzled it with her eyes shut, enjoying its sensation. He was right, it easily spanned her entire face and then more. Her chin touched the top of his ball sack while the head of his cock still jutted above her forehead. I'd never before seen a man hung like this. And this cock was going to be deep inside of my wife, filling her up with its cum.
"Stick your tongue out, Ashley. Just like you've been doing this week," he commanded, and my pretty, innocent wife obeyed.
Ashley stuck her tongue out and he placed the bulbous purple head of his giant cock on it, and she slid her tongue down his shaft until she reached his balls, which she licked one by one, before making her back to his cock head. His shaft glistened with her spit.
"Put it in your mouth baby, take it deep."
Ashley obeyed, she opened her mouth as wide as she could and he pushed his cock in. Inch after inch of his man meat slid inside her mouth and her throat. She could only get halfway before she began to gag and needed to retreat. She worshipped his cock for five minutes before he laid down on the bed.
"It's time for me to put a baby in you, Ashley," he said.
His monster cock pointed straight at the ceiling. Ashley straddled him so her pussy was right above him. Brandon held her waist and slowly lowered her. I knew exactly when his cock entered her because she let out a soft gasp followed by a low animalistic moan. His cock was much thicker than mine. Inch by inch his shaft disappeared into my wife's hungry pussy.
"Oh God, oh Jesus," she groaned.
And then he was inside her, all of him. I never knew she could take something as huge as that inside of her. She leaned on him and wrapped her arms tightly around his neck for support. She slowly raised her ass up, and Brandon's cock re-emerged, slick with her juices. She was sopping wet. And then she lowered herself again. And repeat.
"How do you like this big cock inside you?" said Brandon.
"Fuck me, fuck I love that big cock!" moaned Ashley.
Brandon kissed her with raw passion again as he fucked my wife, and they held hands as she straightened up and began to bounce on his mammoth member.
"God it's so huge!" Ashley moaned. "It's going so deep!"
From my vantage point I could see her ass bounce every time she slammed down onto his cock. It was a sight like no other, and I was hypnotized. Somehow I tried to stop myself from cumming, and slowly carried on stroking my cock while the eighteen year old jock gave my wife pleasure like I'd never given her. The sound of her flesh slamming down on his filled the entire room.
Suddenly Brandon grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to him and then in one smooth motion the eighteen-year-old rolled with my wife so that she was on bottom and he was on top of her. Ashley wrapped her arms and legs around him and he immediately began to pump into her. His muscles glistened with a fine sheen of sweat on his body from the strenuous exercise he was doing.
They kissed again as Brandon fucked her like a new bride on her wedding night.
"Has your husband ever fucked you so good?" He asked Ashley, panting.
"No," Ashley said, gasping. "No!"
I stroked myself harder. Brandon pulled out of my wife and laid down beside her, leaving her lying with her legs spread open and her pussy gaping, her eyes still shut as she lay in a senseless daze from the powerful fucking she had just been receiving until a few seconds ago.
"Come taste your wife," Brandon said to me.
I was thrown off guard again. I was content sitting in the corner, stroking my cock, marinating in the jealousy and rage I felt along with the supreme eroticism. Now I stood up and slowly walked over to the bed and got on it. Ashley's pussy was sopping wet. And inviting. There was no way I could resist. I lay between her thighs and gave her pussy a kiss. The foreign smell of another man mixed with my wife hit me. I began to eat her out. Ashley didn't say much. She didn't moan or hold my head like she had held Brandon's. I carried on for a couple of minutes before Brandon told me to stop.
"Go over there again," he said. And I obeyed.
"Watch me give your wife a baby," he told me.
He made Ashley get on all fours and he kneeled behind her, positioning the tip of his cock with her inviting opening. She thrust back on him and took his cock inside of her. They began fucking, immediately reaching a quick pace, slamming into each other. The two athletic bodies were in perfect harmony. Brandon spanked her, making her cry out in pleasure and pain. A pale imprint of his hand formed on her ass and faded scarlet.
"So deep...so deep..." was all Ashley managed to say, her words interrupted by her breaths controlled by Brandon's mammoth cock.
"I'm gonna cum," Brandon finally announced.
"Cum inside my pussy. Make me your wife. Make me a mother. Come on!" Ashley screamed, leaving me stunned.
This was a woman I had never met before. A woman I had never been able to unearth inside of the demure Ashley I married. Brandon's thrusts took on a vigorous finality as he slammed into her deep, and then finally he froze. I saw his tight muscular butt begin to clench and unclench as he deposited a massive load inside my fertile wife. That was when I came as well, and I squirted my small load onto myself, with the strongest orgasm I'd ever had.
He came for what seemed like an eternity. He came more than I could in a year. Globs of cum began spilling out from Ashley's pussy and down her pale thighs. He could've gotten fifty women pregnant with that single load, I'd bet. Ashley buried her face into the pillow, spent. Brandon slowly pulled out from inside my wife's pussy, and finally his cock head left her tunnel with a wet pop.
He lay down beside her and tried to catch his breath while Ashley lazily played with her breast and clit, smiling with satisfaction.
"Is it over?" I asked. "She's got to be pregnant with that."
"What, are you kidding?" Said Brandon. "I'm not going to stop until we make sure she has a baby inside of her. This entire night she's mine."
He kissed Ashley again and she kissed him back passionately.
"Now come here, clean your wife up for the next round."
What?!
"But..." I began.
"You can't even do that for your wife? She's just had another man just so she can raise a family with you, you selfish jerk!" Brandon said, his brows furrowed.
"Okay, okay," I said.
Again I got onto the bed. Ashley's pussy was a mess. Her own juices mixed with Brandon's thick cum. I leaned in and began to kiss and lick her clit. Ashley held my head and moaned as I licked her more and more, cleaning her thighs and calves of the run-off. As I ate her she had another orgasm, and she thrust her crotch into my face and covered my face with her juices and Brandon's cum.
They fucked all night. I masturbated all night. Brandon came in her pussy again. And then her tits, and then her face. And I had to clean her up again and again. He moved into our house for that month. Ashley missed her period and got a pregnancy test. True enough, she had a baby. And Brandon moved out. And Ashley was addicted to his cock. Every day at university she fucked up secretly, and when she came home she'd tell me all about it while I masturbated and ate my lovely wife out. Should've chosen IVF in hindsight.
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Taken In The Elevator By My Husband's Bullies
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The warm water trailing down my skin made my pink nipples harden up. It's amazing how even the most mundane sensations titillate you when you haven't let out any sexual energy in a while. And I was buzzing inside with it.

Pete hadn't had sex with me since a whole week now, always busy with work. He'd come home late and somehow keep himself awake enough to shower and eat dinner and then as soon as he'd hit the bed he was asleep. I couldn't blame him though, could I? I had to be supportive. After all, he was doing this for us. For me. Nevertheless, being ignored by him in bed was really having a strong effect on me. I'm a pretty sexually energetic woman and today I was feeling hornier than ever, since the moment I had woken up.

I shivered as drops of water clung to my skin and slid down, trailing their way to my clit. I began to wash myself, and even the friction of my hand over my breasts sent pulses of pleasure radiating out from them. I dared not touch my pussy, I was afraid I'd orgasm right there and then. I had held off on masturbating, telling myself that I'd expend all my frustration on Pete at once. Honestly, I had expected it to be a matter of a couple of days, not a whole week.

When I stepped out of the shower, my towel wrapped around me, I decided that enough was enough. It was time to take matters into my own hands. I picked my phone up from the bed and dialed Pete.

"Hey Jas, what's up?" Pete asked.

"Hi baby, I was wondering if it was okay if I visited you during your break? Is that alright?" I said.

"Uhm...any particular reason for the visit?"

I brought out the child like voice I often used with him when I felt naughty and said, playfully, "I just want to see my husband, why do I need a reason?"

He was getting the signal.

"Hmmm alright then. Come straight into my office."

"Okayyy, bye baby, I love you!"

"I love you too, bye," he replied, and I hung up.

Finally, something to look forward to. I was going to go all out. I was going to make him almost cum when he saw me. Pete's break lasted about twenty minutes, and he has an office all to himself, shielded from the view of his colleagues, so we could have some really good fun indeed.

I picked out my outfit carefully. No underwear would have to be the policy of the day. He would need quick access. And we'd have to cover up quickly after the deed was done. I chose one of my favorite black dresses, that had pretty straps running from the top behind the neck. It came down to a point a little bit above the middle of my thighs. I'd rarely ever worn it out in public but for today I thought it was perfect. My brand-new knee length boots would go along well with it.

It was a pretty good day outside. Sunny, blue sky with a few scattered clouds drifting lazily past. Walking towards my car I became aware of the next door neighbors' teenage son ogling me as if I was the first woman he'd ever seen. My outfit was effective, then. The drive to Pete's was pretty good. I had the window down and the cool air was circulating through the dress and tickling me and touching my bare pussy, making me shiver in warm pleasure.

I'd visited Pete's workplace once before, and I remember all the men openly or discreetly trying to get a good look at me. Or mainly my butt and my boobs. I'm not going to lie it did excite me to an extent, and I told myself that I'd definitely be back soon. Pete was on the fifteenth floor but I noticed the immediate amount of attention I began to get as soon as I stepped into the lobby through the front door, beginning with the door man who gave me a long head to toe scan.

I noticed that the doors to the elevator in the middle of the three were open, and people were rushing in. I did a quick little jog and got in as well. A few more men got in and buried me in the middle of a little crowd inside the elevator as the doors slid closed. I was sandwiched in between the men. The elevator began its ascent, stopping at the floors one by one. I felt the man behind me, very discreetly, press against me a little harder. And then I felt a lump in the front of his pants pressing against my butt, getting larger and larger by the second.

'Oh my God he's getting hard against my ass,' I thought.

Almost immediately I was aroused again like I had been while I was in the car. I began to feel my pussy becoming wet as the man's bulge grew to its full extent. I felt him gently and very slowly grind into my butt. Maybe another day I would've been outraged. Maybe another day I would've turned around and slapped him. But on this day, all I wanted was to reach back and give his cock a tight squeeze before fishing it out of his pants and jacking him off.

I turned my head around to get a look at my assailant, trying to act natural. He was a tall man, a foot and a half taller than me, with steely gray eyes and jet-black hair. Brad! He worked under my husband. I knew he was rich, arrogant, and quiet. I'd met him before, and my husband had a deep dislike of him and his two other friends. Honestly, I'd always found them hot, even though I'd never admit it to Pete. Can't change who we find attractive looking, can we? The three looked like they belonged to a rowing team at Harvard or something. They had an air of refinement around them, and I was drawn to it. Pete didn't really possess it, and he felt inferior to those who did.

Brad gave me a gentle smile and a wink that almost melted me right there and then. He did look like some kind of male model. Until the point of time right before I'd gotten a look at him, I was okay with him getting a feel of my ass. Now, inexplicably, I would be okay if he just lifted my dress up and began ramming his rod inside of me. God knows I needed it.

To my chagrin, he got off at the fourteenth floor. I felt guilty at how I had acted. I was a good wife. I was determined to be a good wife. How had just seven days of sexual frustration made me do that? I tried to calm myself before the doors opened and I walked out. Pete's office was in the corner on the far side, and I began walking alongside the cubicles. I was certain that every man in the place turned his head around to get a good look at least once. Some had tried to be very subtle. Some were just flat out creepy. For some it felt like a pair of breasts and an ass were floating along merrily.

I knocked on the glass door. Pete stopped typing and looked up, and gave me a bright smile. I turned the handled and walked in.

"Wow," Pete said, looking me up from head to toe. "You like so fucking hot, Jas."

I walked up close to him and whispered, "I've been so fucking horny since I woke up baby. I need a good fucking right here."

Pete gulped.

"Wait, let me block the windows," he said, picking up a remote control and pressing a button on it.

All the glass around his office went opaque, and there was a dull click as the door that I'd come through locked itself. He kept the remote back down and I put my arms around his neck and pulled him close, and gave his neck a kiss. Then his jaw. And then he pulled me against his body by my ass cheeks and began to kiss me wildly, licking my tongue and sucking on it. I raised my leg and wrapped it around one of his and began to grind on him while kissing him.

And then I felt the most frustrating moment of my life in years as someone knocked on the door to his office.

"Who is it?!" Pete shouted, clearly frustrated as well.

"It's Theo," replied Mr. Theo from the other side.

"God fucking damn it," Pete said to me. "I'm so sorry babe."

"Just get it over with quickly, alright?" I told him.

He picked up the remote and unlocked the door as I took a seat in one of the chairs at his desk. Mr. Theo was Pete's immediate boss. He walked in.

"Ah, Jasmine! So good to see you. In for a little visit?"

He kissed my cheeks. Mr. Theo was a genial old figure and he really liked Pete and I, and we liked him. He sat down on the other chair.

"Don't mind me I just have to talk to Pete about some of the projects his teams have been assigned."

I don't know if Mr. Theo is just a clueless old fart or if he was purposely sabotaging this visit, but he droned on about some boring stuff for the full duration of his break. The longest half an hour of my life. Every time it seemed like he was going to get up I got excited, but he would just be shifting to get more comfortable on his chair.

He finally stood up and left.

"Well I'll leave you two lovebirds now, I've intruded enough. Good seeing you again, Jasmine," he announced, and left.

Pete looked at me, his eyes full of apologies that I didn't need to hear, and pure frustration in my own eyes.

"I'm sorry babe. I really wanted to spend this break with you, but it's over now. You need to leave, I'm sorry."

I sighed.

"Yeah alright, see you at home. Have a nice day, alright?"

I stood up and we kissed each other goodbye, and Pete walked me out of his office and to the elevators. I observed all the men turning to get a look again. This caused a definite little twitch in between my thighs that made me shiver.

"Ugh for fuck's sake," Pete said.

I didn't have to wonder long what brought that reaction on as I looked ahead and spotted three of Pete's colleagues, Reed, Finn and Brad. Pete had a strong dislike for them. They were working a level below him but all of them were rich jocks who had connections with people even above Mr. Theo, so Pete couldn't really touch them. They slacked off work a lot and didn't really treat Pete very well. I'd met them on three occasions until now, and Pete always maintained that they acted completely different in their interactions with me compared to how they acted with him.

"Hey Pete, hey Jasmine," said Reed.

He was a very tall black man, with light mocha colored skin, and purposely unkempt hair. Immediately he shamelessly began to scan by body. He had light brown eyes and they took their time moving across my body, as if my husband wasn't standing by my side at all!

"A little break time visit, I see?" said Finn, a broad chested blond guy with piercing blue eyes.

"Yes, I was just dropping off Jasmine, she's going home," said Pete.

"We're going down too, Jas. Just need to get some coffee from across the road," said Reed.

I couldn't bring myself to make eye contact with Brad, but I could see him from the corner of my eye, looking at me with a slight smirk on his face. I wondered how much of our encounter he had talked about with his two pals. The way they were looking at me, all of it, I reckoned.

Pete looked like he was going to say something when someone near his office called out to him. He looked at me and then back at them, clearly torn. And then he kissed me bye, as the elevator doors slid open.

"I'll see you at home, alright?"

"Okay," I said.

I turned and walked into the elevator. Reed was already inside, directly behind me. Brad and Finn got in after me and smiled at me as I turned back to face the elevator doors as they closed. There were probably eight people in total in the box. The lift began to travel down and almost immediately I felt Reed press himself up against me.

"Oh," I gasped and shut my eyes, biting my lip, the sensation felt too good.

"You've got an amazing ass, Jasmine," Reed whispered into my ear.

I desperately looked up at the floor the lift was on. Tenth floor. I needed to get out. I felt Reed's hands on either side of my hips, pulling my ass backwards against him. I bit my lip. No one else seemed to be getting off on the subsequent floors, we were all headed for the bottom.

And then the elevator lurched to a stop, the lights flickering as a loud metallic clang came from above.

"What the hell?" someone exclaimed.

Reed’s hands were still on my hips.

"Press that button on the panel, tell maintenance the lift's broken down or something," he said to the man nearest to the panel.

The man did so and told maintenance that the lift had broken down.

"Yeah, diagnostic says there's something wrong with the machine drive. We're going to get it checked out. Don't worry, we'll get you out in a while," spoke the voice of a maintenance man from the speaker in the panel.

"Well," Reed whispered into my ear again. "Looks like we have some time all to ourselves with you, Jasmine. What a lucky day. How about it Finn? Brad?"

Finn and Brad turned so they were facing me.

"Brad told us about his fun with you earlier. And he also told us you weren't wearing any panties," Finn said.

"We can put that to the test right now," said Reed.

"No don't-" I began, but Reed had already grabbed the hem of my dress and pulled it above my waist, exposing my clean shaved pussy to both Finn and Brad, as well as the people alongside us.

I clamped my hand down on it and pulled it down again. All these men...they'd seen my pussy. Oh God. Why was this turning me on so much?

"Wow you're gorgeous down there, Jasmine. I'd always imagined you being just like that. Brad here was convinced you had a nice full bush for him, but I knew you shaved," said FInn.

I felt Brad begin to press his cock against me and start grinding into my ass again. He reached around with one of his hands and slid it under my dress, in between my thighs, and began rubbing my pussy, while his other hand moved up and began to squeeze and grope my breasts. It felt good. It felt amazing. But I was a good wife and I tried getting his hands off but as soon as I removed my hands from my dress, Finn took advantage of it and lifted my dress up again, giving the men another good view of me down there, so I had to put my hands back on the dress to keep it down.

Reed's fingers were expertly rubbing my pussy, making my legs twitch and little gasps of pleasure escape involuntarily from my mouth.

"Pete hasn't been giving you the fucking you need, right?" He whispered to me. "I can feel it. You're sopping wet, Jasmine."

He leaned and planted a kiss on my neck.

"He's an idiot for ignoring you. We've been fantasizing of giving you a nice, hard fucking since the day we saw you."

"No... I can't...Pete..."

"Maybe this will change your mind," said Reed.

He moved his hands to his pants and began to unzip. And then he held my hand and moved it to his cock. His hard, gigantic cock. I looked down to see it in my hand, the veiny, thick monstrosity. It was easily as big as my forearm. Double Pete's size. Easily. My eyes widened in shock.

"I can see you like it."

In front of me, Brad did the same and moved my hand to his own cock, which was just as big. They let go of my hands and I held onto their warm, throbbing members. Something in me was lessening my resistance. Why couldn't I let go of their cocks?

"Stroke them, Jasmine. You know you want to," Reed whispered to me.

He was right. I did want to. They felt so good in my little hands, against my palms and fingers. I slowly began to stroke them, and Reed returned his hands to my breasts and my pussy and resumed his exploration.

"We're gonna take care of you, baby," Reed spoke into my ear.

Finn dropped to his knees in front of me and began to kiss my thighs, before lifting my dress up and moving his kisses upwards, towards my inner thighs. I didn't resist. I couldn't resist. Reed made me part my legs for Finn, and soon Finn's mouth was so near my sex that I bet he could smell it. I hope he liked it. He was the only man other than my husband to ever have seen it so close.

And then I felt his lips on my pussy and I couldn't think of stopping the lust filled moan before it escaped my mouth. Eight pairs of eyes were fixed on me now, and I... I didn't care. His mouth felt so god damn good.

I shut my eyes and lost myself in the pleasure that I was receiving. Finn started by planting little kisses all over my clit and my labia and my perineum. Reed had moved both of his hands to my breasts now, and he pulled my dress down to expose them to the men in the elevator. GOD, I felt so slutty. A man on his knees with his mouth on my sex, a man behind me with his cock in my hand and his hands on my breasts, and another man with his cock in my hand...I was acting like a wanton whore.... no...I was a goddess. I had three men under my thumb. Well not three. Eight. The other men would soon see me not resist and they'd grow the balls to join in. And it was I who was going to force pleasure for myself out of them.

I had Reed and Brad's massive cocks in my hands and I was earnestly stroking them now. Finn took his mouth work a step further and I felt him lick me from my clit to my asshole and then back again. I hadn't felt this amazing in ages. Had I ever felt so good with Pete? I struggled to remember. I struggled to think of anything at all. The sensations I was receiving were overwhelming.

Another man, dark haired and bearded, with a rugged manly look, decided that he wanted some of what was happening, and he reached out and began to stroke my breast gently, and then flicking my nipple. Slowly he progressed to squeezing and groping. And then another man, broad chested and bald, tough looking, decide he wanted in, and he reached out and started playing with my other breast. I was in heaven. I hadn't ever felt this good and I'd never imagined that someone could.

"Oh God..." I found myself moaning shamelessly as five men at once enjoyed my married body, and I actively participated as all thoughts of my husband Pete slowly faded away into the background.

Finn pushed two of his fingers inside my wet and tight opening, and immediately began a vicious finger fucking that had my legs shaking. He held one of my legs and made me put it over his shoulder so I could balance myself. Reed from the back held onto me as Finn began pumping his fingers in and out of me at lightning speed, sending jolts of electricity running up my body emanating from my pussy. Indescribable amounts of sexual joy permeated every cell in my body, and I curled my toes inside my boots, and my fists tightened around Brad and Reed's cocks. My face scrunched up into an expression of pure ecstasy.

The two others fondling my breasts decided that they wanted to taste them now, and they moved closer to me and leaned in and began to suck on each of my nipples, and licking the underside of my breasts, the sides, and planting little kisses on them. I saw both of them unzip and bring out their cocks, which were both a little above average but not as big as the cocks of Reed, Brad or Finn.

"Yeah hey guys, I'm sorry to say that it's going to take us another thirty minutes or so to get you out, alright? Just hang in there, it's going to be fine," spoke the voice of a maintenance personnel from the speaker on the panel on the lift wall.

Twenty minutes now seemed the tiniest time span in the world. There was so much to be done. I needed each one of these men to drill my pussy and please me and satisfy my hungry pussy. I hadn't had any cock in a week and I needed to cram seven days' worth of satisfaction into twenty minutes.

Finn's fingers found my G-spot and began rubbing it while licking my clit, making my entire body twitch, and making me feel the beginnings of my orgasm. I'd only ever orgasmed to myself before. Pete never could help me out with that. Finn kept his fingering up at a steady pace, expertly stimulating my G-spot while his tongue rapidly flicked my clit and kept up constant friction on it. I moved my hands to his head and grabbed his hair as I somehow tried to maintain my balance while my orgasm built up quickly. Finn sensed this and redoubled his efforts, and fingered me like a jackhammer. And I orgasmed.

My entire body tensed up as enormous waves of pure, sinful pleasure washed over me relentlessly. I squirted right onto Finn's face, with the force of a fire hose. I didn't even know I could squirt. I'd always just assumed that it was something that was somehow achieved in porn. And yet here I was, squirting even more juice onto the elevator floors now. One of the guys who were sucking on my nipples, the one with the beard, immediately got to his knees and clamped his mouth over my squirting pussy and caught the rest of my squirts in his mouth and quickly swallowed. When my orgasm finally died down I tried to catch my breath and he licked every single inch of my crotch clean, sucking on my pussy lips and clit and licking all my juices from my thighs. I had a serene smile of pure contentment on my face. And now I wanted some cock.

"My turn," I said to Finn, and I got down on my knees while he stood up and unzipped.

He brought out his massive uncut cock and stepped in close so his cock hovered an inch above my face. It spanned my entire face and more, it was so big. Meanwhile all the other guys quickly did the same. And now I was surrounded. I looked up at them all and smiled through the eight cocks hovering above my face and resting on my forehead and chin. They felt so good. Silky soft and warm, throbbing with manly energy.

I held two in my hands and smelled them deeply. Until now I hadn't really thought about what men other than Pete smelled like, but now I had acted on it as soon as it had crossed my mind. And the answer was that they smelled better. Manlier, stronger. I moved my face to let all of them rub against my skin, trailing over my lips and my nose and my forehead and my hair. And then I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out as far as I can so they would trail across my tongue, while I played with my nipples. I got my first taste of a cock other than my husband's. And it felt addictive. The clock was ticking down. It was time to act.

I held the cocks of two of the men and began stroking them, I didn't even see whose. But guessing by the size and color they were Finn and Brad's. Reed stood in between them and I started on him by moving my tongue across his cock from his cock head to his big balls, licking them and making them wet and sloppy, and then moving back up. I suckled gently on the purple, bulbous head and then I tried taking more of him into my mouth. I knew I wasn't going to get all of it in. I barely even got Pete's length inside my mouth, and Reed was double the size. He held my head and put pressure on it, moving his cock inside. I got up until half of his cock was buried in my mouth before I felt like I was going to gag, so I pulled out. Reed lifted his cock up and offered his balls to me, and I began sucking on them one by one, sniffing the manly scent, deeply enjoying every second of it.

And then it was time to move on. I had seven more cocks to service after all. I decided to move clockwise and so my mouth on Reed's cock was replaced by my little hand, and my hand on Brad's cock was replaced by my mouth, and I grabbed the cock of the guy on Brad's right. I gave Brad the same treatment I had given Reed, and he was more forceful. He held my head in place and fucked my face with his cock. I'd always felt bad for pornstars who had to go through this but here I was, loving every second of being face fucked by this hunk. One by one each one of them received the handjob and blowjob treatment, and finally all of their cocks and balls were wet and sloppy with my spit.

It was time for the main event. I got on all fours and Reed was the first one to get behind me and rub his shaft on my wet, slick pussy, making me shiver with pleasure. Brad and another guy stood in front of my face and I began to alternately suck on their cocks, sometimes pressing their cocks against each other's and trying to suck on both at the same time, and licking them together. The rest of them stood around me waiting for their turn while wildly stroking their cocks. I was a goddess in the moment. They all wanted me. They wanted me so much that if I said no to them right then they wouldn't care. They'd throw away their lives and their families and careers for a good feel of the inside of my pussy.

Reed slowly parted my pussy lips with the head of his cock, and began to exert pressure on his cock, slowly driving it forward inside my tight tunnel. He was enormous. And I had never been stretched like this. I groaned out loudly in pure pleasure. I wondered if anyone could hear outside the elevator. I was loud enough, they probably could. And I didn't care. I stuffed my mouth with the two massive cocks on offer in front of my face, and my moans were muffled by exquisite man meat.

Reed pushed his cock deeper and deeper inside of me. Past where Pete could've ever hoped to go, and past where I thought it was possible to be penetrated. And then I felt him hit my cervix, and he bottomed out. He gripped me hips tightly with his big, strong hands and began slowly fucking me, drawing out his length and then pushing it back in, every little centimeter of movement sending jolts of pleasure throughout my body. I moaned onto the two cocks in my mouth at the same time, and thrust back at Reed, who was steadily increasing his pace.

"I'm sick of waiting, come on we're gonna double team her," said one of the other guys in the elevator, a large black guy.

Reed didn't complain, and he pulled out of my pussy, leaving me whimpering with disappointment. The others made space for him as he laid down on the ground, and I climbed on top of his thick cock, descending slowly on it, taking my time. The man who complained came round to my face.

"Lube me up with that pretty little mouth, baby," he said, and I didn’t ask for a second request.

I took his thick black cock straight down my throat as deep as it could go, about three fourths of his length. I licked it all over and kissed every inch and when he finally pulled away it was slick with my spit. He went behind me and got in between Reed's legs and pointed his cock at my asshole. I had never been fucked up the ass.

"Be gentle, please," I whined.

"Oh, don't you worry about that, baby."

The next five minutes were easily the best moments in my entire life. My first time doing anal, and being double penetrated. My entire body was on fire. Two guys were rubbing their cocks all over my face because I was in no state to put any effort into blowing them. My eyes were shut and my face was scrunched up in an expression of pure ecstasy and the pair of black men pumped into me alternately, like a well-oiled machine. Or should I say, a well lubed up one.

Reed was tagged out by Brad, and the black man was replaced by another. I somehow found it in me to continue giving out blowjobs. At one point I was lifted up by Finn while his cock was impaled deep inside me, and he kissed me deeply while I clung to him, my arms around his neck and my legs wrapped around his hips. Brad pushed his cock up my ass and I turned and kissed him, and they both began bouncing me on their cocks, their cocks going deep inside my ass and pussy one by one.

When they were done with me I knelt on the ground, and the eight men crowded around me again, all of them jacking their cocks wildly. They were standing inches from me, their cocks hovering above my face, I could smell the mixture of all of their scents, and it had me drunk on lust. I stuck my tongue out, wanting to taste their fresh jizz, wanting to feel it splatter across my face, the cream of my husband's hunky co-workers.

I don't know who it was that came first, but it was like the first domino falling, and everyone went off. One by one hot man cream splattered across my face, my red lips and my closed eyes and my forehead and my chin and into my open mouth.

All the men groaned and moaned as they tried their best to get as much cum out of their cocks as possible. Reed and Finn were the last to cum, and I held their cocks and took them into my mouth at the same time, and felt them pulsate wildly as they began dumping two loads straight into my mouth, salty, creamy and delicious.

They rubbed the cum all over my face with their cocks, eight in total. Every inch of my face was covered, and I hadn't felt so alive in my life.
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The maintenance guys got the lift working five minutes after it was all over. Brad gave me his handkerchief to wipe myself, but that wasn't enough to hide the obvious signs of me having been fucked raw, and when I walked out of the lift, the people outside definitely noticed. I didn't go to my car, I walked into an SUV with Reed, Finn and Brad, and we went to Reed's apartment for a few more hours of unfiltered fun. When I came home that night I fell asleep immediately. Pete finally came home and said that he would have to disappoint me again because he was so tired. Well, if he had any idea of how well I'd been fucked, in how many positions and for how long, he would know that I definitely didn't mind.
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Taken In Jamaica By The Hung Black Groomsman
[image: Vara Damon]



"Wow, now that's a view," I said.
Our resort was situated on the slopes of one of the hills surrounding Kingston, and from the balcony of my room I was now looking out over the entire city, quaint and beautiful, and the harbor with its sparkling water reflecting the deep red sunlight from the sunset.
Sophie walked out onto the balcony and stood beside me.
"Wow," was all she said, and I didn't blame her for not saying more.
Around the resort were dense jungles, and it was quite humid and it would have been uncomfortable had the temperatures been higher.
"You know what, I'm starting to be quite glad that we came here," I said to Sophie. "Honestly, if Paul and Sam weren't such good friends I would've easily turned down the invitation."
"And if I wasn't the bridesmaid," she said sharply.
"Yes yes... that too," I quickly replied.
"A wedding in Jamaica. Why didn't we think of something like this?" Sophie asked.
"Well because we aren't loaded like them," I chuckled.
We had some nice coffee ordered up to our room and we enjoyed the view and each other's company until it was dark. The wedding was going to be on the day after tomorrow, and so we had tonight and all of tomorrow to ourselves, to do whatever we wanted. So we rested for an hour and then went to dinner with Paul and Sam, and the rest of the wedding party.
It's hard not to be jealous of people like Paul and Sam. Everyone they knew seemed to be cool and hip and interesting. Except for Josh. Arrogant prick. He was the groomsman who had to partner with my wife. He was taller than me, black guy with a much broader chest than me, messy hair and steel gray eyes, and he had always had a thing for my wife, and I'd hated his demeanor towards me since we had met. But Josh was Paul's friend since elementary school, and I was determined not to display any outward aggression towards him.
It did actually make me a bit proud to be there, to have been invited by them. And I was sure it wasn't just a cursory invitation either, we were quite close. Even their family seemed much nicer than ours. Everyone had great stories, a good sense of humor, and hours passed like wind on the sea.
A bit after nine thirty the wedding party disbanded, and Sophie and I along with Paul and Sam and two of their cousins, decided to hit Kingston and check out the night life. Three amazing hours of drinks, snacks and dancing followed along with people ogling Sophie wherever we went, much to my pride, and when we came back to our room we were absolutely knackered, and we immediately fell asleep.
The first thing we decided to do the next morning was to hit the swimming pool, and so we both changed into our swim suits. Sophie looked gorgeous. She's only 30 after all, and she does put proper thought into her looks. She turns heads wherever she goes and I would be surprised if that wouldn't be the case at the swimming pool as well. Our plan to hit the resort's pool was embargoed however, when we ran into Sam, the bride, in the resort lobby.
"Screw the resort pool, okay?" She said. "Listen to me, some local guys told us that about this waterfall not far from here, so yesterday Paul and I checked it out and it's absolutely marvelous! Go there instead! Go through that door into the garden," she gestured to the door, "and then if you walk right ahead you'll cross a tree line and get into a small path, and it has to be half a mile until the waterfall. Enjoy!"
And off we went to the waterfall. It was a bit of an uphill climb to the place and I was out of breath by the time we reached it, whereas Sophie couldn't be more suited to the task, she was in her element. But Sam was right, this was a beautiful place! The waterfall roared down into blue waters that screamed their invitation just by sight alone. I waded in whereas Sophie found a rocky ledge on one side and dived in like some kind of hot shot diver. We began playfully splashing each other with water and I tried to get her top off as she tried to fight me off. The place seemed to be plenty secluded, and we might as well take advantage of it, I reasoned. After a bit of a struggle I held up her yellow bikini top in my hand like a victory trophy, and quickly jammed it into my swimming trunks and swam away from her, leaving her laughing and chasing me.
We didn't really notice the three young black guys making their way up the path, and we only did when they were standing at the edge, looking at my wife's beautiful, completely exposed chest. When Sophie saw them she quickly dipped under the water up till her chin.
"I'm sorry," the tallest of them said. "My friend Devan thinks he's dropped his phone in there, we need to find it."
"Uh..erm...sure, go right ahead," I said.
"What are you doing? I'm topless! Give me my top back!" Sophie urgently whispered to me.
"Oh come on they're just kids. What, are you embarrassed? Let them have a bit of a thrill watching a white woman's boobs," I said to her, winking.
Meanwhile the boys we taking their shorts off!
"Whoa, whoa whoa, why are you taking your shorts off?" I asked.
A second boy, shorter than the first but with a very fit body that I noticed Sophie was definitely staring at, replied, "This is just how we swim, we can't have these getting wet, we have to wear them all day!"
"If you swim naked here how did you drop your phone?" I asked.
"Well," replied the third boy, who had a large tattoo across his chest, "I was sitting way up there, taking pictures of the...erm...scenery...." He pointed up at the rocks at the top of the waterfall. "And then I kept the phone in my pocket, and it must have slid out, I think."
The three of them dropped their shorts and I saw Sophie's mouth drop open in shock. The three boys were packing! They had massive cocks, black and thick and veiny and they were just partially hard still, no doubt because of my wife's boobs.
"Oh my god," I heard Sophie whisper.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing, nothing," she quickly stammered.
The three guys waded into the water and then dived underneath. Sophie couldn't hide from them now! I bet all of them got a good look at her boobs. She had to stand up above water again. We stood in one place watching the three silently swim around under the water. They did seem to be particularly scanning very carefully the water in the immediate vicinity of my topless wife. I wondered why. When they came up for breath they always definitely ogled her boobs. They were getting quite a show. And then tallest one swam straight into her butt! He apologized and quickly dove again.
"Well, couldn't find it," said the tallest one a few minutes later, as they all surfaced around my wife, a foot or two away from her.
I looked down and their cocks were completely hard. They all had to be double my length! Sophie definitely had noticed, her eyes were fixed on their members, and they knew it.
"Wait, what's that?" Suddenly remarked the one with the chest tattoo, and he leaned in and reached out right in between my wife's feet! The movement made his cock brush against her thigh and he stayed like that for a few seconds as his hand rummaged on the floor. Sophie was blushing furiously. And then he stood back up again, his cock definitely harder than before.
"Nope, not it. Anyways, enjoy your dip, we're gonna head back!" He said and they all marched off out of the water.
They had a distinct difficulty putting their shorts on again because of their completely erect, massive cocks, and when they did they all had big tent poles. They waved at us, Sophie specifically, and walked back down the path.
"W-we...should head back as well," Sophie said.
I agreed, and handed her her top back.
When we got to the room she was immediately on me, and she fucked me until I came twice. I couldn't get her off with penetration so I climbed in between her legs and licked and fingered her to two strong orgasms. It was clear that the tryst with those boys had her all heated up. It definitely had me going. A lot. She sat on my face and grinded her hips on it as I licked and kissed every inch of her crotch. She came in my mouth and then we both fell back onto the bed, spent.
In the afternoon Sophie went out for a few hours with Sam and some of her friends and cousins, to go shopping in the city. She returned with two big bags, and I was delighted to see that it contained some sexy underwear as well. Sophie began to share with me some of the gossip that the women had shared amongst themselves while shopping and drinking.
"Ooh ooh babe, you know Sam's cousin Angelina?"
"Yeah, the brunette, right?"
"Yes. Well, guess what she said? She's actually fucked all of the groomsmen before! She's had a relationship with all four. At different times of course. I think."
"Uh huh," I replied, disinterested.
"She mentioned that Josh has the biggest cock of them all, and she said it was as long as her forearm," Sophie said, giggling and holding up her forearm to me for emphasis. "Imagine that! She said when he hit her pussy from the back she orgasmed just from his cock hitting her G-spot!"
I didn't want to imagine. I hated Josh. I hadn't ever shared this information with Sophie. I had never wanted to come off as a jealous, possessive creep. So I'd played it cool. But hearing her talk about how he had a really huge cock was burning me up on the inside. I don't know if it was the events of earlier or what, but images of my wife holding onto Josh's big black cock, sucking on it, kissing him while being fucked with it, flashed across my mind. I desperately tried to think of something else and it only made it more intense, and to my surprise my cock began to get erect!
"I wonder if it's bigger than the boys we saw earlier at the waterfall," said Sophie, her eyes full of...was it lust?
"Whatever, anyways..." She waved it off, and carried on talking about her shopping trip.
That night was the rehearsal dinner, and Sophie and I were sitting right beside each other. Until Paul made me sit on another table! Apparently since Sophie was paired up with Josh, since they were the second bridesmaid and groomsman, they had to sit together! This really had me jealous and worried about Josh flirting with Sophie, since he had a reputation, but I didn't complain. I didn't want to cause any annoyance to Paul, and I quietly sat down where he told me.
All the while I was discreetly staring at Sophie and Josh. Josh was apparently really turning the charm on, all smiles and laughs. Sophie really seemed to be enjoying his company. The company of the guy who's cock she was comparing to her forearm just a few hours earlier. I felt myself get hard at the thought. The images I'd managed to push away returned, and fueled my erection more. Sophie's constant giggling at whatever he was saying didn't help either.
After the rehearsal dinner was over, most of the wedding party headed to the hotel bar for some fun and dancing. There was already a sizeable crowd on the dance floor enjoying the saturday night.
Josh sure was having the time of his life, cycling through dance partners as if he were auditioning them or something, and he spent quite a lot of time dancing with Sophie as well while I sat at the bar and scornfully looked on.
A few minutes later after dancing with him, Sophie came over to me.
“Hey babe, can you just put them into the room? I really don’t want to lose anything or have anything get stolen or something,” she said, handing me her bag.
“Yeah, sure,” I said, completely unsure about leaving her with Josh.
My legs led me to the elevator and up to our hotel room where my hands kept the bag onto the bed, but all the while my mind was focused solely on what my wife and Josh were doing downstairs.
Well I found out quickly when I re-entered the bar. For a while I couldn’t really see them but the crowd parted for a few seconds and I saw them quite clearly. Sophie was obviously drunk and she had her arms tightly wrapped around him, and his hands were on my wife’s ass, pressing her onto him. They were both quite clearly grinding against one another. You’d have thought they were the couple about to be married or something. And then just like that the crowd swallowed them again, and I didn’t see Sophie again. Five minutes passed, and then ten. I got off my barstool and walked out onto the dance floor. I found nothing except the faces of couples annoyed at my intrusion.
I took my phone out of my pocket. Fuck, her phone was in her bag. And I’d just kept her bag in our room. Suddenly I spotted one of the other groomsmen standing by the dance floor talking to some girl.
“Hey man, you’ve seen Josh?” I asked casually.
“Yeah, he just left out into the gardens,” he replied, pointing at the door on the far side of the room.
“Thanks!” I said.
I exited the room and walked out onto the gardens. I began pacing the perimeter, trying to listen for them. I reached the route to the path we’d taken earlier. On a hunch I followed it, and a few ways onward I found them. They were dimly lit by the lights stationed on the perimeter of the resort’s boundaries.
Josh and Sophie were locked in a passionate kiss while they hugged each other. His hands were groping and squeezing her ass while their tongues danced together. I couldn’t believe this. My faithful wife of seven years was being taken by the man that treated me so poorly, a man that I’d grown to hate. This womanizer! I should’ve broken the kiss and dragged my wife back into our room. But I didn’t. I didn’t move. I tried to hide myself and get the best view of what was happening, and I was pathetically erect.
I saw Josh slide Sophie’s dress straps off her shoulders, and then slide her dress down, revealing her pale, soft breasts, something only I had ever seen until now.
“You’re beautiful,” he said, and he kissed my lovely wife and I saw their tongues entwine lustfully.
“Do you like my breasts?” Sophie asked coyly.
“Mhm,” Josh nodded.
They continued kissing like a teenage couple. Sophie moved an arm down from around Josh’s neck to his pants and she started to unzip him. Then she slid her hand inside of his trousers.
“Oh my God!” she exclaimed.
Josh smiled.
“Have you felt such a big cock before baby?”
“No,” Sophie whispered.
“Is your husband this big?”
“No. He’s not even half as long..and it’s so much thicker!”
Sophie fished his cock out and let it free. What the bridesmaid had told her was absolutely true. Josh was packing. His big, thick black cock was as huge as my petite wife’s forearm, and it was like a coke can in girth. Sophie began to stroke his mammoth cock.
Sophie slowly descended to her knees in front of her extra-marital lover and held his cock up and began to plant little kisses from the head of his cock down to his balls, then she stuck her tongue out and licked it from the head down to his big balls and began to suck on them earnestly while she stroked the cock.
It was the most erotic sight of my life. I fished my own, smaller cock out and began to masturbate to the sight of my wife making love to another man’s cock with her pretty little mouth. Sophie moved from sucking on Josh’s balls and licked her way up his long, veiny shaft again and then clamped her lips over the bulbous purple head of his cock, and she began to suck on it like a lollipop.
Sophie was giving him head like an expert, taking her time, alternating between gently suckling on the head of his cock to sucking it so hard that her cheeks became concave. Holding just the tip of it in her mouth and cuddling it with her tongue to holding his ass and pushing as much of his cock inside her married mouth as was possible. I don’t think she’d ever blown me half as enthusiastically as that.
A few minutes later she stood up.
“Fuck me,” was all she said. With burning passion.
All the while I was stroking my cock really fast, praying that no one steps onto the path for a pee or something.
Josh held her ass with his hands and lifted her off the ground. She immediately understood what he was trying to do and my wife wrapped her arms around Josh’s neck and her legs around his hips, and began to kiss him again. Then she reached down and adjusted his cock so that it was correctly positioned to penetrate her.
They continued kissing and Josh slowly let her descend onto his cock. I saw the tip disappear into her pussy, and Josh held her there for a while, until she was begging for more.
“Push that big fat cock deep into me, come on!” Sophie cried out.
I couldn’t believe my ears. I would never have dreamed of Sophie acting like this. I stroked my cock harder. Josh obliged, and let her descend further, slowly. Inch after inch of that monstrous black cock sank into the married pussy of my wife Sophie, officially hammering in the last nail in the coffin that contained her now dead loyalty.
She sank further and further and further. I found myself really wanting to see how much of cock she could take inside of her. I would never find out on my own. I’d never even thought about the question. Well I was about to find out. Josh’s entire rod disappeared into my wife’s pussy. All of it. I knew when Josh hit her cervix because suddenly they both cried out in pleasure, with complete disregard to anyone who might be listening or could be in earshot.
She clung onto him tighter than ever before, her arms and legs tightly wrapped around him. It was a highly arousing sight, watching my petite white wife clinging to the massive body of this black specimen. He manipulated her form as if he was holding a doll in his strong hands. He began to bounce her up and down on his cock. Slowly at first, eliciting little squeals of complete pleasure from my gorgeous wife. And he increased his energy. The little thrusts turned into bigger bounces, and Sophie’s moans increased in volume. And soon he was ramming his entire length in and out of her pussy, bouncing her on his cock like she weighed nothing.
“Oh my god, Oh my god! So deep….deeper! God I love that big black cock!” cried Sophie in pure ecstasy.
She and Josh engaged in another deep kiss, and her moans were muffled by his mouth.
“I’m going to cum,” Josh announced.
“Cum inside my pussy baby, cum inside me,” Sophie moaned.
I was stunned. Was she even on the pill? What the hell was she doing? She was clearly out of her mind with pleasure and lust.
“Here it comes, here it comes!” Josh groaned and he slammed Sophie down onto his cock and held her there as his balls and cock pulsated and began dumping a massive load inside my wife’s married pussy. It was so enormous in volume that it filled her entire pussy up and large globs of his cum began to drip from the edges of her pussy onto the ground, or sliding down his cock and balls. Sophie rested her head on his shoulder as they both tried to catch their breaths, and I put my cock away quickly and hauled ass back to our room.
She snuck into the room ten minutes later, and I was pretending to be asleep on the bed.
“Baby, are you awake?” she nudged my shoulder.
“Sophie, where have you been? I lost you down in the bar,” I said, feigning a wake up.
She kissed me deeply before I could react, and I could only recall Josh’s thick black cock stretching her lips as she took it down her throat.
“I’m so fucking horny baby, come on you gotta satisfy me,” she said, taking her dress off and throwing it onto the floor.
“It’s late, come on we need to sleep,” I protested.
She got onto the bed and I thought she would unzip me or something but she straddled my face instead and thrust her freshly used pussy right on top of my mouth.
“Eat me out baby, make me cum. You know I love that tongue of yours,” she moaned.
I knew exactly what was inside her pussy. I knew what she’d done just a few minutes ago. And yet for some reason I took my wife up on her offer. I could never resist her cunt. I loved eating her out. And I ate her out now.
She rested the weight of her body on my face and wiggled her hips, painting my face with a heady mixture of her pussy juices and Josh’s creamy cum.
“You taste different, baby,” I said, trying to see how she’d react.
“I’ve drunk so much tonight, that’s probably it,” she said, before shutting my mouth up with her pussy again.
I tried eating her out, fucking her with my tongue, but she was so stretched out and used that it wasn’t really making an effect. Sophie ended up grinded her pussy all over my face, using it to rub her clit and her pussy, and she moaned loudly and squirted all over my face.
“Thank you so much babe,” she said.
I kissed her inner thighs and her clit, and I kissed her pussy before I lapped her entire crotch clean.
“I love you,” I said.
“I love you too, baby,” she replied.
And she fell asleep.
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"But Mr Khan, can you do that? I'm not sure that's legal!" Mark protested.
"It was in your contract, Mark. Look I'm sorry about this, I really am, but I'm going to be honest with you, I really need the money. And you're already getting a steal of a deal even at the higher price, you know this. It's just got to be done," said Mr Khan, a look of remorse etched on his face.
He was a good man, he'd always been kind to us. And the worst part is that he was completely justified. Everything he'd said was true. We'd practically been stealing from him, living at the rent we were giving him for an apartment like the one we had. It looked out onto the beach, and every evening was a beautiful painting.
I sighed.
"Alright, alright. We'll figure out a way. Thanks Mr Khan," I replied.
Mr Khan gratefully shook my hand.
"Thank you Liz, you're both good kids, I really don't want you to move out. It's hard finding good people to rent out to these days," he said.
"Haha, we don't want to move out either," I replied truthfully.
Mark and I had been living in the apartment for two years now. He studied at the university while I worked at a travelling agency. We'd been a couple since the third year of college. It was a giant stroke of luck for us, finding a place like it and a landlord like Mr Khan, willing to rent it out to us for so low. The location was brilliant, amazingly convenient for the both of us.
"What do we do now?" Mark asked me, as we both fell back onto the couch, laden with this new worry.
"Well," I began, "you know how I'd mentioned getting a roommate to have some extra cash?"
"Yeah," replied Mark.
"That's just become a necessity now," I said. "We'll have to sublet the other bedroom. I've checked the contract, when I was thinking about it a few months ago. We're good to go."
"But I wanted to convert that into a music studio," Mark said, looking utterly dejected.
"Well you've been wanting for a long time and now the opportunity has sailed away. Sorry babe," I said.
Mark sighed.
"Well I don't see any other way either."
And so the hunt for a roommate began. We put up a listing and asked for a pretty high price. We're greedy, what can I say. Meanwhile Mark and I also began to spread word among our colleagues. It was more desirable to have someone we had some connection with already as a roommate rather than a complete stranger. We went through a bunch of applicants but we waited out, because they either all wanted to negotiate, or they all seemed kind of weird in one way or the other.
The hunt ended two weeks later when Mark called me up excitedly.
"Hey babe, yeah so I think we might have just found the roommate. He comes from money so he's gonna pay us more than what we're even asking. He's a friend of Peter's, from the Physics Department, remember? So I'm going to bring him round tomorrow to take a look."
The next day arrived. I was definitely curious to meet the new man in our lives. I was in the living room scrolling through my phone when there was a knock on the door.
"Babe it's me," Mark shouted through the door.
I got up and walked to the door, unlocked it and swung it open to see Mark smiling down at me. He walked in, and behind him walked in...well...the last person I was expecting. Newell Carlsen. He looked even better than he did when I last saw him. Much to my displeasure.
Newell Carlson was the hottest boy in the high school I studied in. I'd had a crush on him since years. And I'd never had the courage to walk up to him and blurt it out. I myself had gone through quite a bit of a transformation since those days. I was comfortable in my skin now, and I looked so much better. But in those days, when he always had one or the other of the prettiest girls in the school in his arms all the time? I never wanted to make a fool out of myself that much.
And now for the first time since many years, his eyes had found mine. I remember Mark had been saying something, words of introduction I reckon, but they seemed to fade away in the background. When those last days of high school came I'd made myself hate him. I'd made myself hate his popularity and his cool and his flashy car and I'd told myself he was growing up to be a bald, fat failure.
Clearly that was not what had happened. He had somehow become hotter. And that beard looked incredibly good on his jaw. I doubt he was going to recognize me though. Not many people from high school did, certainly not the many girls I'd met years after.
"It's been a long time since high school," he said to me, smiling his bright smile.
Jesus fucking Christ.
I shook his hand weakly.
"Certainly, it has been," I replied.
"You look great!" He said, "Mark's a lucky guy."
"You two know each other?" Mark asked incredulously.
"We were classmates back in high school," Newell replied.
"Oh wow!" Mark replied, looking at me. "Bet you've got some really embarrassing stories about her you could tell me," he winked at me.
"Certainly," said Newell.
Mark and Newell sat in the living room and began to talk, while I got them some drinks.
"Newell works as a DJ at Explosion!" Mark said excitedly to me when I came back and served them.
As I bent over to place Newell's drink at the table in front of him, I noticed him eyeing my cleavage. He saw me busting him, and winked at me cheekily. The nerve of the guy!
"Maybe we can finally get an in," Mark continued. "Liz and I've tried to get into Explosion so many times but it's always full or some shit."
"Yeah we're mostly packed."
"Where were you staying before?" I asked him coldly.
"Uptown. The Richmond area."
It was the costliest place in the whole city. No wonder that's where the rich prick lived.
"Why did you move?" I asked.
"Long story, really," said Newell.
"We have time," said Mark.
"Well...alright. I was living there alone, and there was this married couple next door. Mid-thirties I think. One day I hear them fighting, and later there's a knock on my door. There's the wife, looking dejected as hell, five feet eight, smoking hot. She asked if she could hang out in my apartment until she felt better. Of course I said yes. She began to really open up about her marriage and stuff. I heard her out, tried to give her some positive sounding bullshit advice. You know, what would you have done? Anyways, out of nowhere she's kissing me. Now I'm in a pickle. I just try to kiss her and end it and get her out but no, she wants to go the full length. So we end up fucking in my apartment. She's talking about how her husband hasn’t bedded her in months and let me tell you, this woman's a beast. She leaves and goes home, shows up again the next day. The affair carried out for like half an year, and then her husband busted her. Whole fucking apartment block turns on me like I was the one who roofie'd her or something. So really no way out for me there except to move out."
"Wow that's harsh," Mark said.
'It's fucking all kinds of gross,' is what I thought.
"I'm sure you can get another place of your own, your parents give you money right?" I asked Newell.
"Not since high school," he said, laughing. "And yeah, I could get my own place but honestly it gets really lonely. For some reason I really can't find a good girl to settle down with, and I think you guys are gonna be some really good company. Plus that beach down there looks really inviting. I haven't surfed in years."
We talked a bit about the rent and showed him the room and he really looked pleased with it. Then he went off.
"You two weren't dating or anything like that in school, right?" Mark asked me after Newell had left.
"What? No! Why do you ask?"
"There was definitely an awkwardness between him and you."
"We didn't really know each other. He was among the most popular kids in the school and I was nowhere near it."
It was the partial truth though. Something had happened between us. I could recall every second of it as clear as day. It was the night of the high school prom and Newell was looking like a prince. I was looking pretty as well. In those days I'd really convinced myself to hate him. Hate his money and his good looks and his popularity. And that night I didn't really care about him. I was dancing with my date, Lance. He was a geeky guy, shorter than Newell, with messy hair.
Lance had gone off to get me some more punch and I'd gone off towards the washrooms to fix my dress up, and Newell had cornered me.
"You look beautiful, Elizabeth," he'd said. "I always knew you were so pretty. Too bad high school's almost over and we couldn't get to know each other."
He'd leaned down and kissed my neck, setting my body ablaze. I'd never felt that way before, and I'd felt an immediate rush of wetness between my soft thighs.
"Isn't your date waiting for you somewhere?" I said, trying to push him away.
He was strong, and he pushed himself up against me. I felt his bulge press up against my stomach, and my pulse shot up.
"She got fed up of me and left. Won't you be my date Liz?"
I had been about to scream 'NO!' Into his face. And then I wasn't. The word wouldn't come out. He had some side of me in his grip and it was making me want to obey him.
"I...I already have a date," I had whispered, looking up at him.
"He won't mind. You certainly don't."
And he'd leaned down and kissed me. And I'd forgotten all thought of Lance and I'd kissed him back. And I had wrapped my arms around him. I had my eyes shut when he broke the kiss, and he'd disappeared. And it was as if none of it had even happened.
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Newell moved in the next Sunday. Mark and I helped him move his stuff off the truck that he'd hired. Every time he and I would cross paths on our way up or down he'd smile at me, and once or twice I think he brushed against my butt on purpose.
We didn't really see a lot of each other in the few weeks since then. Our schedules didn't really allow it. He was out almost all night, and slept in during the day. In the evening he'd go out to surf. His body was ripped. In high school he had this lean, skinny look that teenage girls adored. Now he had a broad chest that would make any woman swoon.
I tried my best to maintain a cold attitude towards him. I knew how guys like him were. All throughout their life they'd had girls throwing themselves at them. Any sign of outward friendliness they'd mistake for women coming onto them. And that wasn't going to happen here. He, however, always maintained a nice attitude towards me. The image of a definite gentleman, holding doors and all. I found myself slowly easing up in his presence. Maybe he was like those guys after all. Plus a part of me definitely liked seeing those muscles bulge, shiny with sweat as he came back every evening after surfing.
It was a Thursday when I'd stepped out of my bed to pee. I was in a short night dress that reached down to my thighs. As I was about to make my way to the fridge I saw the door to Newell's room open, and he stepped out. Buck naked. I froze in my place as he opened the fridge, took a bottle of water out and began to gulp it down. He had no idea I was watching; watching his bulging muscles move as he drank, watching the slight fuzz of dark hair he had down below...watching the massive erect cock that bounced up and down slightly as he kept the bottle back. When he turned he saw me standing there, my eyes fixated at his mammoth cock. I had never seen anything like that, ever. It had to be twice the size of Mark's cock.
"It's rude to stare, you know?" He said.
"You're not supposed to be home," I stammered.
"I'm off tonight."
He made no attempt to cover up or hide his raging erection. Instead he began to walk towards me! I backed into the wall and he walked right up to me until the head of his massive cock brushed against my tummy.
"Goodnight, Liz. Sweet dreams," he whispered, leaning down and kissing my lips just for a moment, before walking away.
I took in eyefuls of his tight, naked butt as he walked into his room. I peed and lied back in bed, visions of what had just happened flashing repeatedly in my vision. In between my thighs I was getting hotter and hotter, and I just couldn't get sleep. I finally relented to my body and dropped two fingers down into my panties and began to rub my pussy. Within a minute I had an earth shattering orgasm and I shut my mouth with my hand to keep the scream to myself.
From that night on it was all downhill.
Mark's schedule was set in stone. He always had to leave for university at exactly the right time and get back home at exactly the right time. So Newell knew exactly when he left and returned. Whenever Mark was not around, Newell would now make sure to dress in just his underwear or some loose shorts, always showing off the dormant beast he always hid inside his clothes. I didn't have the courage to tell him to dress properly. Or maybe it was something else. Maybe I didn't want to. He definitely enjoyed giving me a show, seeing me stutter and stammer as he teased me. Maybe I liked it too.
Watching Newell strut around, his package dangling inside loose cloth, would get me immediately hot. I'd try to release my sexual frustration with Mark, and I'd fantasize of his cock being as big as Newell's but it wouldn't be the same. I was on edge all the time, ready to fuck the soul out of Mark, and yet I felt that I wasn't really getting satisfied.
One day I decided I had had enough of being on the receiving end. It was time to strike back. I knew he'd step out of his room in his underwear, and I was determined to one up him. I was making coffee when I heard his footsteps approach his door. I heard the door open, and I heard a couple of footsteps towards me before they paused. I knew he was staring. I was wearing flimsy panties and a bra, and I just carried on like I didn't notice his presence. But I could feel it.
Then I heard him approach me. He got closer. And closer. And then his arms were around me, and my heart was racing. When I felt his cock press up against my soft butt I knew that he was completely naked, pressed against me.
"Putting on a show for me, huh?" He whispered into my ear.
I silently nodded while his arms roamed over my stomach and my waist and my hips. Then they travelled up and cupped my breasts.
"You're a beautiful woman, Liz," he said. "I've always fancied you, you know."
I felt him grind his cock on my butt, and I found myself pushing my butt back.
"It's incredible how I've finally got a second chance with you. I never thought I would, after prom. I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't remember your name."
I almost orgasmed right there.
"We can't..." I stammered out. "Mark...I've got a boyfriend..."
"Who's bigger?" He whispered into my ear.
"You," I replied.
He took my hand and led it to his cock and I firmly grabbed it without further invitation. My fingers weren't even able to completely go around the thick cock.
"Mark isn't going to be home for a few hours. Call off work. Let me show you what a real man feels like."
His hand came up to my chin and turned my face to his, and then he kissed me. He pulled me against him, his cock harder than ever pressing up against my ass, and his tongue dancing with mine. I'd never felt this way for a man, ever.
"I need to get my phone," I said.
He turned me around so I was facing him and held me by the ass as I embraced him tightly and wrapped my legs around his hips as we kissed. He walked me over to my room, and picked it up for me, and then threw me onto the bed, and began to take my bra and panties off while I unlocked my phone and dialled the number for my work.
Meanwhile Newell began to kiss my feet all over, and slowly moved his way down my calves, knees, thighs and inner thighs.
"H-Hello? Janet?" I spoke into the phone. "Yeah I-"
Newell planted a kiss on my clit.
"Oh...I-...I'm feeling a little sick, alright? No- OH... "
His tongue had just darted inside my wet opening, sending shivers of pleasures throughout my body.
"No it's nothing major, but I'm afraid I can't make it today, alright? Okay, thank you so much."
I cut the call and let the phone fall onto the bed beside me as I wrapped my legs around Newell's head, feeling the pleasure his tongue was giving me, feeling his beard rub against my crotch. I buried my fingers in his hair, holding his head.
Mark almost never ate me out, but Newell was making love to my pussy with his tongue, licking every nook and cranny, and playing with my pussy lips. It felt incredible, and I was wetter than I'd ever been. I hoisted my hips up to rub my pussy on his manly face. God this felt so good.
He pulled away, much to my displeasure for a moment, only to push two of his fingers slowly inside of me. His fingers were reaching where Mark's cock reached at its deepest. He began to thrust them in and out, my pussy making loud, wet, squishy noises with the motion. He leaned in again and began to stimulate my clit with his tongue, and I was thrust into another level of pleasure.
I'd never been pleasured like this, ever. I hadn't imagined it was possible. My orgasm quickly began to build and I began to play with my nipples, twisting and touching them and squeezing my breasts. Newell was in perfect synchronization with me and he didn't let up on his efforts. He kept his tongue and fingers working until I had hoisted my ass off the bed again, screaming loudly.
"I'M GONNA CUM!"
And then for the first time in my life I was squirting. I was squirting like a fire hose, covering Newell's entire face and wetting the bedsheet with my juices. When it was finally over I fell back onto the bed, breathing heavily.
"Oh my fucking God. Oh my God. That was incredible!"
"That was the sexiest thing I've ever seen, Liz," Newell said.
"Fuck me. Fuck me with that huge cock," I begged.
"If I'd known you were such a horny slut, I'd have fucked you all the way through high school," he replied, smirking at me.
"Well you know now," I said, blushing.
I spread my legs for my handsome new lover and he got in between them. He lined his huge fat cock up with my opening and slowly urged himself forward. The tip slowly pressed against my pussy lips, parting them but not entering. He applied more pressure. A bit more. And then it popped in, sending a little burst of pleasure throughout my nerves.
I reached out and pulled him down to me and began to kiss him. I licked the remnants of my juices from his face and kissed him some more. He finally rested his entire body weight on me. He was strong, warm and hard. His crotch pushed more and his cock slid deeper into my pussy. And deeper. And deeper. Deeper than Mark's cock had ever been. And then it hit my cervix.
"You're a perfect fit for me," he whispered into my ear, and kissed me more.
Without a single warning Newell pulled his entire cock out, leaving only his head embedded inside me, and then slammed it in, making me scream in pleasure. I only hoped Mark wouldn't talk to them, because we'd be immediately busted if they complained about the noise level. But I couldn't help it. I was feeling so god damned good.
We kissed all the while he fucked me. And he fucked me so well. Mark would get tired after a few minutes but Newell kept pumping like an engine. I never wanted it to stop. He'd feel me getting close to orgasm and he'd slow down, and then when he'd lulled me into a pleasurable trance he'd slam his cock into me, the sound of our flesh slapping together filling up the apartment, jolting my soul out of me.
He lay on top of me, my arms and legs wrapped around him, like a newly married couple on their wedding night, fucking me for what seemed like an eternity that I wished would never end.
"Cum inside me!" I shouted.
"Later. First I'm going to cover your pretty little face with my cum," he whispered into my ear as he fucked me.
He started to fuck me harder, with an intensity that he didn't drop. I could feel him beginning to finally tense up. He was going to cum soon. And then he pulled out of me, straddled my chest as I stuck my tongue out for him, and began stroking his cock to orgasm.
And then he came. Ropes of milky white cum, more than I'd ever seen, even in porn, shot out of his cock and splattered against my face with force that made me flinch. It covered my tongue and my nose and my cheeks and my forehead and my neck and some of it dropped down from my face to my boobs.
He gave me his cock to clean and I did, I sucked it clean off all the remnants of his cum and my juices. He used it to wipe his cum off my face, which I then cleaned off of it with my tongue. I looked at my phone. It had been an hour since we'd begun fucking. And we had the entire day left. We fucked in every position. He went deep inside me doggy style, I rode him hard, we fucked in the bathroom and the living room, and he came in my mouth, deep inside my pussy, on my face, everywhere.
When Mark came back he had no clue of what had transpired between Newell and I. Newell and I had decided that we'd slowly ease him into the situation, while using his absences to fuck like rabbits. I began to wear less clothes while Mark and Newell were both around, and so did Mark. Newell made comments on my body and Mark didn't even seem to mind. Eventually Newell would slap or squeeze my ass even when Mark was around. When Mark and I made love it was clear that Mark was turned on immensely by what he'd see transpire between Newell and I.
Within a few minutes it was clear that we were in an open relationship. I was openly having sexual relations with both Newell and Mark, and even romantic feelings, which I'm sure Mark realized. And you know what? I'd never been happier in my entire life.
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"You can't possibly be serious?" I said, putting my coffee cup down.
Jen sighed. We were seated in a corner of our favorite coffee shop, the air filled with chatter.
"Sam, I honestly wouldn't have asked you unless I believed it was the best way. You know how I feel about IVF and everything, I just...please Sam, do this for me?"
When I'd walked in the coffee shop I'd been curious as to what Jen had to say to me. She sounded pretty serious over the phone, and her tone of voice made me anxious. She wasn't the type of person to be this solemn usually. But nothing had prepared me for the nuke she was about to drop on me.
Jen and I have been friends since before high school. I remember when her family had first moved in to the house next to mine when I was 9. The neighborhood we'd lived in had always been devoid of any children my age, and her arrival was a very exciting event for me. The next day our family had gone over to meet them and Jen and I had immediately bonded. We were very similar two little girls. She'd transferred to my high school when it was time and we'd stayed fast friends ever since.
Jen was a pretty blonde whereas I was a brunette, but all my life I'd had boys eyeing me up and down so I was never insecure about my looks, or felt insecure around her. We'd gone to the same college and had a lot of experiences together, some very wild nights that we agreed we would keep with us until our graves.
In the third year of college Jen met Nikolai. I don't know what she saw in him apart from his looks. I always found Nikolai to be the type of guy you fucked for a few weeks before you moved on. And that's what I expected Jen to do as well. Nikolai was a hunk, for sure. Jet black hair, a jaw line to make you weak in the knees and piercing gray eyes to ice the cake of his good looks. But unfortunately, he knew exactly how good he looked, and how broad his chest was and the effect he had on women. He was the guy who had always gotten what he'd wanted from us. Not me though.
Contrary to all of my expectations, Jen had stuck with him. He'd cheated on her a few times, I was sure, but still, Jen stayed. Even though I advised her multiple times to dump him and find a good guy, like I had. Ethan was a work colleague of mine and we'd immediately struck a chord on my first day in the office. He was no great looker like Nikolai but he always kept in shape and he was a good man. I'd married him after a year. Jen had already married Nikolai right after college.
"You're the best candidate for this. I'd love to have a daughter like you, you know I've adored you since we were little kids."
I couldn't hide my discomfort. Be a surrogate for my best friend? It wasn't a small decision to make.
"Are you sure you're infertile? How long have you been trying?" I asked Jen.
"A little over six months."
I could see Jen struggling to maintain her composure but her eyes began to glisten with tears. Right then I felt a deep pang of sympathy for my best friend. Why was I acting up like this? All she'd asked me to be was a surrogate mother for her. I could do this for her sake. I knew she'd do the same if I asked of her. Finally, I sighed.
"I'll have to discuss this with Ethan, alright?"
Jen nodded. I leaned forward and held her hands.
"It's going to be alright babe, don't look so down." I smiled my warmest smile at her and she broke and smiled in return.
I couldn't have denied her request. Ever since we were little kids she'd talked about how much she wanted to have a nice little family with a handsome guy. She'd always been that girl, the one who was always absolutely entranced by little babies. I wanted a family of my own but this early? No way. I wanted to be secure and do things with my life and travel and see things before I bolted myself to the ground by having kids. But who was I to deny Sam?
As I drove home, somewhere along the way the realization hit me. I would have to fuck Nikolai. The arrogant brute. I disliked him, and so did Ethan. I was ready to go through with this for Jen but how was I going to convince Ethan? Nikolai had always bullied Ethan on the rare occasions that they've faced off, usually only because Jen and I wanted to hang out with each other. Nikolai had always eyed me up and down on these occasions, a fact that was not lost on Ethan and just intensified his dislike of my best friend's husband. I didn't know how to feel at those times. On one hand what he was doing was disgusting. He was my best friend's husband. But those piercing gray eyes...it was hard to not feel almost...grateful that they were admiring your body.
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Ethan sat at the dining table, his face buried in his hands.
"And this is Jen's idea?"
"Yes," I replied.
"Why can't they use artificial insemination?"
"Babe I've told you, Jen's deathly afraid of all that. She wants all of it to be done as naturally as possible."
"Sam, Nikolai's a pig! I hate the guy. You know this. How can I let you have...sex with him? He molests you with his eyes every time you see him, he talks to me like he's superior to me or something. Guy's a douche. How can we let him touch you? He can't have that victory! I refuse to let it happen."
I leaned over and hugged him.
"I know, babe. If there's one person who hates Nikolai as much as you it's me, alright? But...Jen's been my friend since forever and all the while she's talked about her dreams of having little kids and a family. I can't help but feel sorry for her. She's never asked me for a favor before, and she's always helped me out selflessly. It's...it's bigger than who we like or hate."
Ethan looked at me, and I found it difficult to read him.
"I'll need time to think it over, alright?"
I nodded.
As I slept in my bed that night I dreamed of him. Nikolai. Tall, and broad chested. He towered over me, six feet and four inches. Taller than Ethan as well. His lips formed that arrogant smile that annoyed me. He was walking closer and closer. His arms wrapped around me and I...I did nothing to resist. I just looked up into the steely gray eyes. He pulled me against him and I felt his cock press up against my stomach. Our clothes drifted away like smoke, and I looked down to see his mammoth member pressed up against me bare skin. He lifted my chin up and kissed me. He grabbed my ass and lifted me bodily as I began to kiss him back with a furious passion. He positioned my wet opening above the head of his member and then brought me down on top of him. I felt his cock go deep inside me, deeper than Ethan ever had, and I woke up with a start.
I was sweating. And I was wet, and horny as hell. I lay back down and slid my fingers down into my panties and began to touch my clit and finger myself. All those times Jen had told me about the massive cock he had, my mind had somehow filed away. I tried to think of Ethan while I masturbated but my mind kept drifting to Nikolai. I tried to fight it, but with little success. And then I let go and thought of him freely. Jen had described his big balls and his giant cock to me intricately, and my mind was having no trouble creating a very real image of him. I fingered myself and I thought of kissing that handsome face while my arms and legs wrapped around his body and I thrust on top of the cock deep inside me. My orgasm didn't take long to arrive, and I had to bite my lips to keep myself from screaming. Ethan lay beside me, unmindful.
It was two days later that I asked him about it again.
"I'll need to be there, keeping watch. I'll make sure it'll be as clinical and professional as it can be, and that he doesn't step out of line. And if he does I'll bust his fucking guts in," Ethan announced.
"Thank you baby," I said, hugging Ethan tightly.
I loved him for being able to overcome his hate for Nikolai just for the sake of my best friend's happiness. I called Jen and told her the good news. She sounded happy enough that any reservations I'd had about the arrangement faded away for a while. We decided that Nikolai was going to show up next Sunday.
I tried my best to push the thought aside and continue with my life until Sunday came but Nikolai took place front and center in my head. And then there was that damn dream. I had other dreams about him too, all of them dirty and sensual. What was happening to me? Why was this happening? He was repulsive. He was arrogant. What kind of a woman was I to be attracted to a man like that when I had a good guy like Ethan in my bed beside me?
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Sunday came and I had butterflies in my stomach from the moment I woke up. I was surprised that I found myself wanting to look good for Nikolai. I took a long bath, and I shaved everywhere from the neck down.
"You're putting in a lot of effort," Ethan remarked with a sardonic note in his voice.
"Babe come on, it's just so I can feel confident," I assured him. "Nothing more."
I wore a nice white patterned dress that came down to my thighs, and periodically the images of Nikolai pulling it off my body flashed through my head no matter how much I tried to suppress them.
At seven in the evening there was a knock at the door.
"I'll get it," I told Ethan, trying hard to stifle my excitement.
I opened the door and Nikolai came into view. He stood tall, and smirked when he saw my face. His eyes quickly travelled downwards and stuck momentarily on my breasts before moving on. I felt myself blushing. He wore a jet black shirt with the sleeves rolled up halfway, and jeans. He looked hot, as always.
"You look sexy as fuck," he commented.
"Thanks," I managed to say.
Ethan came and shook his hand, and I could see Nikolai flex his forearm, crushing Ethan's hand tightly.
"Do you want something to eat? Drink?" I piped up.
"A whiskey," he said.
"Alright, I'll go get it," I said.
When I came back with drinks for Nikolai and Ethan, Nikolai was sitting on one of the sofa chairs while Ethan was on the couch. I was about to sit beside Ethan when Nikolai interjected.
"Here," he commanded, pointing at his thigh.
A week ago I'd have been outraged. But this past week had been important. I'd been thinking of him so many times when I came. Every night I'd dreamed of him. Every night I'd wondered what his cum would feel like inside of me. I looked at Ethan.
"Look, Nikolai.." He began before he was interrupted.
"I've always told you bro, call me Niko. And you too, Sam," he smoothly remarked.
I began to walk to him as Ethan looked on, unsure what to do. Niko grabbed my hand and pulled me into his lap, immediately putting a hand on my ass.
"Look..." Ethan gulped, watching this happen. "Niko, we know this means a lot to Jen, so let's just try and get this over with as quickly as possible alright? There's no need to make this more awkward or weird than it has to be. I'll be in the room watching you two, just get it over with as quickly as possible, can you do that?"
Niko looked a bit annoyed when he answered.
"Hey, look. I'll try to be quick, but I can't guarantee it. Guys like you can control it, men like me don't get off that easily, they take time," he looked at me, grinning, and winked. "But hey, I'll try."
I could see Ethan clench his fists. He hated it when Nikolai talked down to him like this. Nikolai took his drink and downed it in one go and then snaked a hand around my waist, holding one of my breasts over my dress, making me gasp.
"Do we do it right here, then?"
"No," I whispered. "Up in the bedroom."
"I'd rather do it right here," he said, and he pulled my face down to his and pulled me into a deep kiss right in front of Ethan.
My first instinct was to immediately put my arms around him and return his passion with mine equally, but I didn't want to hurt Ethan, so I passively kissed him, letting him take control.
"Is this necessary?!" Ethan asked.
"Hey I can't cum unless I'm sufficiently worked up, alright? Be quiet and let your wife work," Niko chided him.
He put his hand in my hair again and resumed kissing me, while his other hand squeezed and grabbed my ass. He made me straddle him, and as I kissed him I didn't even realize it but I began to grind onto his lap and his crotch. I felt something enormous and hard begin to form under his jeans, and I felt hot at the thought of his massive cock.
I felt Niko slide one strap of my dress off my shoulder as we kissed. And then the other. And then he pulled my dress to my waist. I'd chosen not to wear a bra because the straps showed in the back of this dress, and so my naked breasts were now bare for him to see.
"Jen wasn't kidding, those are some sublime boobs your wife has here, Ethan," Niko commented.
Ethan couldn't find the words to reply. Niko looked into my eyes.
"I've wanted to do this ever since I first laid eyes on you baby," he told me, before leaning in and flicking one of my nipples with his tongue and then taking between his lips to begin sucking on it.
Meanwhile his hands were running all across my body. My best friend’s husband, the arrogant prick who’d been eyeing me since college finally got to touch every part of me. He buried his face in between my breasts and planted little kisses all over them. I could feel his fully rigid cock under his jeans now and I couldn't help but rub my pussy over it, my panties and his jeans the only two layers of cloth separating us.
"You really want my cock don't you?" Niko grinned. "I bet you've been dreaming of it. Jen's told you all about it hasn't she? Come on, get it out."
The last bit was a definite command, one that I instantly felt obliged to obey. He spread his legs and I sat on my knees in between them, and began undoing the button of his jeans. Then I slid the zipper down, seeing a glorious glimpse of the hard flesh underneath. Niko lifted himself off the sofa a bit and began to drag his jeans down.
His cock bounced out as the hem of his jeans cleared it, and I swear I felt a gush of juice in my pussy. It was massive! It was even bigger than what I'd pictured in my dreams! It easily crossed the distance to his navel on his muscular abs, and between his strong thighs his huge ball sack rested against the couch. He was clean shaven, and I could just smell his manly scent, and it made my mouth water almost immediately.
"It's big isn't it? Bet it's bigger than your husband."
I nodded before I could stop myself. I'd almost forgotten about Ethan sitting on the couch watching all of this happen, watching his pretty wife sitting in between the legs of the man he hated, adoring his massive cock.
"Look, it's bigger than your whole face. Come here."
I leaned towards his cock and he held it up and pressed it against the side of my face. It felt so hot, so soft and yet so hard. He was right, it easily spanned my entire face and then more. My chin was touching the top of his ball sack while the head of his cock still jutted above my forehead. I'd never before seen a man hung like this. And this cock was going to be deep inside of me, filling me up with his cum. Jen had boasted about how much Niko could cum. She loved getting her face covered with his sperm, he could cover every inch. I loved facials too but Ethan couldn't really muster up that volume. But tonight I guess I couldn't get that pleasure. Tonight it had to fill up my pussy.
"Don't be shy, Sam. I know you've been wanting this since college. Now stick your tongue out," he commanded, and I obeyed.
He positioned his cock in front of my face now so that my tongue was pressed up against his shaft and then he made me lift my head so that my tongue trailed all the way up his shaft. Then he let go of my head and freed me. I didn't need any further instruction. I knew what I had to do. I slid my tongue around the huge head of his cock, and I wrapped my hand around it. My fingers couldn't even go all the way around! I put my other hand on his shaft too and began stroking his beautiful member.
Niko took his phone out of his jeans.
"Put it in your mouth baby, take it deep."
I obeyed, I opened my mouth as wide as I could and pushed his cock in.
"Look here," he said as he took a photo of me with my mouth filled with his veiny cock.
I felt wonderful. I hadn't felt this charged sexually in ages. I fondled Niko's balls as I began to fuck his cock with my face.
"Good girl. Suck daddy's cock," Niko whispered to me.
Ethan sat to the side, forgotten. I didn't hear a peep out of him.
After a few minutes of me worshipping Nikolai's mammoth cock with my mouth, he told me to stop.
"Time for me to put a baby in your wife," he said to Ethan while looking into my eyes and drawing me into another passionate kiss.
Niko stood up and took his unbuttoned shirt off, and pulled my dress off of me. Then he sat back down and I straddled him.
"Bring that pussy here," he told me.
I got up onto the chair with my feet on the arm rests, and presented him with my pussy right above his face.
"Such a beautiful little pussy," he said, as he planted a wet kiss right on it, making me shiver all over with intense sexual joy. "Already so wet. You really want this cock up in there don't you?"
"Yes, oh God yes..." I groaned.
Niko began to French kiss my pussy, lapping up all my juices and holding my clit in between his lips, licking it. He really knew what he was doing and he had to put his hands up and hold my ass to support my weight because my legs were just about to give way. I'd shut my eyes and tried to control myself; the currents of electrical pleasure he was sending up from my pussy were too intense to bear. I felt his tongue snake its way into my pussy and I pushed my pussy against his face and wiggled my hips, trying to maximize my pleasure.
He began to rub my clit with his fingers before he pushed one inside me, and then two. He began to give me a hard fingering, going faster and faster until I came. For the first time in my life I squirted, and he drank every single drop while I screamed with total pleasure. No doubt the neighbors had heard it. And no doubt they'd know exactly what sort of scream it was.
Niko slowly brought me down onto his lap and wiped his mouth, before grinning at me again.
"You're delicious. You're a lucky man, Ethan. A lucky man indeed," Niko said. "Time for the main event now."
He held his cock straight pointed at my hungry pussy and I slowly lowered myself on it. The head almost prevent its entry into me.
"It's too big," I whined.
"Shh, you can take it. Don't worry," he comforted me, kissing me on my cheek.
He held me by the waist and forced me down and with a sudden motion the head stretched my tight pussy open and slid inside. It was much thicker than Ethan's entire cock, Jesus Christ! I immediately began to moan, and Ethan slowly lowered me more, forcing more of his massive cock inside me, inch by inch. His pussy licking had me slick and completely wet and all I had to do was shut my eyes and focus on enjoying the pleasure his cock was giving me, stretching my pussy like it had never been stretched open before.
"Oh God, oh Jesus," I groaned.
And then he was inside me, all of him. I never knew I could take something as huge as this inside of me. I had my arms wrapped tightly around his neck for support. He stood up with me clinging on to hip, joined to him.
"Let's take this to the bedroom," he told me.
He walked me all the way up the stairs, every little jerk along the way shooting spasms of pleasure throughout my body as I clung on to him desperately. I looked over his shoulder to see Ethan trailing behind us, his cock out in his hand, him stroking it fast. We made eye contact for a while and he jerked himself off faster as I looked.
Once we were at the bed he lay me down and got on top of me, and began his fucking of my married pussy. I was going to be bred. And what better man to be bred by? He began slowly, sliding his cock in and out almost all the way, and plunging it back in. He gave my pussy the time it needed to properly stretch around him and take him. Every movement, every bit of friction between his cock and the walls of my pussy was pure delight. He gradually increased his pace, and soon he was pumping into my pussy like a piston, relentless. I had another orgasm as soon as he slammed his cock deep inside me. Not soon after I had another. I was almost delirious with ecstasy.
"How do you like this big cock inside you?"
"Fuck me, fuck I love that big cock!" I moaned.
He kissed me deeply again as he fucked me, and I wrapped my arms and legs around his strong, muscular body, clinging on to him for dear life. I looked at Ethan standing a few feet away, naked, not touching his cock, trying not to cum. I moaned with pleasure and looked into his eyes as I was driven to the heights of pleasure by the huge cock of my best friend's asshole husband.
He showed no signs of cumming any time soon. He pumped me while he was on top of me for a long time, and then he held my waist as I got on all fours and fucked me doggy style, hard. I sucked him off in the middle again before I got on top of him and bounced on his cock. When I got tired I lay on top of him and he held my ass and fucked me like a pump.
Finally he declared, "Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
"Cum in my pussy baby, cum deep in my pussy!" I screamed in ecstasy.
"Here it comes!" He shouted as he held me tightly and slammed his cock into my pussy finally.
Then his cock swelled and pulsated, and I felt the jet of cum hit my cervix inside of me, it came out with such force. I didn't even think that was humanly possible. I felt the warmth of his cum fill my pussy up entirely. And I felt as it began to overflow from the edges around his cock, and began to drip down it.
He fell on top of me, breathing heavily. I kissed his cheeks and his forehead and his neck, before we kissed again, our tongues dancing together slowly. He slowly pulled his cock out of me, and lay back on the bed. I got in between his legs and began to clean his cock slowly with my tongue, taking my time, making sure every drop of our juices on his cock went into my mouth. It tasted delicious, and I was instantly addicted. I sucked on his balls and kissed them.
"You've got some dripping down your thighs too. Ethan, clean her up," Niko commanded.
Ethan looked conflicted.
"Baby please, I know you like it," I said, going back to kissing NIko's cock.
Ethan came over and I stuck my ass up in the air, and felt his tongue begin to trail across my inner thighs, gathering up the mixture of Niko's and my juices. Without invitation he got closer and closer to my stretched out, used pussy and began to lick it. I began to moan again with Niko's cock filling my mouth. It was getting hard again already. Ethan licking my sensitive pussy while our juices oozed out of it was too much for me and I came again, and squirted all over Ethan's face.
Ethan went to wipe his face with a towel.
"This is it then? You can go now," Ethan said to Niko.
"What, are you kidding? You might be the most fertile man on earth or something but for the rest of us it does take more than one try. Besides, I doubt Sam here wants me to leave. Do you?"
I was still lying between his thighs with my face resting beside his huge cock.
"I...I don't know, I mean..." I began to say.
Niko held his cock and rubbed it on my face and against my lips. The momentary conflict I felt was erased by the warm skin of his cock and the smell of his cum. I kissed his shaft and began to lick it again.
"Don’t go," I said. "He's right, baby. We do need to try more than once. It's for Jen's happiness."
Ethan somehow didn't look very shocked. He didn't complain much either. Nikolai stayed over that night, and fucked me relentlessly. The second time he came he didn't even pretend that this was about getting me pregnant as quickly as possible. He sprayed his thick ropes of milky cum all over my face, covering it in his goo, and he made Ethan clean my face up before he kissed me again. I could never have imagined a man could be capable of the things he did. He took me in all the ways he could before the night was over, and he came over my breasts, my face, my ass and in my pussy.
When the morning came I was clinging to him like a newly married bride. And after that night, that's almost how it was. Ethan almost became my second husband, and I became Niko's second wife. I bet I'd gotten pregnant that first night itself, but Niko continued fucking me until the baby was born, and if Ethan was home he got to watch. Often, I went to Jen's house, and Nikolai fucked us both all day, covering us both in his rich cum. I see now why Jen stuck with him. There was no way she could leave. He owned her, like he owned me now. And we were both glad to be owned by him.
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White Wife Cuckolds Me With My Billionaire Frat Mate
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I

The drive to Cody's house was pretty serene. I'd rolled down the windows of the Bentley to feel the cool sea breeze on my skin as it smoothly sailed along on the road almost silently.

"That's beautiful," Abby said, looking out.

She was most definitely right. I'd never seen the sea look as blue as it did here, a deep rich color, with bright sandy beaches down below. The road we were on snaked alongside it for many miles. On the other side were wild, grassy hills. This was most definitely an experience I'd never had before.

It was just about a couple of weeks ago that I'd received the Facebook request from Cody along with a cheerful "hey." Honestly, my first instinct was to just block him right then but curiosity got the better of me. I accepted his request and we began to exchange pleasantries and the usual "how have you been," "where are you?"

Soon enough he got the point and told me that he was planning a reunion for our frat house. He said he'd been calling up all of the old group, and he wanted to host the reunion at his house. This was something that I immediately knew that I didn't want to go to. You see, my so-called friends at the frat had more or less just been dicks to me during my entire college life. Back then I'd just accepted it and thought that it was just how guys were with each other, 'busting each other's balls,' but after I'd left them all behind I truly realized how shitty they always treated me, like I was some sort of punching bag. Especially Cody, the smug son of a bitch.

Cody had always been a pretty good-looking guy, never one to miss the gym and never one to lose out on nailing a girl he'd laid his eyes on. He always had me hanging around him, which I now realize was to have me as sort of an involuntary wingman. I don't remember a time a pretty girl talked to me in college where Cody hadn't butted in and humiliated me and took the role as the 'alpha' guy, and walked away with the girl while I turned invisible. The tall, handsome black guy had a presence that always dwarfed mine.

I'd told him that I was married now and he said that he was still single, a fact that pleased me. No wonder he couldn't find someone who actually loved him even after all this time. He and I were both hitting 30 this year. I'm not really proud of wishing that he was doing shitty in life, but that's what I want. I want that schadenfreude. Anyways, turn down his invitation I did after throwing around a bunch of excuses.

It was then that Cody threw the curveball at me. He said I wouldn't even have to drive all the way over, he would just have me picked up and pay for all the expenses. 'Where exactly was this reunion happening?' I asked him. And I didn't really expect him to say what he said.

'Ibiza. At my summer place.'

I was stunned. What the hell had Cody been up to after college? How could he afford this? But now it was a different ball game. I'd just been imagining driving up to some country house, not flying to Ibiza! I told him I needed time to figure out the work schedule and if I could fit it in and he said alright. Discussing this with Abby, she was nothing but enthusiastic. We hadn't taken a vacation in a while and that's what we could make it be. Cody had invited my wife with me as well so it would be a great experience, and she said the frat guys wouldn't get to make fun of me now that I had a gorgeous hot wife.

That stuck with me. I imagined all of them looking on as my wife kissed me in front of them, their mouths hanging open seeing -me- of all people with such a beauty while Cody the college hottie stayed single. Maybe this trip could be more than just a great getaway.

Yesterday Cody's private jet picked us up at the airport. A private jet. I'd expected he'd just pay for air tickets, but no. I'd never experienced anything like this in all my life.

"Um, excuse me?" I said to the chauffeur, "how far is Cody's house?"

"Mr. Archer's house is just a minute away, sir."

And in a couple of minutes we were pulling into the driveway of an elegant, modern house, all white and marble glass, chic as fuck. Everywhere I looked I saw money, absurd amounts of it. Another guy picked up our luggage from the trunk after we got out of the car and led us into the house. The large glass doors slid open automatically, like in Walmart, and immediately led into a large living room, couches and plants all around, a large pool table at the other end.

"Mr. Archer will be with you soon," said the servant who had our luggage, before he walked away with it.

Abby and I looked at each other, impressed with everything, before we sat down. A minute later Cody appeared.

"Jesus fucking Christ, Neil. You haven't changed one bit," he said to me.

The tall, attractive black hunk was still as magnetic as ever. He wore a loose white shirt and large, loose shorts. I stood up and walked towards him to shake his hand but he pulled me into a rib crushing hug.

"How you been man? Fuck I haven't seen you in so long. And who's this? Answer me honestly when did he hire you?" He asked Abby.

Abby laughed. "An year ago when he married me," she replied cheekily, giggling, before standing up and walking towards him and reaching out for a handshake.

But she was taken by surprise as well when he pulled her in for a tight hug as well, but this one was different than the way he hugged me. I noticed he had her pressed completely against him, his hands briefly grabbing her ass over her yellow sun dress. As Abby pulled away I saw her blushing. He looked at me again.

"Well, well, well. You've done quite well for yourself, Neil," said Cody.

"You're saying that? I want to know what the hell you've been doing! A private jet? A Bentley? A house in Ibiza? Did you win the lottery?" I asked him.

"Hey, you got that job right on campus but I couldn't really get the ship sailing for a couple of years because of my shit college grades," he chuckled, "so I decided to start my own app dev company. Kinda took off, that's all."

"Well congratulations! This is incredible," I said to him. "Who else is here now?"

"Just Brad and Adrian," he replied. "More of the guys are on their way, they were just behind you. Alright why don't you two go to your room and just rest for a while, it must've been a tiring journey. I made sure you two have a great view. Get your asses down here around 4, the soccer team I bought a week ago has their first league match today. And at night we're gonna have ourselves a little party. After they win, of course."

It was then that the glass doors slid open and Brad and Adrian walked through. Brad was a six foot three, blonde lady-killer, long wavy hair, hard abs and chest. Adrian was a little bit shorter, broader chest, a sculpted body and black. They were both shirtless and wet, wearing loose swim trunks, and their cocks were quite clearly outlined in them, enormous. I had always envied their massive lengths back in college. I glanced at Abby to see her eyes were fixated at their crotches, and I felt a pang of jealousy. At least Cody's cock wasn't visible through his loose shorts, I knew his cock came halfway to his thigh even when he was semi-hard. But wait, I wondered if Abby had felt it went he had her pressed up against him. Is that why she'd been blushing?

"How were the waves?" Asked Cody.

"Fucking incredible, mate," Brad replied. "Neil motherfucking Carter. I can't believe it. And is this Mrs. Carter, then? Fuck I thought you were making her up."

I saw Brad and Adrian scan Abby from head to toe as she blushed.

"Yo, we're all gonna catch up later alright? Abby and Neil gotta go to their rooms and get some rest," said Cody.

Cody was right, the room did have a gorgeous view. The coast was visible, the deep blue sea ahead of it, clouds lazily drifting past overhead. I laid down on the bed.

"Do you think your friends liked me?" asked Abby shyly.

"Little more than I'd like to be honest," I answered.

I definitely was feeling proud of my gorgeous wife.

"Well now they can't make fun of you," she reasoned, as she plopped down on my chest and gave me a lingering kiss.

Cody had some food and juice sent up to our room before we went to take a nap on the large, soft bed.
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II

"Why no bra?" I asked.

"The strap shows in this dress, so. Can't afford any panty lines either," Abby replied, still doing her make up while standing in front of the mirror.

"You're not wearing any panties?"

"Nu-uh."

Her reflection in the mirror looked at me.

"Didn't you want your friends to be impressed?"

"Yeah but..."

"It's okay baby, a little sexy never hurt anyone."

We walked down into the living room. Cody's TV was huge, I didn't even know if I'd seen something like it in an electronic showroom. Cody touched his tablet and it turned on to the sports channel on which his team was playing another Spanish team. I could barely even pronounce their names, but I could see that the giant stadium it was going to be played in was packed with fans chanting loudly. Cody pressed another button on the tab and the clear windows spanning from the floor to the roof turned into frosted glass in an instant, before the blinds slowly descended and shut off almost all sunlight.

I sat beside Abby on the large couch directly in front of the TV. On her other side sat Cody. Adrian and Brad joined us a minute later and sat beside Cody. Imagine an L shaped couch with a protrusion on both sides instead of just one. It was now full as a total of ten people occupied it, all my batchmates at college. More people joined us who'd arrived after Abby and I'd gone to sleep. I didn't even recognize some, Cody explained that they'd been an year below us, or two. I noticed that all of the guys were made from the same template, ripped tall dudes, something out of a men's fashion magazine or something. Moreover, Abby seemed to be the only woman in the place! Was I the only married person here or had no one else chosen to bring their spouse along to the place? All of them ogled my wife like I wasn't even there, a few held her hand and kissed it as she giggled, before complementing her.

The fuck kinda Shakespearean ass fuck boys...

Anyways, we were served with some light alcohol and great snacks as the match was about to begin. Cody carefully explained the rules of the sport to Abby, and I could see her hanging on every word of his, nodding and smiling. She really seemed to be getting along with him. The whole crowd now gathered in the large room cheered as the match began.

Abby really seemed to be enjoying the snacks and drinks as she downed them quickly, and getting less inhibited. Cody was shouting and cheering his team on and the rest of us were cheering every time a striker of his attempted to curve the ball into the goal, or saved a goal. Abby was really getting drawn into the game and shouting along with us. She was also feeling the effects of being the only woman in a group of about twenty men, all eyeing her openly.

When Cody's striker shot in his first goal, everyone cheered loudly. Abby stood up and hopped up and down in joy. Her breasts, free from any support, heaved and jiggled wonderfully. Then my jaw dropped as I saw her skirt rise up with her jump and reveal her sweet ass and pussy to every man in the room, unbeknownst to her. Every one there saw it even though no one let it on. I didn't know if I should bring it up when she sat back down. It probably wouldn't happen again, why embarrass her, I thought. It didn't happen again, and forty minutes later the match ended with Cody's team winning 2-0.

More people started arriving at the house and the music system and food was set up. It was time for the victory party. This time there were plenty of girls and the frat guys began to dance and drink more. Abby and I joined the festivities as Cody dimmed the lights in the house and really set up a nice club vibe. Abby danced with me, acutely aware of the eyes still on her and the lack of underwear under her dress. She made no moves that would afford the guys another show. I held her by the ass and danced close with her. She felt me get hard as her freely bouncing breasts rubbed against my chest and rubbed her thigh against my cock.

"I'm so fucking horny, baby," she whispered into my ear. "Fuck me against the window tonight."

Abby doesn't really say stuff like this and it really got me going as I pulled her closer and kissed her. I got tired after a while so we sat down on the couch again, but I knew Abby still wanted to dance more.

"Care for a dance while Neil recharges?" asked Brad, reaching out for Abby.

"How about it baby?" Abby turned to me and asked.

"Go ahead," I said.

I didn't want her to but what else could I do? I saw him lead her to the dance floor by the hand and as they did, the DJ switched the track up to a slower one. Right in front of my eyes Brad pulled her in close, his arms around her waist. I could see Abby struggling to maintain a respectable distance from his body. But then suddenly she conceded and let him pull her against him, her soft breasts pressing up against his chest, as they swayed together to the beat. I saw Brad lean down and whisper something in Abby's ear that made her blush and giggle. The bastard.

They danced for what were the longest five minutes of my life before he reluctantly let her go. Abby walked to me, still blushing furiously and I noticed her nipples poking from her dress, clearly visible.

"What's wrong babe?" I asked as she sat beside me and took a drink from the tray the waiter offered to her and downed it in one go.

"Nothing, nothing," she waved my question away.

"What? Tell me, come on," I insisted.

"It's just that...your friend Brad, I felt him get hard as I was dancing with him. I'm pretty sure he was grinding it against me on purpose towards the end there."

"That piece of shit. I'm gonna give him a piece of my mind," I spat out angrily.

"No no no, don't! It's alright, he's just a horny young guy, and I'm here wearing no underwear. I'm sure the alcohol has a role to play as well."

It was really surprising to me to see her defending him, really. But before I could contemplate this more it was Adrian who reached out and asked for a dance again. I really thought she'd say no after what happened with Brad but to my great surprise she cheerily said yes again!

It was the whole dance with Brad all over again. This time she didn't even try to hold him off and immediately, he had her held by the waist, pressed up against him. After five minutes of him not even pretending to not be doing what he was doing, she returned, blushing furiously, again. But she didn't really complain this time, she seemed to be really enjoying the party. She didn't even mention what I'd just seen. Alrighty then.

I was recharged now and ready for a dance again but before I could proceed, another one of the frat guys asked her for a dance. She agreed yet again. And yet again I saw some hunk hold her pressed up against him while he rubbed his crotch against her. But what was this? This time Abby seemed to be openly enjoying? Her eyes were shut and she was gyrating to the music, grinding against this stranger. He turned her around and she rubbed her ass on his crotch as he very brazenly grabbed hold of her breasts!

I saw Cody beckon me over to him from a group of people he was talking to with a drink in his hand and I reluctantly left my spot, and took my eyes away from Abby who was having the time of her life. I realized as I stood up that I had a raging erection, that I subtly tried to adjust. Cody began to introduce me to the guys he was with, saying they were executives at software companies that worked with the one I was employed at. The conversation was pretty interesting and I kind of lost track of Abby.

When I saw her again it was with some guy I didn't even recognize, probably someone from the years below us from the frat. He was openly squeezing Abby's size as he sensually grinded against her. There was no way she wasn't aware of what he was doing and yet she was making no moves to prevent it. I saw that she had her thigh in between his legs pressed up against his crotch. What the fuck? It was time to put a stop to this.

"My turn, mate," I said as I tapped the guy on the shoulder.

"Fuck off," he replied, leaving me stumped.

Abby whispered something to him and smiled and he reluctantly walked away as I took his place.

"What was that?" I asked, fuming.

Abby ignored the question entirely. "I want to be fucked so bad, baby. Come on let's go up to the room."

"Alright, baby. I'm gonna fuck you so hard tonight," I said.

Then I saw Brad beckon me over.
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III
"Just wait a minute okay? Brad's calling me," I said, walking over to him.
Brad began to talk to me about the marvelous surf here and how he wanted to go surfing with me the next day. I said 'sure,' and walked back to Abby who had Cody whispering something to her while she blushed furiously and giggled. I wondered what he was saying to her. As I reached her he walked away and then picked the mic up.
"Alright everyone, it's time to move this party out of here. What do ya'll say?"
The crowd gave him a loud cheer of affirmation, raising their glasses up in the air.
"Nice! We've got fires going on at the beach, and more drinks. Everyone, head out!"
The place began emptying as people began to walk out towards the beach.
"Hey babe," said Abby. "Go ahead onto the beach alright? I'm gonna rest here for a bit, I have a little bit of a headache. I'm sure it'll go away in a few minutes, I'll join you."
"Alright," I said, a little disheartened, as I began to walk out.
I'd almost reached the gate when I wondered if I'd seen Brad, Cody or Adrian walk out along with the crowd. My brain said no. Did it have something to do with Abby staying behind? My brain said maybe. And so, I circled round the house and entered from the back.
The music was playing on again. I was now in a room connected to the living room, and I peeked out to see Cody with Abby in his arms, pressed up against him. Brad and Adrian were on the couch watching them, sipping on their drinks, along with a bunch of other guys who were all watching on with clear interest.
"You've been teasing us a lot tonight, baby," said Cody to Abby.
He grabbed her ass and grinded his crotch against her before leaning down to give her a kiss.
"I saw the way you were grabbing Brad and Adrian's cock. You're hungry aren't you baby?" He asked her and I watched my gorgeous wife look up at him adoringly and nod.
"Is your husband as big as us?" He asked her.
She shook her head no.
"You're way out of his league, Abby baby!" Shouted Brad, making her giggle.
Cody leaned in to kiss her again, deeply this time and I watched my young wife, my sweet gorgeous Abby kiss him like she'd never kissed me. I watched his tongue dance with her as they passionately kissed for a full five minutes, his hands going under her dress to squeeze her bare ass. He held her firmly and lifted her off the ground and she wrapped her legs around his hips, her pussy and his cock separated by the thin layer of cloth that was his shorts. Abby was pushing her pussy against his cock desperately.
I should've intervened. I should've said something. But I stayed hidden. My cock was hard and I was more aroused than I had ever been in my life. Cody walked over the couch, Abby still clinging to him and kissing him wildly, and sat down between Brad and Adrian, who immediately began to grope my pretty wife's breasts and ass and pussy. She began to groan, her eyes shut, taking in the sensation.
Cody pulled her dress up and she lifted her arms, letting him slide the dress up and off her, revealing her glorious naked body to all the men present in the room. He began to suckle gently on her hard nipples. She loves having this done and it immediately ramped her up onto another level of pleasure. Adrian held her chin and turned her to kiss him, and they kissed furiously, a string of saliva stretching between their tongues when they broke apart. And then it was Brad who turned her face to his and began to kiss her deep.
All the while her hips were gyrating on Cody's crotch, trying to feel his cock harden up under her.
"I want to see this. Show me your cock, daddy," she whispered.
She lifted herself off him a few inches and Cody slid his shorts down and kicked them away. Out popped that giant fucking cock that all the girls had always adored. Abby's mouth hung open as she looked at the monster in between her thighs. She slowly sat back down on it, her sopping wet pussy making direct contact with it as she settled down so Cody's long black shaft fit snugly between her pussy lips. She began to move back and forth, rubbing her wetness all along his shaft while she put her arms around his neck and held him.
"God you're a horny slut," Cody said to her. "Do you want this cock inside of you?"
"Yes daddy," Abby groaned, still rubbing her pussy against his shaft.
She lifted herself up again and Cody held his cock up, lining the head up with my wife's pussy. Then she slowly descended on top of it. The head of his cock pushed against her soft pussy for a second before it opened her up and slid in. Abby shut her eyes in pleasure and pushed herself down, slowly getting impaled by the monster cock of my frat mate.
"Oh God it feels so good. So good! It's so big!" Abby screamed, leaning forwards and resting her weight on Cody as she took the rest of his massive length inside her married pussy, stretching it wide open.
It was too much for me. I fished my own cock out of my pants and began to stroke it. It was the most erotic sight I had ever witnessed in my entire life. Abby wouldn't even let me rub against her pussy if I wasn't wearing a condom. And here my wife was, taking in this monster black cock with no protection at all!
She moaned out loud when the full length of Cody's cock was inside her, and an expression of pure ecstasy overtook her face, that I'd never once seen before. She was blushing wildly and her eyes were glazed over, and her lips curved into a slight smile of pure satisfaction.
The other guys began to whoop and clap as Cody lifted my wife slowly up and brought her back down on top of his cock again, beginning his fucking of my wife. Three strokes in Abby screamed really loudly and shuddered, clutching Cody tightly as she orgasmed. I couldn't believe it. It took me at least thirty minutes of using my tongue and fingers on her to make her cum, and I'd never even dreamed she could cum just from having a cock inside her. I guess now I was seeing why the girls at college were so hypnotized by Cody's cock.
Meanwhile Adrian and Brad stood up, took their clothes off and climbed on the couch, standing on either side of Abby and offering their veiny, monstrous cocks inches from her face. She didn't even look at them, Abby just noticed their cocks. She took one in each hand and began stroking them, then she leaned in and rubbed one all over her face, then the other.
"Mmmm," Abby moaned, holding their cocks right under her nose and sniffing them deeply.
"You smell so manly," she groaned.
She opened her mouth wide and licked both the cock heads at once. I hadn't even seen girls in porn do this. She licked Adrian's cock from the head to his balls while she stroked Brad's and then she sucked on Adrian's balls. I'd never received this treatment, anything similar to this treatment from my wife, ever! She looked so fucking hot. My fingers were a blur from stroking my cock at light speed.
Cody had now developed a good rhythm with Abby as she bounced on his giant black cock, the sound of their flesh slapping together reaching me over the music. I saw her take Adrian's big cock deep inside her mouth, his balls touching her chin. This was a side of Abby I couldn't have ever imagined was there.
"I'm gonna cum inside you," Cody announced.
"Yes daddy, fill me up with your cum!"
"Here it comes!" Shouted Cody, shuddering and pulling Abby down onto his cock so he was as deep inside her as his cock could go.
That was where I lost control as well and had the strongest orgasm in my life, my semen squirting five feet before hitting the floor.
Cody's cock began to pulsate and bulge as he started shooting cum inside my wife's married pussy.
"Oh God yes!" Abby shouted, hugging Cody close, her eyes shut as she took in the sensation.
She fell on top of him and they hugged each other, breathing heavily. Her skin was glistening from how sweaty she'd gotten. They stayed like that for a couple of minutes. Then she slowly lifted it, leaving a thick mixture of her pussy juices and Cody's cum on his shaft. When the head of his cock plopped out, a large glob of cum exited her pussy and began trailing down her thigh.
"That was incredible," she declared. "Who's next?"
Almost every man there had unclothed now and had his dick out, stroking it. Abby was spoilt for choice! She quickly moved over onto Adrian and positioned herself with her back to him over his rigid rod before descending on it and taking it inside her. This time there was no adjusting period. Cody's cum inside her had made her incredibly slick and she immediately began to bounce on Adrian's large. The other men decided they'd had enough of seeing and not doing, and they crowded around her, offering their cocks eagerly up to Abby, who grabbed two in her hand and opened her mouth wide to take another in her mouth.
I watched the whole thing. She fucked Adrian until he added his load inside her and then she sat on the couch servicing the men with her hands and mouth until they began to cum on her face and breasts. Someone took his place under her and began to give her a nice strong fucking while she pleasured the other men. She was insatiable. She came and she fucked again and she came and she fucked again. She was a cum splattered mess by the time that every man had had his fill of her. And she never once looked anything else but beautiful.
Before she went off to clean herself I made my way out of the house through the back again, and went to the beach. Most of the people had left by now, and I sat by one of the fires and opened up a beer to drink, just replaying what I'd seen over and over in my head. I looked at my phone and when half an hour had passed I walked back in through the front glass doors. The living room was empty, the music was gone. I walked up to our room.
Abby lay on the bed, wearing her dress again. I stood for a moment just watching her on the bed. She had a content smile on her face that I don't recall seeing ever before. I climbed into bed beside her and spooned her, and kissed her neck, and fell asleep.
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White Wife Cuckolds Me With Her Hung Black Ex At a Wedding
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I

"Are you sure?" I asked, giving the back rub a pause. "I won't lie, I'm a bit surprised, given the history between the two of you."

"Look, what happened was years ago, so. It's all in the past. And she's invited me so that's a good thing," replied Amy, as I resumed the back rub.

"But she fucked your fiancé..."

"And if she hadn't, I'd still be married to that asshole instead of finding you. So wasn't that a good thing in the end? Huh?"

This answer pleased me sufficiently, and I didn't pursue it further.

"When is she having the wedding, then?" I asked.

"A week from now," said Amy.

"Mhm," I replied, my backrub transforming into a massage of her wonderful butt.

I slapped Amy's butt, making her moan, and then I buried my face between her cheeks. Enough talking for now. It was time to enjoy the fruits of my beautiful goddess of a wife.

Amy and I were both 28. I worked as an accountant at a logistics firm nearby and my wife Amy was a manager at a restaurant. The wedding we were talking about was the wedding of her childhood best friend and classmate, Holly. We'd got the invite on that day itself, and I have to say I'd assumed that Amy would just throw the invite into the trash or something.

You see, Amy and Holly's friendship had ended in a way that wasn't very...cordial, to put it nicely. From what Amy had told me, she'd been with just one other guy before me (her family was very conservative and prudish,) and had been engaged to him. A day before the wedding, Amy caught them fucking each other in a car in the middle of the night. And that was that, the end to a friendship that had formed in elementary school. Or so I thought. In a week now, my wife would be maid of honor at her wedding! I'll never figure out how women think. I guess Amy's explanation did make some kind of sense.

Well, we hadn't been out of the city in a while. This was something to look forward to. Who doesn't like weddings after all? Music and dance and free food with an open bar? Count me in. I'd meet some old friends of Amy back from when she was in school as well! Now that I think of it, this would be a first! And I'd never seen or met Holly either. It would be fun.

I brought Amy to orgasm thrice with my tongue after the back rub was done, and she moaned and whimpered and ground her pussy on my face. Each time I made her squirt, licking her clit eagerly and fingering her g-spot. I cleaned her pussy up each time and drank down every last drop of her juice. This was followed by Amy fucking the devil out of me. I couldn't last long because of her fiery passion, and came inside her quickly. She got off me, sucked me back to rigidity, and rode me to another orgasm. And then another.

What more can a man ask for? Amy was a woman who was made to fuck. As often happens with women raised in conservative families. The more you try to contain the bombshell, the harder it explodes.
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II

Amy wore a beautiful, elegant black dress that came down to her mid-thighs. She'd been pretty excited since the morning, and I don't recall I'd ever seen her take that long to get ready for any outings. Our drive to the town took a fair bit longer than it should have because Amy couldn't keep her hands off me, nor I her. First, she'd given me a loving little hand job, then a blowjob that ended in her swallowing my cum cleanly. For my part, I parked the car on a little path that I saw veering off the main road, in the middle of the woods. I parked there and my beautiful Amy leaned back on the door, and spread her lovely legs for me.

She worn any underwear to prevent panty lines and bra lines, and her magnificent, wet pussy was on open display for me. I soon leaned forward and performed my husbandly duties for my fiery wife. I made sure I lapped up every little drop of her juice. Couldn't let any of it get on my suit or her dress. After she'd squirted into my mouth safely, my lips having made a sufficient seal around her pussy (I've done this enough times,) she climbed on top of me and impaled her warm loving pussy on my six incher, and we made the car quake. I don't know if anyone noticed our car parked on the path, but if they did, I have no doubt that they knew exactly what was happening inside.

Our free handedness with our schedule meant that we had to drive straight to church instead of getting to the hotel and then joining the wedding party's journey to the chapel. We made it to the church right before the ceremony was about to begin, there was barely any time for words of introduction between her friends and I, or for a proper reunion between the two old friends.

When Holly and Amy saw each other, they squealed and fell into each other's arms.

"Oh my god Amy it's you! You look so beautiful, even more than high school!" Holly exclaimed.

"You're one to talk, look at you! You look so beautiful, like an angel!" Amy replied, giggling with excitement.

It was true. Amy had never mentioned what Holly looked like and standing here, I was barely keeping myself from ogling at her. I don't know if Amy was hotter than Holly.

"This must be Larry, then?" Said Holly, and we kissed each other on the cheeks and I shook her husband Luke's hand. "Quite a handsome fellow yourself. Still, you're lucky to net a goddess like this, aren't you?"

"I thank my stars every day," I replied, smiling at her.

"What happened though, you two barely made it! We could've talked so much at the hotel," Holly pouted.

"Erm...we had a bit of car trouble, nothing much," I quickly replied.

"Alright, alright. Stuff happens. Well come on Amy, the ceremony is about to start okay?" Holly said, and took Amy by the hand and drifted into the crowd, leaving me standing alone amongst strangers.

I sat on the bride's side and soon the ceremony began. Nothing extraordinary, just the usual affair. Holly and her husband made a strikingly handsome pair, Holly in particular. What a gorgeous bombshell of a woman. Vows were exchanged, rings were worn and as soon as the thing had begun, it ended. Amy squealed in excitement and hugged me tightly when she found me.

"Wasn't that absolutely delightful?!" She shrieked.

"Yeah, amazing! And you looked gorgeous," I said, kissing her.

The entire party then began to drive to the reception, which was back at the hotel most of the party were staying at, near the beach. No frisky time for us in this trip, because two of Holly's cousins that Amy knew had hitched a ride with us.

The reception was at an upper floor, in an open-air setting. The view of the beach and the ocean in the sunset was awe inspiring, and the smell of the food had my mouth immediately watering. Amy and I were walking to get some food when Holly stopped us midway and grabbed Amy's hand.

"Where do you think you're going? We have SO much to catch up to, come on!"

"Yeah, I know but I was just gonna get a bite with Larry," replied Amy.

"You can get a bite later! And I'm sure Larry can entertain himself for a while until I return you," she said.

"You don't mind do you, honey?" Asked Amy, pouting.

What else could I have said anyways?

"Yeah sure, go on! I'm sure you two have a lot to talk about anyways. I'll just get some food and drinks, alright?"

"Such a gentleman," cooed Holly. "Alright come on!"

Again, Holly led Amy away by the hand. Meanwhile I grabbed a plate and served myself some guacamole and chips along with a glass of wine, before sitting down and beginning to eat.

A group of guys stood nearby, along the guard rails. I was getting bits and pieces of the conversation, and I wasn't really listening to them until I thought I heard the name 'Amy' pop up. My ears perked up and I began to listen more closely. The guy speaking was a tall black guy, about six feet tall.

"Yeah, never thought I'd see her in the town again," he said.

"Wait Pete, this is the same Amy you were engaged to, right?" Asked another guy in the group.

"Yep. Had to break it off. She said she'd stop fucking around but god damn. The girl's thirst can't be quenched."

They were probably talking about some other Amy. But. Wasn't her ex's name Peter? Could this be him?

"Fuckin' Amy Miller, man," he continued.

Welp.

"I shit you not, I took her along with me to my aunt's birthday at the family place. Caught her fucking my dad and my uncle at the same time! She thought I was passed out drunk. She's something, I'll tell you that. But hey, what better occasion for her to be back than to be maid of honor at Holly's wedding? Two of the horniest sluts in town, together again."

There was NO way this could be true. But. Amy Miller? Maid of honor? That description fit just one person. And I was married to her. But hey, guys brag. And lie. That had to be the explanation. Amy always told me of how conservative her family had been and how she'd been repressed right up until she started dating!

"Let's get a bite, alright? Fucking starving," said another black guy who was a part of their group, and they all dispersed and moved towards the tables.

Meanwhile I was chewing on my guac slowly, trying to process all that I'd heard right then. As I downed the last sip of wine left in my glass, Amy returned.

"Oh hey, you should get a bite," I suggested.

She waved it away and said, "It's alright, Holly gave me a bunch to eat, I'm full. Kinda tipsy too."

By now most of the guests had eaten and some were on the dance floor, the band having turned it up a notch and playing some more energetic numbers.

Amy and I sat there discussing the view and the delicious food when "Pete" showed up again.

"Amy!"

"Pete!" My wife exclaimed, her eyes wide in recognition. "Holly told me you were around! Here, meet my husband, Larry."

We shook hands.

"School friend?" I ventured.

"Yep," Pete replied. "We used to be...close. Really close," he smiled. "Anyways, I was wondering if you fancied a dance? We could catch up! You don't mind, do you Larry?"

I mumbled a negative answer and Pete held Amy's hand and walked into the mass of people swaying to the music.

I was deeply uncomfortable now. I couldn't get the words I'd heard coming from Pete just half an hour ago while he talked to his friends. And here I'd let him walk off with my gorgeous wife. And the fucking band seemed intent to have people dancing slowly to these songs. And now I'd lost sight of them too. Great.

I sat there staring at the mass of people, couples moving and swaying to the music. And then I caught a glimpse of my wife with Pete. And my fears weren't put to rest from what I saw. They were clinging to each other pretty intimately, and his large dark hands were on her ass. There was no space between her and him, and her soft, round, braless breasts were thrust against his broad chest. And then I lost sight of them again as some other couple moved in front of them and hid them from my view.

A few minutes later I caught sight of them again. And this time things weren't much better. In fact, they were much, much worse. Amy and Peter, her ex, were kissing. She'd flung her arms around the neck of the tall, handsome man, and they were kissing pretty deeply. His hands were palming and squeezing her ass. My blood was boiling and white hot jealously ran through my veins. And I felt my cock give a little twitch. What the fuck?

They disappeared from view again.

About ten minutes later only Amy emerged, and sat next to me again. She was breathing heavily.

"Exerting dance?" I asked, my jaw clenched in anger.

"Oh yeah," she giggled. "Peter's a pretty...active guy, I could barely keep up with him," she said, asking the waiter who was passing by for a glass of wine, which she downed in one go.

She didn't seem like she'd been having any trouble keeping up with him at all to me. I had no idea how to bring up what I'd just seen. It was unlike anything I'd ever witnessed Amy doing before. But then she'd never acted like she was acting today, ever before. Was today out of the norm? Or was it the way she acted with me?

I was silently contemplating how to bring up what I'd seen and heard during this stay when a buddy of Pete's showed up, the other black guy who was with Pete earlier. He asked Amy for a dance as well! And this time Amy didn't even pretend to care about my permission! Off they went, hand in hand, her lithe frame alongside his large body, into the swaying mass of dancing bodies.

I sat and stared at the crowd. No doubt I would've looked insane to someone who would look at me, sitting, tapping my foot on the floor, staring blankly into the crowd, searching for the figure of my wife Amy with this stranger. Well, soon my search ended as I saw them when the crowd momentarily parted. She was standing with her back to him, her mouth raised up to his, engaged in a deep kiss while the man had his large black hands over her shapely breasts, squeezing them, while he ground his crotch into her ass. My jaw hung open. They were surrounded by people, for god's sake! Had Amy lost all sense of decency? What had happened to my demure wife? Who was I seeing here in Amy's form? Just as the crowd had parted momentarily to reveal this forbidden lustful sight to me, it hid them from view again.

I waited for Amy to emerge from the crowd again. A minute passed. Five minutes passed. Ten minutes passed. I seethed on the chair, alone, a third glass of wine in my hand now. I took my phone out and looked at Twitter to pass the time. Donald Trump had tweeted some stupid shit again. I put my phone back into my pocket, feeling even worse now. Even the waiter seemed a bit hesitant when I asked him for the fourth one. The music felt distant in my ears. Fifteen minutes passed.

Finally, I decided I had had enough and I stood up suddenly, and began to make my way to the dance floor. I stepped into the mass of bodies and began worming my away towards the center, my eyes darting around the crowd looking for the familiar figure of my wife or the tall stranger she'd chosen to kiss so lustfully. The couples which kept bumping into me gave me disdainful looks. Why the fuck was a wedding reception this crowded anyway, had Holly invited the whole fucking county?!

I finally made my way out of the crowd on the other side. Amy wasn't in here! I looked around, confused and anxious. This couldn't mean well. My stomach sank. Maybe she's gone to the washroom, I thought hopefully, knowing that that wasn't what was happening.

I saw Holly sitting at a table on the far side, laughing with her relatives. I walked up to her and gently tapped her shoulder. She looked up at me and smiled.

"Oh hey...uh..."

"Larry," I prompted.

"Right! Sorry, I'm so awful with names. Can I help you, Larry?" she asked.

"Yeah, I haven't seen Amy in a while, did you see her leaving by any chance?"

She pretended to think for a few seconds before replying.

"Hmm yeah I think I did, she left with a few guys, told me she was going to get some fresh air?"

"Did she say where?" I asked anxiously.

"No, but Pete and the guys have been holed up near the cabins, so maybe you'll find her there," she said, winking mischievously.

There was nothing good that could come from this.
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I walked out of hotel. The sun had set now and the sky was turning a deeper blue by the minute. The cabins were independent rooms that you had to use a walkway to get to, through a wood. I traversed the walkway. The little lamps on the edges of the walkway got lit for the evening as I was halfway to the cabins. I walked out into the clearing. Most of the cabins seemed to be unoccupied right then. Right at the edge, near the woods, I saw three guys. One of whom I recognized as the other black guy who was conversing with Peter about how much of a slut my wife was, earlier.

I walked up to them. The other two were white guys, all of them pretty tall and muscular and broad chested, one was blonde and the other dark haired like. The sky was darker now, and the lamps near the ground seemed much brighter, and covered the cabins and the floor in a dim yellow glow. As I neared the group it became clear that they were very intoxicated, and having the time of their lives. They were talking loudly and laughing.

When I came near them they looked at me, and the man I had recognized shouted gleefully.

"Hey man! You were at Holly's wedding, right?"

I nodded, and tried to ask him if he'd seen Amy but he spoke over me. I could hear soft moans and groans of carnal pleasure emanating from the closed door to the cabin we were standing in front of.

"Right on, bro. You won't fucking believe what's going on here. Did you see the maid of honour? Sexy little item, in the black dress?"

He immediately had my full attention. I tried to show no discernible emotion or excitement, and nodded.

"Do you...you know? Wanna have a go at her?"

I felt sick. He continued.

"Horniest woman I've ever seen, bro. Came out here to drink with us and flashed us her boobs and shaved pussy. My turn next with her," he said, gesturing towards the closed door to the cabin. "Get in line, she's up for anyone tonight! Hottest piece of ass you'll ever get this easy."

Up until that point a small...a positively tiny part of me was still optimistic that hey, maybe this wasn't my wife after all. Maybe my loving wife was still up at the reception, sitting down somewhere having a rest and wondering where I am right now. That hope was shattered when I heard Amy's voice faintly coming from inside the cabin.

"Oh God Pete...fuck me. Fuck me with your huge black cock!"

That was my lovely wife's voice alright. My heart broke into a million pieces and my cock engorged. I pictured my lovely little wife getting railed by the muscular Pete, his enormous black cock sliding into her pussy, pumping her. I pictured her face contorted in an expression of utmost ecstasy as she shook from the fucking she received.

I stood there a few more minutes, listening to the sounds of my wife's adultery.

"Cum inside me Pete! Fill me up with your cum!" She screamed as the guys around me giggled like girls.

I told the guys I was going to pee, and walked behind one of the cabins facing this one. I didn't want Pete or Amy to get a look at me. I would think of how to confront her later. My mind was reeling right then, I could barely think.

"Fucking unreal, right?" I heard Pete say to the guys. "Have fun with her, boys. Don't go gentle, she can take it good."

I peeked out from behind the cabin, to look at Pete walking away while the guy I'd been talking to stepped inside, along with the other two. I guess they decide not to wait for turn after turn. The door was open. And there was my wife, lying naked on the bed, lit in golden light from the lamp inside the room. She looked beautiful. She smiled at the guys entering. One of them shut the door behind her but she stopped him.

"It's stuffy in here, let it stays open. There's no one else, outside right?" She asked.

"Nope," he replied. "It's alright."

She sat upright as the guys began to undress quickly and get on the bed with her, standing up around her. She began to stroke their cocks, while the black guy bent down and gave her a big sloppy kiss. After the kiss was over she leaned forwards and took his cock in her mouth as she stroked the other two.

All three of them had massive cocks, and they stood really close to my wife so that the tips of their cocks were just an inch or two away from her face. She switched between the cocks she was sucking and she'd stroke the other two while she sucked on the third one. She was putting on a show like I'd never seen in any porn video. Licking from the tip to the shaft and sucking on the balls before licking back up again and taking the cock as deep inside her mouth as she could.

I couldn't bear any more and I took my cock out and began playing with myself, peeking out from behind the cabin. It was fully dark now, and fireflies began to fly in from the woods surrounding the place.

"God I've missed getting gangbanged," I heard Amy said. "Holly and I used to all the time back when we were in high school here. The entire basketball teams."

She deep throated the black guy's cock until her chin touched his balls, then slowly withdrew, leaving his shaft glistening with her saliva.

"I still finger myself thinking of those bus rides," she said.

After a while of giving these guys oral, the black guy laid down on the bed, and she hovered on top of his cock before lowering herself slowly, impaling her pussy inch by inch on it, while the other guys moved by her head and resumed taking their pleasure from her mouth and her hands. I heard her bottom out on the guys cock with a wet squish, and then she began twerking her ass. What a mesmerizing sight.

I was standing pretty far from the bed but still I could hear the squishing produced by my wife's wet pussy as she fucked herself silly on the monster cock she was riding as she sucked on the balls of the blonde guy while stroking the brunette. I caught the glint of her wedding ring on her finger that stroked his massive veiny cock.

"See, I told you," said Holly. "I see a cuck when I see one."

I jumped with fright. Holly and Pete stood behind me, Holly still in her beautiful wedding dress, while I tried frantically to zip up. Pete looked smug and smiled at me.

"Don't bother," she said, reaching out and pulling my pants down again. "You could never satisfy a slut like Amy with that length, Larry. Do you see what your wife is now?"

She gestured at the fornication going on in the room with her brow as I turned and peeked out again, to look. The black guy was pumping Amy with his huge cock rapidly while she was sucking and stroking the cocks of the two other guys.

Suddenly I felt a soft hand on my cock as Holly whispered into my ear.

"Just keep watching. Look at your pretty wife get fucked by that big black cock. Never thought she could be like this, did you? Well you married a right slut, Larry. The biggest slut in town, even bigger than me. She had to move out to get away from her reputation, but I guess she just couldn't stay away forever."

She was stroking my cock, which was already fully hard, and I stared transfixed, watching my wife rub the two cocks on her face eagerly. Holly went down on her knees in front of me and began to fondle my balls before kissing them.

"I haven't seen her have this much fun since the time she was fucked by my dad, my uncle and I together. I always was curious to see who she'd end up marrying."

I felt her tongue on my cock, circling the tip and then trailing down the shaft. Then the gorgeous bride enveloped my cock in her warm, wet mouth.

"My husband's just like you. Doesn't have a clue," she whispered.

Inside the cabin, Amy lied on top of the black guy, spent, as he slowly withdrew his cock from inside her before moving out from under her as the blonde haired guy walked behind her and made her get on all fours. He slid his huge cock inside her in one go and began thrusting wildly, their flesh slapping together.

I looked down to see Holly's big pretty eyes looking up at me and her pink lips wrapped around my cock. It was too much. It was too god damn much.

"Oh...fuck!" I whimpered as I began to cum.

Holly didn't move an inch but let me spurt all my cum into her mouth. I felt her squeezing the last bits out of my cock with her suction before licking my cock thoroughly, and finally swallowing.

"Have fun watching your wife, Larry," she said, and kissed me deeply before walking away towards the walkway.

"I'm gonna join in the festivities," said Pete as he walked towards the cabin.

"Pete!" Amy piped up when she saw him.

"Time for round 2, darling," he said smoothly.

He went to her and they kissed together for a full minute while he unzipped and pulled his pants down to reveal the biggest blackest cock I had ever seen. He climbed onto the bed and began rubbing his massive erection all over my gorgeous wife's face as she took a full two minutes just sniffing and letting it rub against her face before she went to town on it with her mouth, lapping it up, trying to take it as deep into her mouth as she could, kissing his balls and sucking on them.

"Is your husband's cock better?" he asked, glancing my way.

"Fuck no," she moaned. "I regret leaving this monster every day."

The words pierced my heart like arrows.

The blond guy fucking her swapped places with Pete and the brunette went to a suitcase in the room and brought out a little bottle of lube. And soon I was watching my wife Amy suck a giant black cock while impaled a massive white one with another probing her backdoor, and slowly sliding in. She began to moan like crazy, her voice muffled by the cock in her mouth but still loud.

I had never had anal with my wife. She'd never let me. She'd always told me it was the one thing she objected to and here she was, not even flinching while getting ass fucked by a complete stranger! The double penetration began as both the cocks inside her little body began thrusting. They soon developed a steady rhythm that shook her entire body and that she used to time her head bobbing up and down on Pete's monster black cock.

The DP went on for a while until she started positively screaming that she was about to cum. I'd never seen her like this. Her entire body trembled as she shouted and squirted juices five times the volume I could cum at my best. It was the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen.

The guys withdrew and stood around her in a circle and began to stroke their cocks wildly as my pretty wife sat upright and gently rubbed her sore and sopping wet pussy and clit, looking up at them with her adorable eyes. She encouraged their orgasms by sticking her tongue out and licking their shafts one by one and sucking on their balls. At one point they all rested their cocks on her face. 4 massive cocks covering my pretty wife's face. I came in my hands once again just watching that. The smile on her face was wide when it happened. She seemed as happy as the day we got married.

The brunette one was the first to shoot his load, and he thrust his cock in between my wife's soft pink lips, stretching them around his girth, and held her head steady as he thrust deep inside her and began shuddering as he deposited his load in her throat. Halfway through however he pulled out of her mouth, and painted her adorable face with his thick milky cum. Watching this was too much for the blond guy and the black guy, and they both shot out ropes of thick, white cum that landed across my wife's nose and forehead and cheeks and neck and boobs, and began to slowly droop down.

The only one left was Pete. He decided he wanted something else. He pushed Amy down on the bed and climbed on top of her, his large black body atop her small pale one, and lined his cock up with her pussy and pushed in deep, bottoming out with one stroke. He began to fuck her, harder than anyone had fucked her yet while she wrapped her arms and legs around her ex's large body. She moaned and groaned and whimpered 'cum inside my baby!'

And he obliged. He grunted and froze, before he began to shudder and try to push his cock even deeper inside my wife's married pussy. I could see his cock pulsate as he deposited what I knew was a massive load of cum, because I could see his cock keep pulsating even after thirty seconds.

They stayed together like that for a few minutes, joined together, breathing heavily, eyes closed. Then he withdrew his cock slowly and it slid out with a wet squishing sound. I saw a stream of white cum immediately emerge from her pussy which was stretched wide open and began trailing down her asshole and onto the bedsheet.
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IV
I was sitting alone at the table with a glass of wine in my hand. The band had gone home. Holly and most of the wedding party had retired to their rooms. I could hear the sound of the ocean waves in the distance.
Amy leaned in and kissed my cheeks and then gave me a big fat kiss. I could taste what the men had done to her.
'Have you been okay here, baby?" She asked, bright as always. If I hadn't witnessed it, I would never have guessed what she'd done.
"Yeah, a bit bored. Where were you?" I asked.
"I drank too much, I was resting in Holly's room. She didn't tell you?"
I shook my head. It was time to confront her. But I first needed to understand how I felt about this. This whole thing. My wife was a nymphomaniac. She was crazy for black cock. And watching her getting fucked by three hung men was the hottest thing I could've ever thought of seeing. And then, watching my pretty wife smile at me, remember how she had looked with four cocks covering her adorable white face, I realized what I wanted.
I wanted to see it again.
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White Wife Cuckolds Me With Three Hung Black Guys
[image: Vara Damon]



"Look. Babe, your happiness is what I care about most. I'm serious. It's okay. Your needs aren't being fulfilled, I know that. I guess it's just better than you being frustrating and us fighting all the time about it."

There it was. I'd said it. My conclusion came at the culmination of another fight, one that had cut deep. I know she loved me, and she knew I love her. But my condition was driving a wedge in our marriage, and I couldn't let it any longer.

The thing is, I suffer from premature ejaculation. Not helped by the fact that my member isn't what you would call average sized, even. I learned that long ago. I'd married Rachel when I was still in college, a 19 year old. I'd thought then that as we went on through our sexual life I'd improve. Not many boys do last long when they're just starting off. But it didn't get better after all. I never let Rachel suck me off because I was afraid that I'd immediately go off and wouldn't be able to get hard again to make love to her. And when we did make love, I could barely reach ten thrusts before I was out of the game.

The first few years she was patient with me. But a woman's patience can only run for so long, especially when its fueled by sexual frustration. The fight we'd just had was preceded by me getting off super quickly, and Rachel desperately trying to get me hard again so she could get off herself.

My own inadequacy, my desolation at not being able to satisfy my beautiful young wife, and my own frustration made me go off on her. Now she stood in front of me, after my statement, looking confused, biting her lip.

"Are you sure about this?" She now asked me, softly.

"Yes I am. I love you okay?"

"I love you too," she replied.

Truth be told, I was into the idea of another man fucking my pretty little wife since a while now. I don't know when it started. The porn sure seemed hot, and soon the idea took its place firmly in my mind. It was the perfect solution. The only solution. I was good at getting Rachel off with my mouth and fingers but it didn't really seem to quench her at all.

We both went to sleep. After that night, neither of us were really sure on how to proceed further. A few days went past, and then a few weeks. I knew both of us were thinking about it. Neither of us knew what to say. When we made love the idea manifested itself.

"God this cock feels huge, baby," she'd say as I kissed her and fondled her soft breasts. "Do you wanna see another man cum on my face?"

I'd nod and she'd go down and begin stroking my cock. A few seconds later I'd erupt, and she'd make sure it plastered her face.

In the end it was her who decided we'd waited long enough.

"Let's do it," she said to me, standing naked at the door, biting her lip, while I read the news on my laptop.

I looked at her, and I immediately knew what she meant. I nodded.

She dressed pretty sexy, a yellow dress that barely came down to the middle of her thighs. No underwear and no bras. Pretty risky, I thought. But then if this wasn't a night to go all out I don't know what would be.

I asked her what the plan was, and she described it to me.

I checked in at the Lowland Sprite Hotel, a block from the bar she'd mentioned, and then walked to the bar she'd chosen, supposedly a place she passed every day on her way to work and back.

'Mamba Sports Bar,' the sign above the joint read, big yellow lettering on green. Looked pretty faded and old. Through the fogged up windows, the bar looked pretty crowded. Mostly black men, raucously laughing and talking. No sign of Rachel. The din emanating from the crowd was muffled by the glass. Maybe she'd changed her mind and gone home, or something. Wouldn't that be a relief? Because my heart was thumping in my chest. I looked at my phone. No calls, no texts. She hadn't left, then. I heaved the heavy door open and walked in.

A blast of noise hit me. The clinking of glasses against each other, the slamming of hands on tables, beer bottles being knocked onto the counter, and the loud roar of dozens of people loudly talking amongst themselves in a drunken cheer at the same time. The entire place smelled of beer and weed. Why the hell had Rachel chosen this place?

I looked around, and couldn't see her, so I made my way towards the inner area. I spotted her at a table on the far side, against the wall which was covered by clippings from sports magazines and paintings. She was accompanied by three very large, black men. One on one side of her and two on the other. I sat on a stool on the counter, at an angle from which I could inconspicuously have a view of my sweet, gorgeous wife. They were handsome guys, no doubt, slick and smooth.

"What you want?" the bartender asked. A large black man wearing an apron.

"Um...uh...a cranberry juice?" I stammered out.

The man sitting beside me turned to me.

"Natural diuretic. My girlfriend drinks it all the time, when she's on her period. You on your period?" He asked, chuckling.

I nervously shook my head.

"We ain't got that," the bartender growled.

"Just a coke, then?"

The bartender nodded and brought me a glass.

I. Did. Not. Belong. In. This. Place.

I turned around to get a look at Rachel again and my eyes went wide with shock. Her head was turned up as she kissed the man sitting on her left, who was much taller than her. They continued kissing, and I caught a glimpse of her tongue dancing with his. My cock rose inside my pants. This was incredible. As he kissed my wife, I noticed his hand rise and squeeze my wife's breast. They broke the kiss and she smiled at him. Then the guy on her right held her chin and turned her face to him and began kissing her, and pawing her other breast.

Rachel moved her hands to the crotches of the two men and began to rub them at the same time. As she broke away from the other man her eyes found mine for just a moment before she looked away again. She then said something to the men and stood up. The men grabbed her ass and slapped it as she tried to get out and she giggled. Then she walked over to the counter, and ordered a beer.

"I don't' like this," I said to her.

"What? What's the problem?" She frowned.

"There's three guys, not one like we'd planned, for starters. And they all look like gangsters or something. Why the hell did you choose this place?"

She smiled at me the entire time, as was part of the plan. But I saw her frustration with me in her eyes.

"I don't have a problem, okay?" She said. "Now come on, it's going to be fine."

She grabbed the beer and I followed her to the table.

"Hey guys this is Steve, he wants to join us and he has a hotel room a block away. Nobody minds, right?"

The guys definitely did mind, looking from the way they looked at me, but they all muttered agreement.

"Great!" Rachel piped up. "Steve, this is Shawn, that's Jackson, and that's Reese. Let's get out of this place then, it's kinda crowded."

We all stumbled out of the bar, surrounded by the guys with their arms around her, as I trailed behind, trying to get close to her but failing completely. She was giggling and laughing the entire time and I could see her ass get squeezed and slapped occasionally by the men as she walked. She was loving every single second of it.

When we walked into the hotel the receptionist eyed us suspiciously. I wonder how this was looking to her. They stopped in front of the elevator and Rachel turned around.

"What floor, Steve?"

"Third. Room 102."

Inside the elevator they each took turns kissing my wife deeply and squeezing her soft round breast. Shawn pulled the strap of her dress down on one side, exposing her breast which he began to kiss and suck on while she had her arm around Reese, kissing him. Right before I could lean in to kiss her, the elevator dinged and the doors slid open smoothly. An old woman stood watching us, shocked, as Rachel quickly covered herself up again and we all passed her, giggling.

I slipped in front of them when we were at the door and took the key card out of my pocket to open the door.

"Just give me a moment I'm gonna freshen up, alright?" Said Rachel, winking.

Then she went into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. I stood against a wall, unsure of what to do, as Shawn, Reese and Jackson talked among themselves.

"Never seen a horny slut like this before, man," I heard Shawn say.

"I'm hard as fuck already just from her rubbing my cock," Reese replied.

"Yo, do you know this chick?" Jackson asked me.

"N..No. I just..saw her at the bar," I stammered out.

"Uh huh. So ya'll not a married couple then?"

"What...m-makes you think that?"

"Her skin's pale where her wedding band should've been. So is yours," he said, smirking.

Busted. He winked at me as Shawn and Reese chuckled.

"You're not the first to think this shit up, bruh," said Jackson.

Right then the door to the bathroom opened and Rachel walked out. Shawn stood up and walked to her and pulled her to him, and into a deep, passionate kiss that lasted longer than I ever have inside her, while his hands explored the gentle, soft curves of her beautiful ass.

While Shawn and Rachel kissed, Reese walked in behind her and pressed himself against her, slowly grinding his crotch against her soft butt, kissing her neck and shoulders while slowly pulling the straps of her dress down. It was strange to see my gorgeous young wife, pale and little, sandwiched between the two black hunks whose hands were roaming freely across all of her. Touching what only I had touched, kissing what was supposed to just be mine to kiss. And I knew it was only going to get further from there. I hadn't even noticed how insanely turned on I was. My cock was fully hard, and I was willing myself to not cum in my jeans.

Rachel's dress was only held up by her breasts and the pressure she was receiving from both sides. Shawn decided to remove the obstacle and pulled it down, moving away from her to let it slide down her smooth skin and down to the ground, where it bunched up around her feet.

There stood my wife in all her naked glory. Open to the hungry eyes of three black men. Her skin which only I'd seen until now. Shawn bent down and began to suck on her pink nipples as Reese turned her face to him and engaged her in another deep and passionate kiss. It lasted an eternity as their tongues explored the other's mouth and Rachel put her arm around his neck, pulling him close. It was sloppy, it was hot. I'd never kissed her like that. With raw passion, unhindered.

Reese broke away from her and kissed her chin and cheeks and forehead and then began to sink down to his knees, kissing every inch of her flawless pale skin on his way down. He kissed her neck, and her shoulders and her back and her waist, and her hips and every inch of her ass. He licked it and gave it hickeys, and spread her cheeks to give her crack a good licking, all the while Shawn sucked on her breasts and licked them.

Then he too began to sink to his knees, kissing her breasts and stomach and pubes before diving in. I knew the exact moment his tongue made contact with her clit because Rachel immediately gasped really hard, and began to moan as he began eating her out. He made her put one of her legs over his shoulder for support as she stood, Reese kissing and licking her asshole while Shawn licked her little pussy up, making her wet. The sounds of sloppy licking filled the room. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen, hotter than anything I'd seen in any porn video.

"Oh fuck yes....oh yeah," Rachel moaned.

She held onto Shawn's head, her fingers in his hair, as she leaned her head back and shut her eyes and got lost in the sensations the two mouths on her pussy and ass were giving her. I knew she'd never felt anything like it before. Shawn kissed her inner thighs and her pubes and I saw her pull on the lips of her pussy with his lips. Then he brought his fingers up to her nether regions and inserted one in slowly.

Rachel's moans of pleasure redoubled as Shawn embedded his finger deep inside her while giving her clit a good lick. Then he withdrew his finger and pushed another one in, and began to thrust them in and out. Soon he fell into a pretty quick rhythm, all the while making sure his tongue stayed right on target with her clit.

I'd never heard Rachel make the sounds she was making right then. Incoherent gasps and moans, sounds of pure pleasure. She'd lost herself completely in the pleasure.

"Oh yeah...Oh yes...Oh God yes..."

I adjusted my own cock in my pants which was rock hard by now. Rachel began to scream, louder and louder as Shawn's fingering quickened in pace, making wet, sloppy, squishy sounds. He was fingering her so hard that droplets of her juices were flying off onto her thighs, his shirt, and the floor.

"I'M CUMMING!" She screamed, her face contorted in pure ecstasy.

Her whole body shuddered as she came, and squirted her juices all over Shawn's hand and shirt and face. He and Reese had to hold her up as her knees buckled and she moaned like I'd never heard any porn actress moan. In all my time pleasuring Rachel with my tongue and fingers I'd never made her squirt like this. This was a first for me, and it was too much. I shuddered as I came in my pants, and a wet spot formed in the front of my jeans.

"Oh God...dear God...oh Jesus," Rachel gasped, as she tried to catch her breath, her breasts heaving.

"That was fucking incredible," said Shawn, gently lapping up the juices on her pussy and thighs. "Beautiful. She ever done this before?"

I shook my head no, and he smirked. Then he looked down at my jeans and laughed.

"Hey baby, look over there, your husband came along with you!"

Rachel looked at my jeans, her eyes half shut, still trying to catch her breath, and smiled.

"You liked that baby?"

"Yeah honey," I replied.

Shawn stood up, picked my wife up and carried her to the bed, the rest of us following them. She idly fingered her pussy and rubbed her nipples as Shawn and Reese and Jackson began to take their clothes off. Looking at them, I followed suit.

"What the fuck is that?" Said Jackson, pointing at my soft cock. "No wonder you need some good fucking, baby. I feel so sorry for you, working with that."

"You're here now, give me a good fuck cowboy," said Rachel, her eyes fixated on his cock, and ogling the cocks of the others one by one.

I felt humiliated at her absent defense of my size, as she stared at the massive black cocks the three men had, along with gigantic balls.

Rachel licked her lips and said, "Let me suck on them first."

The three men got onto the bed. Rachel got up and kneeled in between them as they surrounded her. I couldn't bring myself to join them, and I just backed away and sat in the chair in the corner of the room and began stroking my cock to bring it back to life. Shouldn't be too hard, I was witnessing the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.

Rachel's beautiful face was now framed by three enormous cocks hovering on three sides, inches away.

"They smell wonderful," she whispered. "So manly.."

"Here, get a closer feel," said Shawn, and thrust his hips in front a bit so that his cock rubbed over her cheek and nose.

The others followed suit and I watched my pretty, young wife get her face rubbed by three enormous black cocks. She sniffed deeply. My cock quickly began growing again.

"Mmmm, delicious," I heard Rachel whisper.

She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, and let them drag their cocks over her tongue, tasting their manhoods. And then she got to work. She grabbed hold of Reese and Jackson and opened her mouth wide and took the head of Shawn's cock inside, and hollowed her cheeks as she sucked on it. I could see her mouth move with what had to be her tongue giving Shawn's cock a good licking, that wasn't visible to anyone else. I wondered how it felt. I'd never let her suck me off a lot. There was no way I'd have held off an orgasm if I was in Shawn's place.

Her hands moved from Jackson and Reese's cock to Shawn's butt, which she grabbed on to as she tried to get more of his humongous cock into her mouth. Her lips were stretched open and her pretty eyes were looking up at his face as inch after inch of his thick, veiny black cock slid into her wet mouth. She seemed to truly love doing this. And here I was, denying her this joy for years.

It seemed like she couldn't take any more after half of Shawn's cock was inside her mouth. It was still impressive. I was sure that more than the length of my own cock was inside her mouth and throat right then. She tried to move further but scrunched up her face and I knew that her gag reflex was kicking in. My own cock was hard again and I badly wanted to stroke it but didn't, because I felt I'd go off immediately, watching the erotic sight presenting itself before me.

Rachel slowly drew away, the inches of Shawn's black cock impaling her mouth reappearing slowly, glistening with her spit. Finally the head popped out, and she took a deep breath.

"You're a natural, baby," Shawn said smoothly, making Rachel smile. "And with no practice as well, huh? Looking at the size of your husband. Well done."

Shawn rubbed his cock on Rachel's face.

"Don't forget about us darling," said Reese.

"Wouldn't dream of it," Rachel purred as she turned around to face him.

Shawn held her ass and made her get on all fours, her ass sticking out in his direction. Meanwhile Rachel had her face buried in Reese's nutsack, while he held his cock up and moaned. She was doing an expert job, licking his balls and sucking on them one by one before licking her way up his shaft to the head of his cock and sucking on it. Reese let go of his cock and it hovered in front of her beside Jackson's, both of them at an angle inches away from her mouth, her eyes fixated on them.

Shawn was lining his mammoth cock up with her little pussy.

"Get ready to feel a real man inside you, darling," he said.

My wife was about to get fucked by another man. It was finally happening. And I was going to watch it.

He pressed the head of his big cock against her pussy, her pussy lips enveloping it. He gently pushed, with increasing force and then the head slid in, and Rachel moaned loudly, her voice muffled by Jackson's cock in her mouth at the time.

"No other woman's taken all of me inside before, you know," said Shawn.

He slowly pushed his cock inside my wife. She withdrew her mouth from Jackson's cock and moaned freely as slowly, inch by inch, the massive cock stretched her wide and made its way inside her. I knew this had to be a completely alien, completely foreign sensation to her. My cock wasn't even half the size of the behemoth penetrating her, and about one third the length. And she was taking it like a champ. I'd been sitting on a firework all these years, no wonder she got so frustrated with me. Even she didn't know it.

She continued alternating between sucking Reese and Jackson's cocks and balls, moaning all the while as Shawn penetrated her, until he bottomed out.

"Oh God yes...it feels so good...amazing..." she said, almost incoherently.

I could see her face and I saw on it an expression I'd never before seen. A mixture of pure ecstasy, joy and pleasure. I could tell she was loving this. And I could tell this wouldn't be the last she'd want of this. Well that was the plan after all, wasn't it?

"Oh yes. Oh yes. Yes!" She screamed as Shawn slid his cock out an inch before slamming it back in.

"Congratulations Rachel. You're the first woman to take all of me inside her."

"You feel so good. So fucking good," she said.

"Better than your husband?"

"Oh so so so so much better!" She moaned.

Every 'so' hurt, not gonna lie.

Shawn withdrew his cock a few more inches this time, before pushing them back in. And so began the fucking of my precious little Rachel, my loving, devoted wife. Shawn took it slow at first, letting her pussy completely stretch to accommodate him, before increasing his pace. A few minutes later I watched wide eyed as he slammed a significant length of his cock into her soaking wet pussy, the sound of their flesh slapping together and his balls hitting her clit filling the air.

"Fuck that's a tight pussy," Shawn said, grunting.

Rachel moaned loudly with every thrust, but she didn't let up on the work she had been doing on the other end, dutifully alternating between licking, sucking and face fucking Reese and Jackson's cocks. Now as Shawn fucked her hard, she would take one of them in her mouth at a time and let her body be thrust forward by Shawn's fucking, using the movement to give their cocks a nice fucking with her mouth.

"I'm gonna come soon," Shawn announced, fucking my wife harder than ever. I was afraid he was going to hurt her, or himself, at the pace he was going.

It was like watching a piston in a steam engine, unrelenting, forceful and constant. It was a beautiful sight. Something I could never do for my own wife.

"Where do you want it?" He asked Rachel.

"Give it to me in my pussy. Give it to me deep!" Rachel shouted back at him.

What?!

"Babe, are you on the pill?"

"Shut the FUCK up, Steve!" She screamed at me.

I quickly shut up again.

"I'm cumming, fuck!" Shawn announced.

And then he slammed his cock deep into my wife's married pussy for a final time, his body shuddering and tensing up entirely. He stood there frozen and twitching as he began to deposit a massive load of thick, white cum right into my wife's pussy. No longer my domain. I knew the amount he came was enormous because cum literally spurted out from the edges of her pussy and began dripping down her thighs and onto the white sheets of the bed. All of it was too hot for me. And I came again. I squirted cum which landed on my own thigh as my cock pulsated and twitched, my eyes transfixed on the cum leaking from my lovely little wife's sweet pussy.

"I can feel it squirting inside," my wife murmured sensually. "So warm. God damn. Yes!"

They stayed joined together, my wife's face buried in the pillow and Shawn balls deep inside her, for a while as they both tried to get back to their senses. Then slowly Shawn pulled his cock out. The head slid out with a squishy, wet pop followed by his cum oozing out of her gaping open pussy.

"That was the best fuck I've ever had," said Rachel, sighing.

"Likewise," said Shawn, slapping my wife's ass and leaving a red imprint forming where his hand touched her skin.
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Rachel got fucked all night, by each of the men. After Shawn was done, she rose Reese until he shot up a second load of cum inside her, and she sucked Shawn back to hardness while she got banged by Jackson from behind. In the early morning they fell asleep, a mess of naked bodies, three black and one white, on the bed.
We drove back to the house wordlessly in the afternoon. Rachel just kept looking out of the window with a slight smile of contentment on her face. Shawn, Reese and Jackson had left while we were asleep, but they'd left a note with Shawn's number that Rachel immediately saved to her phone. I don't know if the events of the past 12 hours had just not sunk in for me, or I was just...okay with it. But I felt calm. And I felt happy for Rachel. And I knew that things would never be the same again and that was okay.
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White Wife Cuckolds Me With My Alpha Friends
[image: Vara Damon]



"Babe, you look gorgeous!"
Bryan's jaw had dropped to the floor once he saw his beautiful young wife emerge from the bedroom. He'd rarely seen April dressed in something so provocative and skimpy, and those times were usually reserved for their private sessions in the bedroom. This time stood out. His exceedingly pretty 22-year-old wife was going to be in the public gaze, dressed in that sexy little outfit.
"Thanks, baby!" said April, smiling mischievously at him. "I'm glad you like it," she added, twirling around for Bryan.
"I love it!" Bryan replied.
April's outfit consisted of a red top and a short black skirt, both of which were made of a very thin, stretchy material. Needless to say, the outfit displayed the considerable, luscious curves of her figure. The top, cut low, exhibited a generous, delicious amount of April's ample bosom. Just like the top, the short-skirt fit April's body like a tight glove. It went down to the mid-point between her hips and knees, and offered a wonderful view of her pale, long legs. To complete the outfit, she wore a pair of black high-heeled shoes which accentuated her firm, long legs even more.
April had long, smooth, wavy hair which went down to the center of her back. Even without smiling, there was no argument that April had a beautiful face. But she looked even more appealing when she smiled. Since April was a warm and pleasant person, the 22-year-old usually had a happy expression upon her lovely face.
Bryan's eyes surveyed the incredible sight of his wife in that outfit and surmised, "I'd fuck you all day if you didn't have the bloody gig today. That's what I get for dating a model, I suppose."
"Mhm," said April, leaning over and pecking her husband's cheek with a kiss. "I'll have to take a rain-check on that, for another day."
"You better get going," Bryan said. "As much as I want you to stay, I'm not gonna let you miss out on that dollar. When is it again?"
"I have a few hours babe, don't worry. I just wanted to get ready early, get a feel for the outfit, try to see if everything was working well or if I should change something."
"You look perfect," Bryan reassured her. "But you've got to leave right now. I don't want you here when the guys show up for the game."
"What?" April frowned. "Why not?" She asked, pouting. "No one will even be there right now I'll have to sit and wait alone for everyone to show up!"
"It's not your fault, honey. It's just that these guys...they're a bit rowdy and aggressive and stuff. I still haven't showed them a picture of you or anything. I want to have better relations with them only because they're my co-workers, or I'd never even hang out with the bastards. You're probably gonna hate them!"
"Oh, listen to you," April smiled, flipping her hand at him. "I won't like them? I don't judge anyone because they scream or hoot and holler when their favorite football team scores a touchdown," she paused and giggled, "If that was the case, I'd have never married you!"
Bryan shook his head and returned, "No, you do not understand. I would just feel uncomfortable with you and them here at the same time."
"I'm not leaving," April insisted, "until it's time for the audition. You can try to change my mind, but it won't work." She turned and started strolling toward the kitchen. "Besides, I won't bother you guys. Neither you nor your friends will even know I'm here."
As Bryan watched April's round ass jiggle and twitch seductively with each and every step, he mumbled to himself, "Oh, I have a feeling they'll know you're here..."
Over the next hour, Bryan's group of friends made their way to the apartment. All of them were his co-workers and were also very close to his age of 26. Brad had blond hair and a physically-fit body, thanks to many surfing sessions at the beach. Rob's hair was brown and he had a slim but strong body. Logan had black hair, a handsome face, and a buff build. Ali had the best-looking body of the group. He was tall and attractive and black, and the most well-liked by Bryan.
The four guests expected to come over to Bryan's place to get loud and rowdy for their favorite pro football team. None of them expected to find a blonde bombshell like April; especially one dressed in such a tiny little outfit. They had never met Bryan's wife before, and to no great shock, were extremely impressed with April's beauty.
The young woman found herself giggling like a schoolgirl with some of the forward comments coming from the men.
"Wow! Bryan, where have you been hiding this?" said Brad.
"What a fine-looking lady," Rob observed.
"Too bad you're married, sweetheart," Logan told her.
Bryan figured his friends were just kidding, so he laughed while telling them to stop teasing his wife. The group finally relented, and made their way to the living room. The football game was just about to start.
Nonetheless, the compliments from the guys made April feel very lightheaded and bubbly. She liked her husband's friends. As a result, the blonde decided that she was going to help them out until leaving for the audition. Not to mention she was beginning to feel very warm between her legs listening to the men. She'd never felt this way before. So turned on and so naughty and she wanted to feel a bit more of this sensation.
Bryan protested at first, but April nonetheless wound up serving the guys drinks and snacks from the kitchen. It was her own idea, of course. None of the guys objected to having a "waitress" serve them food and refreshments. This way, they would not miss any action of the big game.
Over the next hour, the young wife must have made her way in and out of the living room more than a dozen times. Instead of watching the television screen when April was present, most of the eyes in the room were now focused on her large, firm breasts as they seductively bounced and wiggled with each step. If a set of eyes wasn't fixated upon her breasts, they were on her sweet ass, watching it twitch while she moved along.
"Hey Bryan, no offense but...does your wife always dress like this with guests or...?" Rob asked Bryan once April left the room.
"Ha, never. She doesn't even dress like this normally at home. The thing is, she has a modelling assignment a bit later today," Bryan replied, laughing. "Her agent called her about it and gave her a dress code, so that's it."
"Phew," Brad commented, shaking his head. "With your wife in there, I feel bad for the other girls. Lots of self-confidence is about to be lost."
The other three guests all nodded their heads in agreement.
"Come on guys, let's focus on the game, yeah?" Bryan insisted, shaking his head with a tiny smile.
A short time later, April was preparing a bowl of popcorn and some nachos when she heard a deafening cheer come from the living room-and not the television set.
"Men, I swear," she smiled to herself.
When April went back out to the living room, all eyes were on her again. While the four guests had explored nearly every subtle curve and shape of April's hot body, they all wondered what she would look like without wearing that tiny outfit. An erection shot up in less than three seconds in Brad's pants, once April leaned over while handing him a bowl of nachos. Brad had received a clear, unobstructed view down the middle of her deep cleavage.
"I'm gonna go upstairs for a second," April told her husband. "I'll be back soon."
"Okay," Bryan replied.
Once April turned and started walking toward the steps, all four guests turned their heads and watched her ass as it jiggled and swayed with each and every step.
"Not cool, guys," Bryan admonished once his wife went upstairs.
They all looked back at him.
"This is the last time we ever have a football party at my place," said Bryan.
"Ahh come on," Rob said, laughing. "You know, Bryan, you're enjoying this just as much as we are. You like showing off that hot wife of yours to us - it's like bragging, it's totally unfair!"
"I'm not showing her off," Bryan told them. "I didn't even want her to be here! I asked her to leave earlier."
"Bullshit," they all said in a chorus.
At this point, April was making her way down the steps. When she heard voices coming from the living room, she stopped and decided to eavesdrop.
"I'm glad she's here," Brad said with a toothy grin. "I much rather watch your wife than some football game, to be honest."
"Damn it, guys..." Bryan sighed. "Come on, stop."
"What kind of model is she, by the way?" Rob asked.
"What do you mean?" Bryan inquired.
"What kind of assignments does she go for?"
"Just regular fashion, a few runway gigs, a bit of lingerie and swimwear sometimes," Bryan told him. "Why do you ask?"
Rob shrugged his shoulders and replied, "She kinda looks like a nude model I saw in a magazine I read last week. I showed the guys, remember? Didn't she look a lot like April?"
Logan, Brad and Ali all nodded their heads in agreement at that comment. Meanwhile, still on the staircase, April's eyes grew wide at that statement.
"Shut up, guys!" Bryan told them. "I don't want you talking about my wife that way!"
"We wouldn't mind giving April a nice gangbang," Logan smirked. "Remember last weekend? When you saw that vid with us at my house? In fact, that pornstar getting gangbanged kinda looked like your wife too. Hot, right?"
April's pussy gave a shiver as she listened to Logan talking about gangbanging her. Her cunt was on fire, and she could feel her wetness soak the sheer material of the bikini bottoms she wore.
"DUDE!" Bryan exploded. "STOP IT!"
"Bryan would probably like to watch us do her," Brad joked.
It was then that April decided to step into the thick of things.
"You know, I've always thought you could find the most fascinating conversation while listening to men," April remarked as she made her way back into the living room.
All of the guys turned and looked at April, their jaws almost touching the floor in sheer embarrassment.
"Uhh... we're sorry, April," Logan said apologetically. "We were just teasing your husband."
"Ahhh..." Bryan struggled to find the right words. It was difficult, since April had a mean expression upon her face. "Honey, would you like it if I sent my friends home?"
Her arms folded, April tapped a high-heeled foot upon the carpet while staring angrily at the group of men.
"I've been real nice to all you guys, all afternoon, and this is the thanks I get for it? You compare me to some pornstar slut?!"
"We're sorry," Rob told her. "As Logan said, we were just teasing. Nothing serious. Please, it was just a joke."
Though angry on the outside, April's insides were aglow with heat and excitement. No one had ever spoken about her, at least that she knew of, in such graphic terms. Those nasty words actually made her hot.
"Oh?" she commented, her anger loosening up. "Was everything that you guys said just a joke?"
All of the men looked at her quizzically. Bryan was the one who broke the silence.
"What do you mean, honey?"
The young wife shrugged her shoulders and replied, "What was it you guys said?... You want to... yeah, you want to give me a nice gangbang, right?"
This time, everyone looked at her with shock. But the one most shocked was her husband, Bryan. However, Logan broke the silence this time, deciding to take a gamble.
"Well...to be honest, we'd love to gang-bang you."
"LOGAN!" Bryan exploded, in pure rage.
"Would you like that, honey?" April asked her husband. "Would you like it if these guys gang-banged me?"
Bryan's demeanor changed from rage to stunned disbelief. He looked at his wife, amazed at what she said.
"You probably would," April quipped, "since you spent last weekend watching some gangbang porno movie at Brad's house." She paused, surveying the stunned reactions around the living room. "I heard what you perverts said."
"I'm gonna send these guys home," Bryan said coolly.
"You didn't answer my question!" April remarked, raising her voice. "Would you like it if these guys gang-banged me?"
"If you would like it, yes, I would," came the words from Bryan's mouth.
They were out before he'd thought them over or processed them even for a second, and they echoed inside his head. He could not believe he had said that. April was HIS. She was his prize possession. But on the other hand, it had always been a deep-rooted fantasy of Bryan's to watch April get fucked by a group of men. He often thought of what the scene would look like, while watching adult movies of this particular genre.
"If any of you guys want me, come and get me."
The four guests looked at each other, then April, then each other again. They were all shocked. However, Logan was the first one to take the initiative. He stood up and started walking over to her.
"My pleasure, baby," he said smoothly.
Bryan looked on in stunned silence as he watched Logan take April into his arms and smother her mouth with a kiss. He saw a brief exchange of tongues, then looked at the other guys. They too, were staring at the scene in front of them in sheer amazement. Bryan never imagined that he could sit idly by and watch another man kiss his beloved wife. This was NOT happening.
April whimpered and nearly melted in Logan' arms as the kiss grew stronger and deeper. This was the most erotic feeling that had ever coursed through her body. Logan snaked a hand between their bodies pressed against each other, and pawed away at one of her ample breasts, hidden underneath the tight top she still wore. April squealed in arousal when Logan pinched one breast with a hand and used another to squeeze her ass.
When Logan grabbed April's short-skirt and pulled it up, past her waist, everyone had a clear view of her perfect ass and the string bikini-panties which barely hid anything at all.
At this point, Bryan jumped up and demanded, "Let her go, Logan! What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
"Shhh, Bryan," April admonished him, while breaking the kiss. "You said if I wanted to, I could have sex with these guys. Now sit back and enjoy the show."
Her mouth went back to Logan' for another passionate kiss.
Defeated, Bryan sat back down on the sofa. It was true. He did give her permission to carry on with these guys. But why was she acting like this? She'd never even come close to acting how she was now. What was happening? Why? His husbandly side was screaming at him, telling him to stop the scene before him from unfolding anymore. On the other hand, a side of him was urging him to let it continue. Slowly, that side was gaining the advantage.
Rob got up and decided to join the action. He walked over to April and Logan, who were still embracing one another with their lips locked. He nudged up behind April and pressed his bulging crotch against her backside. The pretty blonde sighed at the initial contact, then moaned as Rob wrapped his arms around her from behind. His hands came to rest on her massive breasts, and he cupped and squeezed both through the top she wore in repeated succession.
Logan brought April down to the floor with him, his lips still firmly attached to hers. He cupped her ass with his hands and pulled her body hard against his own, while kissing her deeper. Meanwhile, Rob dropped to his knees behind April, and thumbed her tiny bikini-panties down. He slipped her high-heels shoes off, then flicked both them and her bikini-panties away to the side.
Bryan quietly sat on the sofa, a mixture of wild emotions still running throughout him. That was his WIFE on the floor, getting worked over by two guys. But at the same time, his cock was as hard as it had ever been. It was so erect and hard that it felt as though it would explode in his pants.
As Rob rubbed and caressed her supple ass from behind, April broke the kiss with Logan and reached for his jeans. In a hurried rush, she unbuckled his belt and then pulled down his zipper. Her delicate hand dove inside his jeans, underneath his briefs, and gripped his rock-hard cock.
April squealed with delight as she pulled Logan' jeans and briefs down, exposing his massive erection. Soon, she grasped the base of his cock and then slipped its fat, juicy head between her moist red lips.
Logan moaned in arousal as April's blonde head started to bounce up and down over his erection. He looked down at her and smiled, then glanced over at Bryan and grinned at him as well.
"You're a very lucky man, Bryan," Logan announced. "I'd give my right arm to have this lusty babe as my wife."
On her hands and knees with her bottom perched in the air, April gave Rob ample access to her pussy. Behind her, Rob parted her slick pussy lips with two fingers and then drove his tongue inside. In response, April sighed in utter lust. She had never taken part in two-on-one sex before; this was definitely something new. And very exciting.
Rob then grasped each side of April's ass with his hands as he buried his lips and tongue in her moist pussy. April glanced back at him for an instant, but immediately resumed sucking Logan' cock.
"I can't wait until I get my hands on her," Brad said to himself, sitting on an adjacent chair. He had already undid his pants and was openly stroking his erection.
Ali sat beside him, his gaze steadily fixed on the sight before him. Bryan's gaze was drawn to his crotch, and the bulge there betrayed the size of his massive member, making Bryan's eyes widen in shock. April's head was bobbing up and down over Logan' cock at warp-speed, while her hips were wiggling back and forth in response to Rob's oral work on her pussy.
Neither Logan nor Rob could believe what they were doing. They came over here to watch the football game with Bryan, but instead were in the process of making love to his incredibly hot wife! Even more, Bryan was watching the action, too!
A loud chorus of moans and gasps were coming from the three individuals as the action got even more heated and passionate. April was doing her best to swallow Logan' monster cock right down her greedy little throat. At the same time, Rob was feasting on the sweet recesses of April's juicy pussy.
Logan had already come to the conclusion that April was giving him what had to be simply the best blowjob of his entire life. No one had ever given him a one better than this, and she wasn't even finished yet.
However, Logan brought the blowjob to a close when he could no longer contain himself. His cock erupted in her mouth, filling it with gush after gush of thick sperm. Logan sighed deeply at the discharge, and was amazed at the same time by April as she sucked and swallowed his cum down her hungry throat.
Still getting her pussy eaten from behind, April slipped Logan' shaft out of her mouth and lovingly licked away at it. Logan gasped at the sight of April's beautiful face as streams of cum dripped and dangled from it.
"Did you like that?" she squealed at him.
"Oh yeah," he sighed in return. "Oh, I loved it, baby. That was the best fucking blowjob of my life!"
April smiled and giggled, happy to draw such praise for her sexual skills.
"I'm gonna fuck that sweet pussy of yours," Rob said, as he withdrew his lips and tongue from her slit. But just when he was about to get himself into the doggie-style position, Rob was yanked away by Brad. Rob looked at him, angry. "HEY MAN! What are you doing?"
"You and Logan have already sampled her," Brad told him.
Now, it's my turn. You can fuck her later, but I'm going to fuck her NOW."
Brad had already stripped off his shirt and pants, and his cock was at full erection. He dropped to his knees behind April as she stood on her hands and knees, then fisted his cock and nudged it against her pussy. April squealed at the sensation - this was the first time a cock other than Bryan's had touched her pussy since they started dating more than three years ago.
Brad grunted as he popped his erection into April's tiny, slick pussy. In response, the young woman squealed again, surprised at the sensations swirling throughout her. Brad's cock was definitely bigger than her husband's, she thought to herself. As a result, April was going to enjoy this.
Rob sat still, fuming, as he watched while Brad started to pump his cock in and out of April's pussy. He knew that should have been him fucking her now, not Brad. But Rob knew that there were other parts of April's body which he could explore and play with, while Brad pounded her pussy.
Thus, Rob crawled around until he was sitting in front of April, who was still in the doggie-style position, her body rocking back and forth in tune with Brad's thrusting hips. Rob reached underneath her, then palmed her large breasts with his hands. April looked up at him and grunted, then offered a charming smile.
"My, what a fine pair you have," Rob said as he pulled the tight top up, exposing her large breasts.
Rob tilted his head and stared at the twin pair, liking the sight of an erect nipple topping each of them. Then, using his thumbs and index fingers, he pinched both nipples. April squealed in passionate delight - she loved all this attention!
As Rob continued to pay homage to April's breasts, Brad kept up the pace by pounding into her from behind. He had his hands firmly planted on her bottom as he thrust his cock in and out of her pussy, in the classic doggie-style position. Brad drilled her with all of his strength, his hips pumping back and forth harder and faster than he even previously thought possible.
Bryan sat on the sofa, with the same stunned expression as before. His cock was so hard in his pants that it hurt. The repeated loud slapping sound, caused by Brad's heavy balls hitting April's upturned ass, reverberated throughout Bryan's ears and mind. Watching his beautiful, angelic wife get hammered like this was the most exciting thing which had ever happened to him.
"I'M GONNA CUM!" April screamed as Brad continued pumping into her from behind, while Rob still pinched her nipples.
Both individuals roared out in unequaled passion as they experienced mutual orgasms. Brad pumped his thick seed into April's willing pussy, mixing it with her own release. The two shuddered together in shared lust for several seconds, until Brad pulled away. Next, the 22-year-old collapsed upon the floor, her breathing ragged and heavy.
As Rob caressed April's long, silky blonde hair, Bryan finally got up from the sofa and rushed over to his wife. "Are you okay, sweetheart?" he insisted, fearful that she may be hurt. After all, she had collapsed upon the floor and was gasping for breath. He had never seen her this way after a sexual encounter.
"I'm okay," April managed, in response to his question. "But I'd feel a lot better if I could have some more cock!"
Bryan's jaw almost hit the floor because of her lewd comment. She never talked that way.
April's head rose from the floor and she looked at her husband.
"Hmmm, three guys have had me already. You have four friends here... which one am I missing?"
She glanced around the room and gasped once her blue eyes found Ali.
"What do you think about white pussy?" April squealed as she rose to her knees. She started moving toward Ali, a sexy smile on her face. "Have you ever had sex with a white woman before?"
Suddenly, Ali's cock was bigger than it ever had been before. He never dreamed of that this scenario would take place for real - not even in his wildest fantasies.
"Ma'am," the polite-sounding man said. "I've been with white girls before, but I have to say I don't recommend it."
"Why's that?" April frowned and pouted.
"Well, you see," he stood up and unbuckled and slid his pants down.
Our bounced the biggest cock in the room, and the biggest one either April or Bryan had ever seen. April stared at it, her mouth hanging open as if she'd seen a monster.
"Oh my...oh god...it's huge!" She whispered.
"You see, it's just way too big. No white girl ever fit properly," he said with a tone of distinct sadness.
Still walking on her knees toward him, April flashed a charming smile and said, "Would you like to try it out anyways?"
"HONEY!" Bryan exclaimed. "You want to have sex with Ali, too?"
"Why not?" April giggled. "I've always had a thing for black men."
She made her way up to Ali and stared directly into his eyes.
"Well if you want to, I'm not gonna say no," said Ali.
April walked over and put her tiny pale hand over his monstrous dark cock, squeezing it. Then she took her place on her knees in front of him. Her, tiny and feminine, and him, large dark and utterly manly.
"Oooooh, black cock..." April squealed as she eyed and held the huge monster. The young woman gave the tip of his shaft a lick and added, "I've always wanted a black cock.."
All of the other men in the room watched with amazement as April's mouth opened and then closed over Ali's giant cock. They had never witnessed interracial sex before, but were quickly becoming a fan of it. Of particular interest was the strict contrast of April's white face and blonde hair as they hovered over Ali's throbbing black shaft. The extreme contrast in color nearly blew the men away.
Ali sighed in lust as April worked his shaft over with her fabulous mouth and tongue. She sucked and slurped away at his slab of man-meat as if it was her sole purpose in life. Ali reached down and placed his hand on top of her head, then lovingly caressed her long blonde hair as she bobbed up and down over his massive member.
While twirling his testicles between her fingertips, April looked up into Ali's eyes and smiled as she continued sucking him off. Ali grinned at her in return, then shook his head in wonder. April was his 'dream girl.' There was no doubt about it.
"I want you to fuck me," she whispered, pushing him back onto the sofa and then rising to her feet and settling down in his lap.
Ali's heartbeat went into extreme overdrive as April positioned his cock over her heated pussy. The other men watched with awe as Ali's black shaft slid up between the folds of April's white thighs. She began to let out a loud, drawn out moan, full of raw lust as Ali's cock slid into her inch by delicious inch. Five inches..six..she slid down the shaft, halfway more to go. She slid down further and slowly took in three quarters of the huge black cock into her pussy that stretched out more than it ever had in her entire life. And then she bottomed out on him. With all of his meat miraculously inside her. She put her arms around his neck and shivered with the intense feeling of being filled like this.
Ali then held her by the waist and then slowly helped her rise up, the black shaft reappearing outside of her inch by inch, slick with her juices. And then she slid down again. April gasped and moan and slowly began to fall into a rhythm. Soon April was bouncing up and down upon Ali's prick. Their rhythmic fucking started slow, but steadily grew faster and harder. Ali had his hands at April's waist, grasping it, while she continued to ride him.
The others could easily see that the man's massive cock stretched April's pussy lips to the absolute max. Bryan wondered to himself if such a large cock would hurt her... but apparently not. He could tell by the lustful expression upon her face that April was enjoying every single moment of having Ali's huge cock stuffed in her pussy.
The intense action between the two lust-lovers hit a fever pitch, then things started to slow down. Ali screamed at the very top of his lungs while jettisoning a fresh batch of cum into April's hungry pussy. In response, the wife-turned-slut buried her face against Ali's shoulder and shuddered, experiencing an orgasm of her own.
"Honey!" Bryan exclaimed seconds later, once his wife finally slipped out of Ali's lap. "April?! Babe?"
Not only was April's face covered with thick, milky white cum, but it was also sliding down her pale thighs. "Honey, I didn't know that you had that type of sexual appetite!"
April giggled and shrugged her shoulders. "I didn't either...until now." She let out a content sigh.
Bryan looked at his wristwatch. "You've got to leave right now if you want to make it to the modeling gig. You have to wash up right now, you're a complete mess!"
"Fuck the audition!" April exclaimed, dropping to her knees in front of Bryan. She reached for his pants and undid them, saying, "Who needs a job when I can fuck five hot studs instead?"
Smiling lustfully, she fished Bryan's cock out of his pants and began to suck it, looking up at him with her pretty eyes while cum drooled down her face. She got covered in shadow as the other guys closed in on her, stroking their cocks which were already hard again.
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White Wife Cuckolds Me In Cuba
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I went to the balcony and leaned on the railing. It was a beautiful view. The Sun, burning red, was half above the horizon, lit up the clouds scattered above the horizon in a deep orange. I breathed in deep a lungful of fresh sea air, and sipped the delicious tea I'd ordered from room service. It isn't like me to wake up early to see a sunrise but I knew I was going to witness a spectacular sight when I saw the sunset yesterday after we arrived at the hotel from the airport. I was tired and sleepy but the sight had me mesmerized. I kept my tea cup onto the railing and went back into the room to get my DSLR. Natalie was still asleep, the sheet covering her moving up and down slowly with her breaths.
Today was day one of the vacation, our first day here in Havana. All of yesterday was just spent on travelling and then finally resting after we arrived at the hotel, but today was going to be good. We had to tour the city, buy some local clothes and check out some famous eating joints. Tomorrow we'd check out the beaches, get a tan and have a swim. I got some great shots of the sunrise on my camera, and in between my attempts I sipped my tea.
Natalie woke up around 8, and we ordered cereal and toast to have for breakfast. I read out some of the well rated and reviewed local food joints from my phone and talked to her about which ones to get around to visiting. She told me she wanted to have a swim in the hotel pool before we went out, and I said sure. She wanted to road test the bikini she'd brought along with her.
The pool was great, cool blue water surrounded by a pretty large and well-maintained garden. Natalie didn't waste much time and jumped in while I sat on one of the chairs around it and sunned myself. Nat's a gorgeous woman. Petite and curvy. Her work is pretty physically demanding in nature so that's half the reason why she's in such great shape. She elegantly swam in the pool and I watched mesmerized when she emerged from the water, her ample breasts slightly jiggling. Something else I noticed suddenly was that the water was making the swimsuit steadily more transparent!
Around the pool were a few locals. Black men and teens and they were definitely noticing this as well. I felt a little tingling in my own swimming trunks and I adjusted myself. Many of the locals had white women with them, which I found a bit weird. I noticed plenty of the men and boys noticing Nat's nipples poking out from her swim suit, and I observed the giant bulges that were beginning to appear in their swim shorts. Holy shit.
After a few lengths of the pool, Natalie emerged, droplets of water glimmering in the sunlight, clinging to her skin. She gave me a bright smile.
"Great pool. You wanna have a go?"
I shook my head.
"What makes you think I'd wanna exercise on holiday?"
I handed her a towel and she began to dry herself and when she was done, she plopped down on the lounger beside mine.
"You're getting quite a bit of attention, babe," I said to her.
"Yeah, I noticed," she replied. "Some pretty big bulges in the audience. Guess it's true what they say about black men then, huh?" She said, giggling.
I chuckled a bit but the remark definitely stuck in my head. My wife had just commented on the size of the cocks of strange men. Or was it praise instead? We'd watched a bit of interracial porn before. She was the one that had initiated it, and it had seemed to really turn her on. The sex after had been mind blowing. Did she really like the giant bulges of these black men? I guessed I was overthinking it and waved the notion away.
Havana is a beautiful city. Not that I didn't expect less. Entire reason I agreed to come here. I got a big bunch of pretty good pictures of historic 18th century buildings, sizzling street food, bright vintage cars on the roads, you name it. Some good material for good ol' Insta. We had little bits of different foods at seven different places. Seafood, drinks, ropa vieja, medianoche and of course, ice cream. Along with a bunch of other stuff.
Another sunset by the time we came back to the hotel and collapsed on the bed together. We rested in until 8 to give our feet some much needed rest. And then we decided to go check out the night life. What good is going somewhere if you don't get to know what it's like to party? This time we just decided to head out, get what comes to us.
So after a little conversation with a local, a large black guy with a thick local accent, in the hotel lobby about which area in Havana was the best for nightlife and clubbing, we headed out. I'm not going to lie I definitely noticed the way he was sneaking glances at my wife's breasts and legs all the while we were talking. She'd dressed in a yellow sundress that came down to her thighs and revealed a bit of sweet, sweet cleavage.
The taxi dropped us off in Vedado and we began with a light snack and wine at a pub that was really beginning to come alive with the night. We danced together for a bit and then decided to move on. Not far we found another bar, pretty lively. This time it was just drinks for us. A couple of shots of Tequila. Some dance. Rinse. Repeat.
A couple of hours later we sat spent on a couch in a disco, fairly tired.
"Should we head back?" I asked Natalie.
"What? Fuck no, it's only like 11. We aren't that old yet," she replied.
We decided to go to another place. This time we hailed a taxi. Enough of walking.
"Where to?" asked the taxi man in a heavy accent.
"A bar or something, your choice. Somewhere unique," said Natalie to him.
The taxi guy smiled at her and looked her up and down.
"I got just the place for you. Sir might not like it though," he said.
"He will, it's no problem. Vacations are the time for an adventure after all," Natalie replied quickly before I could even ask what he meant by that.
"Alright then," he chuckled and we went off.
Redbone played over the speakers as we walked in. It seemed like a pretty chilled out place. Dim lights, the bar seemed to be pretty well stocked, and all around us I could see couples swaying to the beat. There were booths in an inner area and we went and sat down at one.
"Pretty good place, huh?" Natalie remarked.
"Yep pretty chill."
I looked at the people around us. It was then that I noticed something peculiar. I was probably the only white guy in the whole place! And the female population on the other hand was stacked just the opposite. There were probably less than ten local or black girls in there, the rest were all white. I noticed Natalie staring at the demographic just like me. The booths were placed in a curved line, along the wall, so we had a partial view of the booth two booths away on one side, which was occupied by a young blonde girl, an absolute stunner, along with a large black man who had his hands all over her while he kissed her like crazy.
"Jesus," Natalie whispered and I swear I saw her bite her lip just a little bit.
Meanwhile the blonde girl was kissing him back passionately, her hands at his groin rubbing a massive bulge as his hands squeezed and pressed her breasts.
"Wow," Natalie whispered, and gulped.
The young girl fished the black guy's cock out and it was massive. I noticed Natalie's eyes widen.
"Holy shit he's huge!"
She was right.
"You know what, I'm going to get us a drink," I said, as Natalie nodded without looking at me.
"Yeah hey, a White Russian and a Margarita, all right?" I said to the bartender who nodded and went about making the drinks.
Just a couple of minutes later I'd paid him and I was walking back to the booth. Midway I stopped in my tracks as I noticed a big local guy talking to my wife. I sipped on my drink, seeing what would happen. I assumed she'd tell him she was with me and he'd go away. But he reached out, and she took his hand! And off they went towards the dance floor, leaving me with my jaw hanging open. I went and sat in the seat Nat had just vacated, and looked at her with the black guy, looking like a sorry alcoholic with two cocktails on the table in front of me. I turned to check up on the young blonde but the couple had disappeared.
The song playing now was pretty slow, and the guy was holding my wife pretty close to himself. He was much taller than her, definitely taller than me as well, and he was holding her hands in front of her waist. I was jealous, but I felt the same sensation in my pants that I'd felt back at the swimming pool watching the locals ogle my pretty wife's breasts. They were close enough for me to know that his manhood had to be pressing up against her ass. And I don't know if I saw it right but I think he thrust his groin into my wife's ass in a very subtle manner. Soon they broke apart as the song changed and she came back and sat at the booth. Natalie seemed to be pretty worked up right then, no sign of the exhaustion we'd both been feeling.
"Great dancer, wasn't he?" She asked, blushing, her breath a little heavy and not from the dancing, I guessed.
"Seemed to be," I replied.
"And so courteous as well," she said, taking a sip from her margarita.
"How big was his cock?" I asked. "Seemed like he was pressing up against you," I ventured.
Natalie wasn't fazed at all. Maybe it was the alcohol talking.
"Oh my god he was huge," she replied animatedly. "I felt it on my ass! But you know, it happens. Just normal dancing things."
"Bigger than our friend who's gone off with the blonde?" I asked.
"Maybe," she winked.
I couldn't believe I was having this conversation with my wife, really. Before I could follow this line of enquiry further we were interrupted by the man himself! Close up, I noticed he looked like the spitting image of the actor who played Luke Cage. He held two more drinks in his hands.
"For the dance, on me," he coolly explained. "I'm Rafael."
He shook my hand.
"Can I sit with you guys?"
"Yeah sure!" Said Natalie brightly before I could interject.
Then before I could slide over so he could sit on my side, she slid over so he was sitting right next to her! I noticed that they were in physical contact from how close they were to each other.
He asked us if we were tourists, where we were from, and how we were liking Cuba so far. Well, I say 'us' but he was mostly focused on Natalie, barely even glimpsing my way or directly acknowledging me more than a couple of times. It's obvious that he was attracted to my wife, and his eyes kept darting to her cleavage and Natalie did nothing to hide it. In fact, she seemed to be just as attracted to him! This was getting out of hand.
Soon he asked Nat if he could have another dance and she immediately agreed. As soon as they were on the dance floor he pulled her close to him. This time they were facing each other and I noticed that his leg was pushed up against her pussy, her dress had flared over his thigh. They were dancing pretty hard, rubbing and grinding against each other. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen, and the star was my wife with a stranger black man! Rafael's hands dropped from her waist to her ass and he visibly began to squeeze and grab it, while Natalie just ignored it, looking up at him with her gorgeous green eyes. He leaned down and whispered something into her ear. And that was when I lost sight of them in the crowd as they were covered up by some couples dancing together.
I waited for a while for them to return. Five minutes passed. And then ten. And I decided to go looking. I made my way through the crowd, angry men giving me side eyes as I tried to push them aside to go to the other side. It apparently led to an open roof setting, which was mostly empty. No sight of them anywhere. I walked to the other end, and looked around. Nothing. Then I noticed the entrance to a hallway on my right. I went in there and I heard a noise. I peeked round the corner and noticed a couple against the wall. A large black man and a smaller woman, white. The woman's dress was bunched up at the waist, her breasts being mauled by the man as they kissed passionately. I guess I found where the blondie and her lover went.
"Oh God yes," whispered the woman and my eyes went wide as I realized I was spying on my wife!
My wife! Kissing another man so deeply, letting him explore her breasts out in public! I was stunned. I was dumbfounded. Rafael moved his hands down to her ass under her dress and began to squeeze and rub her ass generously as his lips dropped to her breasts. He began to greedily lick and kiss her ample breasts and suck on her soft, pink nipples, hard with arousal.
She held her head in her hands and gasped and moaned with pure lust as he licked and sucked on her breasts.
"Oh yeah baby, oh yeah," I heard my wife moan.
Rafael dropped to his knees and pulled her panties to the floor. She stepped out of them and put her leg over his shoulder. He leaned in to her pussy and began to plant little kisses on her thigh, moving inwards all the while. And then Natalie moaned as he planted a kiss on her wet lips. I couldn't see much but I could see his head moving as he ran his tongue across the length of her lovely pussy, the sounds of his lapping reaching me clearly, wet and sloppy.
I was aroused like I'd never been before. I was rock hard, watching my wife of eight years be eaten by this big, black stranger.
"Fuck me with your tongue baby," I heard my Natalie whisper to her lover.
He must've obliged because Natalie began to periodically gasp, and clutch his shoulders harder than she had before.
After a few minutes of this, he stood up again and kissed my wife again, deep. I saw Natalie suck on his tongue. She was acting like some slutty teen instead of a married woman, and she was loving every second of it. Rafael kept kissing her as I noticed his hand line his cock up with her soft pussy and slowly press it against her opening.
"Oh God yes, put it in baby," Natalie whispered to him. "God it's so big!"
Inch after inch slowly slid inside of her. Her pussy was no longer mine.
"So big, so good," Natalie said, almost incoherently, lost in the bodily pleasures emanating from where she was being penetrated by an enormous cock.
"You're so fucking tight," said Rafael. "This your first time getting stretched, huh?"
Natalie had her arms around his chest, nuzzling his neck where she nodded in agreement. Rafael was almost fully inside her now. He put a hand on each of her ass cheeks and lifted her off the ground. She got the idea and wrapped her legs around his hips. And then he began bouncing her on his massive black cock. I'd never done this to her. I'd tried and I'd failed. I just wasn't strong enough. But here this guy was, lifting her like she weighed nothing.
Natalie began to moan louder than ever before, as Rafael's cock penetrated her and reached places inside her I doubt I could ever reach. She was loud enough that anyone in the open-air area could hear her, but she didn't seem to care. Her dress still bounced at her waist and her breasts heaved as she clung on for dear life as Rafael pumped into her pussy like a piston.
"That big cock feels so fucking good," she managed to eke out in between her incessant moans of pleasure.
My cock was rock hard, and begging for attention. I quietly and slowly unzipped my cock and fished it out and began to stroke it, watching the taboo coupling, my petite white wife's limbs wrapped around the body of this black hunk pumping his massive cock inside her.
"Oh God I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna fucking cum!" Natalie screamed ecstatically.
"Cum on this black cock baby, come on," said Rafael.
Natalie squealed as she began to cum. Her face contorted just like I'd seen it so many times before when I'd finger or eat her to her orgasm. I'd never have dreamed I'd see it while she got fucked by some other guy. Wow. She nuzzled her neck as she tried to catch her breath again.
"That was incredible," she whispered.
"Has your husband ever made you cum like that," asked Rafael.
"Fuck no," Natalie replied. "His white cock can't do what yours can."
That shattered my heart into a million pieces. And yet my cock twitched at the humiliation. This was turning me on more.
"Time for you to return the favor now," Rafael said to Nat, kissing him.
Then he pushed her against the wall, her legs still wrapped around his hips, and began to fuck her hard. Natalie began to squeal with each thrust, with an expression of pure lust and joy on her beautiful face. I noticed the ring on her finger glimmer dimly as she clutched Rafael's big back.
"God you're tight," Rafael said.
"Stretch me up baby, open me up," Natalie squealed.
My own fingers were a blur as I rapidly stroked my own cock, incredibly turned on, listening to this illicit exchange between my wife and her black lover. Rafael had his face buried in Natalie's neck as he pumped into her relentlessly, with growing intensity.
"I'm gonna cum!" He announced to her.
"Cum inside me big boy, come on, give it to me," Natalie said.
My eyes went wide with shock. Inside her?! What was she thinking? Was she even on the pill? He wasn't even using a condom! He grunted and began to cum. His entire body shuddered as he let out a moan of pleasure and held my wife tight, slamming his cock as deep inside her as he could, making her squeal.
He held her for a while, emptying his load inside of her. My wife's adultery was complete. Watching my wife take this big black stranger's cum deep inside her pussy made me cum as well, and I tried to be as quiet as possible as I squirted my own cum onto the floor. Rafael and Natalie, both breathing heavily, began to kiss as I quickly zipped up and got the hell out of there and back into the booth, trying to look like I hadn't witnessed the erotic conjugation I had just witnessed.
A few minutes later Rafael and Natalie came back.
"Where were you two?" I asked, trying to look frustrated.
"We just went out to get some air, babe. I felt like I was going to suffocate in there," Natalie answered, gesturing towards the crowd on the dance floor. "You don't mind, do you?"
"It's okay," I waved it off.
Natalie said she wanted to go back to the hotel and she kissed Rafael's cheeks as she said goodbye to him. A kiss on the cheeks. A display for me no doubt? On the taxi ride back to the hotel she didn't say much, and she fell asleep immediately when we hit the bed. I guess a fucking like that can really tire you out, huh? I changed her clothes for her. Her breasts had hickeys from where Rafael had sucked and grabbed them, and her pussy was still oozing his thick, milky cum. My wife's infidelity was there for me to see clearly.
That was just the first day of our holiday. My lovely wife's first taste of a big black cock. Many things transpired in that vacation which was a turning point in our lives, maybe I'll come back to tell you more. You know, you'd think I'd regret terribly coming to this place, but I think it's the best thing that could happen to us.
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White Christian Wife Cuckolds Me With My Hung Black Neighbor
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You know, I'd heard of stories. I'd heard of how young married men would have their faithful wives seduced by well hung studs. But I thought that's all they were for the most part, stories. Fantasies. I never thought it was going to happen to me!
In my teenage, like every other boy, I was a little self-conscious about my body and my penis in particular. In my late teens and early twenties I had a few lovers, mostly one night stands, the odd month or two month relationship along the way.
I never had any complaints about my performance but then again I didn't normally stick around that long to get any feedback. At the age of 23 I met my wife Denise. She was 20 at the time and one of a dying breed a 'traditional girl.'
From day one it was made clear to me that I would not be getting into her panties unless I married her. You know the next part of the story before I even write it. I fell big time for the young girl and within a year I was a married man. Denise had was can best described as a classic girl next door beauty. She was around 5 feet three inches height and around 110 pounds.
She had dark wavy hair and an innocent yet beautiful face. Her breasts were small but very firm and when she got excited her nipples got very pointy. Sex between us was very good, she had a great body and being a virgin she has a very tight pussy that seemed to fit me like a glove. We had what I thought was a healthy sex life we did it 3 or 4 times a week and even tried a few different positions.
Denise wasn't all that into oral but she gave it a go for a few minutes but never swallowed. She seemed very content with our sex life and she thought that I had a large, thick penis. From our discussion I knew that she had never seen another man's penis except for mine. When hard I guess my cock is around 5.5 maybe 6 inches and pretty thick. So I was happy that my young wife thought I was big even though I knew that I was just an average sized guy. I remember when my bubble began to burst.
We were watching a documentary about nudists when the camera zoomed in on this naked old guy who was walking along the beach.
"Wow his penis is huge!" said Denise.
I found it pretty funny at the time because the guy was old and fat and his cock was only hanging down about 3 1/2 inches. I didn't give the incident that much more thought until a few days later after sex my wife seemed to be examining my cock.
"Darling, how big is your penis?" she asked me.
I told her it was about 6 inches and I thought that would be the end of the matter but she went on.
"Is that big or just average?" she asked.
"I guess its average," I replied.
She asked me how much bigger than mine they got so I told her that some could be as big as 9 or even 10 inches but that was very rare. I added that I thought most guys where between 5 and 7 inches but that it was not so uncommon for a guy to have an 8 inch cock. To my surprise she took a ruler from her desk and looked at the 8 inch mark and ran her finger along it and said that she didn't believe me.
"A penis cannot be that big" she said.
We lived in an apartment building in New Jersey and next door lived an older black couple married couple named Bradley and Ashley. Bradley and I had got quite friendly over the year or two and being a young guy I often confided in him about my personal life.
I spoke to Bradley a lot about sex, he told me that he and Ashley didn't do it very often anymore as she had lost interest. He also told me that I was a lucky guy having such a lovely young wife and that I should enjoy my sex life whilst she was still interested. I even told him about her size questions and he laughed saying it was just natural curiosity on her part.
Bradley asked me my size and I told him that I was about 6 inches he gave me a strange smile and said he was also 6 inches. Every summer Ashley went to her mother's in Washington for 2 weeks and Bradley stayed at home because he had to work. He confided in my once that he could get the time off but he preferred to stay at home rather than spend 2 weeks with his wife's mother.
One Sunday when his wife was away he invited us over for drinks and lunch. We had a nice lunch and probably two or three drinks each. It didn't take a lot for my wife to get drunk and after her 3rd drink she was getting very relaxed.
"I just got our new hot tub installed," Bradley informed us.
It was actually Denise's idea that we all try it out. We all agreed that it would be fun, Bradley joked that a Hot tub was best when everyone was nude. My wife laughed and said that us men could be silly and go nude but that she was keeping her clothes on.
"Oh but I don't have a bikini" Denise said.
She had thrown away her old one when she had moved into our apartment two years ago when we got married and had never got around to buying one.
"Just wear your underwear Denise, it’s more or less the same as a bikini anyway" Bradley said.
"I don't know, it doesn't seem right" she replied.
"I tell you what, why don't me and Steve go in our underwear so that you don't feel weird" Bradley suggested.
She agreed and we all stripped down to our underwear. I was a bit embarrassed as I was wearing tighty whities and Bradley was wearing boxers. I was very surprised that my conservative wife has agreed to go into the hot tub in her underwear especially when I found out that she was wearing a very sexy matching black silky set, but I guess that the alcohol had a big part in her losing some of her inhibitions.
We continued to drink whilst while we were in the tub and the conversation became more and more sexual. Bradley seemed to be flirting a bit with my wife but I didn't mind as I didn't see him as any threat as he was just the old man next door. He had commented a few time how sexy my wife looked in her underwear and how I was a lucky man. Denise seemed to enjoy the 'harmless' flirting.
Everyone was very relaxed at this point and Bradley continued the sexual conversation telling us of his conquests as a younger man. He had also said on more than one occasion how he would much prefer to be naked in the tub as it was much more relaxing.
Denise eventually commented jokingly that as it was his tub that he could do whatever he wanted.
"Would you really not mind if I took my boxers off, Denise?" he asked.
"It's your house Bradley," she replied.
"How about you Steve would you mind if I would get naked in front of your wife," he asked me.
Now I was starting to think that he was actually serious and I remembered my wife's curiosity. I told him to go ahead, safe in the knowledge that even if he was not joking he had already told me that his cock was also just 6 inches.
Bradley then took of his underwear and threw them across the room. My wife and I laughed along with Bradley.
"This is so much better," Bradley told us, "why don't you take of yours too Steve?"
I said what the heck and threw mine across the room too. About half an hour later Bradley walked out of the tub and to my wife's and my amusement walked with his dark, naked backside to us across the room to get some towels.
He came back with the towel across his waist standing by the side of the Tub. I went across as if I was going to get a towel but instead I jokingly tugged on Bradley's towel. Now I didn't tug very hard and I expected him to hold the towel up but instead Bradley just let it drop to the floor and made no attempt to pick it back up again. I laughed for a few seconds until I looked at his naked body.
Bradley was standing naked by the side of the pool with his arms across his chest with a small grin. When I caught sight of his groin I nearly fainted. Hanging from our naked nearly 50 year old neighbor's body was the largest penis I could ever imagine. It hung down like a giant sausage. It was thick like a cucumber and black as the night. I realized now that Bradley had meant he was 6 inches soft, and not 6 inches hard like I had thought he had meant. I turned around to see my wife staring at Bradley's crotch.
"What are you two staring at haven't you ever seen a penis before" Bradley said breaking the silence.
I didn't say anything my wife mumbled something about its size. Bradley went on to say that we should both get out of the tub and that we could go and relax in the living room. Denise got out of the water first and a still naked Bradley passed her a towel.
Bradley was talking to my wife at this point and I could tell that she was struggling to look at his face and not his cock because she kept stealing glances at it every few seconds. I asked Bradley for a towel and instead of giving it to me he told me to come and get it. I got out of the tub naked trying tall but I was very aware that my cock was very shriveled up at this point.
Bradley looked at my cock and smirked and passed me the towel saying, "Here you go boy."
Bradley finally covered himself up and went to change. My wife and I didn't speak as we dried ourselves with our towels our clothes where in our own apartment where we had changed. Bradley came back wearing a robe and he passed my wife and me bathrobes too. He suggested that we change into our robes and stick around and continue the party.
I suggested to my wife that we got take a nap or at least change into some clothes. I was feeling kind of insecure about myself now and didn't feel like being naked except for a robe in Bradley's apartment. To my surprise my wife said that the robe would be fine for her. Not wanting to be a prude I agreed, and Bradley left the room for us to get changed. I noticed that when my wife stripped that her nipples where very erect as she gets when she's excited.
It could have been my imagination but Denise seemed to almost frown at my shrunken cock when I removed the towel from my waist. Bradley came back and we all sat down in his lounge area and he went to prepare some more drinks. My wife looked very sexy in her cream satin robe and I noticed her erect nipples through the fabric. I was still feeling very on edge at this point and if it had been just my choice I would have gone home.
Denise, however, seemed to be enjoying herself and I didn't want to ruin her fun. Bradley came back with the drinks and he sat across from my wife and me. I could not help but steal glances at his groin every few minutes, I was still in shock at how big his cock was. Bradley was again talking about his past sex life telling us about all his past conquests. He also told us that he had never cheated on his wife Ashley in all their 28 years of marriage. He went on to say that he found it harder and harder to stay faithful of late because Elaine never wanted to have sex anymore. He told us that he was as horny as ever.
My wife normally does not like to talk with other people about sex but today she was hanging on Bradley's every word. To my even bigger surprise she started telling Bradley that I had been her one and only and how she never saw the big deal about sex. I found this statement very shocking especially as I was in the room. I guess that Denise being as naive as she was didn't see this as being something that might hint that my sexual performance was not up to par.
Bradley asked Denise if she had ever had an orgasm and she answered no and that she didn't think she was capable of having one. Bradley laughed and said that every woman was capable of having an orgasm and that the one's that didn't, have yet to meet the right lover.
Bradley seemed to suddenly realize what he had said and apologized to me saying "Oh I didn't mean you were a bad lover, Steve."
I was becoming extremely uncomfortable by the conversation that was taking place and I also could not help but notice both my wife's glances at Bradley's crotch and her ever increasingly erect nipples. I told my wife that I was tired and suggested we go nap, she seemed disappointed but was willing to leave. Bradley said that I should take a nap here on his couch so that my wife and him could continue to party. Before I could say anything my wife agreed and I was given a pillow and told to go lay on the couch.
I was in no mood to sleep really so I just played possum pretending to sleep on the couch while Bradley and my wife continued to chat about sex. He continued to talk to her about orgasms and she wasn't making any attempt to change the line of conversation. To my shock he suggested that I should go down on her more as "my cock may be too small to bring her to orgasm" so oral sex may be the only way she would orgasm with me.
He went on to say that he had made a few women orgasm that had never had an orgasm before they had met him.
"Is that because your penis is large Bradley?" she asked him quietly.
"Is that why you went so silent when I was naked?" he answered.
She told him that she had just been a bit shocked when she saw it as she had only ever seen my penis before. She went on to say that she didn't know that a penis could be so big.
"Oh I am not so large really, maybe an inch or two over average. How big is Steve when he's erect?" he asked.
My wife told him that I had told her that I was 6 inches.
"No way does that little cock reach 6 inches hard," Bradley laughed.
"Hey be quiet he may hear you!" my wife replied.
He told her that I was obviously drunk and deep in sleep and that an earthquake would not wake me. She agreed that normally when I went to sleep drunk that nothing would wake me. In fact I was wide awake and staring at them both, my stomach in knots, on one hand wanting to stop the conversation but on the other wanting to see where it would lead.
Denise asked Bradley how big on average a penis was. He told her that he had heard that an average penis was at least 3.5 inches soft and 7 inches hard.
"How big is yours Bradley" she asked him.
He told her that he had never measured his penis and that now she brought it up he was interested to find out. He asked he is she wanted to see him again. She said that she didn't think she should. He told her that it wouldn't hurt anyone for her to get a better look and that she had been staring at his groin the whole time anyway. She agreed that she would like to get a second look at his cock. (I had never heard say cock before this point) To my horror he now opened his robe revealing his huge, soft black cock to my wife's eager eyes.
"Oh my god Bradley it's enormous," she exclaimed.
"Do you like it Denise?" he asked her.
She told him that it was amazing and that she never imagined a cock so long and thick. He told her to come have a closer look. With no hesitation she walked over to Bradley's chair and knelt on her knees no more than a foot away from him. I could see her staring at his penis is sheer awe she seemed hypnotized by it.
He told her to wait where she was and he walked away with his giant cock swaying, slapping from thigh to thigh as he walked. He returned to his seat a minute later and handed my young wife a tape measure. He stood up now and instructed my wife to measure his still soft cock. She seemed eager to do so and despite her hand shaking violently she measured his dangling cock and told him that it was just over 6 inches.
"Should we get his hard to see how much bigger he gets honey?" he asked her.
Denise just nodded her head, she seemed unable to talk. Bradley walked near my wife and just let his cock dangle no more than half an inch from her face. He told her that he was not a young man anymore and that he would need a lot of encouragement from her to get hard.
"Can you help me Denise?"
She seemed to hesitate for just a second but told him, “I will do whatever it takes to get you hard Bradley, I have to see it hard, I just have too."
Bradley told her to do nothing unless he instructed her to do something and that is she broke this rule he would get dressed again.
"Do you understand?" he added.
She nodded that she agreed to his terms. Bradley told my wife to stand up again which she did and he told her to take off her robe. My wife glanced over at me and then seemingly satisfied that I was still asleep dropped her robe to the floor. I could not believe that my young innocent wife was standing naked in my old neighbor's living room. I had never seen her nipples so hard they seemed to be poking out about an inch. My wife's young breasts barely fill her 32A bra but her nipples really make up for them. Bradley told her that he liked her little breasts.
The scene before me seemed so wrong that I could not help but be aroused by it. Here was my young wife barely 23 years old (although when naked she looked just 18) naked with a 48 year old horse-hung man. He told her to get on her knees and he began rubbing his cock all over her face. Without thinking she began kissing his cock all over. He pulled it away from her face telling her that he had not told her to kiss his cock. She looked at him with a hurt expression and begged him for another chance saying that she would be good.
Bradley laughed at my wife and told her that she could kiss and lick his cock as much as she wanted but not to suck till he told her to. I could see his cock grow as my young wife eagerly planted kisses all over his huge meat and began taking long loving licks all over his cock.
"You like doing this, don't you Denise?" he teased, and she nodded. "You have been starved your whole life of a man's cock haven't you dear" he asked her and again she nodded.
"My husband has nothing compared to this," she told him.
The scene was incredible she was licking his black, veiny cock up and down like a kid would an ice cream. He also began pinching her nipples and rubbing her breast as she licked him. I had always been gentle with my wife but he seemed to be pinching her very hard. My wife gave no complaints though and just seemed to get wilder and lick more and more.
Bradley's cock was by now fully hard and its size was something that words cannot describe. It was standing up like a huge cucumber and dangling down from it was a huge pair of hairy balls. Bradley pulled away and told my wife that he was ready for her to measure him. I could tell that my wife had forgotten why she was licking and kissing his cock but she quickly picked up the tape measure and told Bradley that "He was just about 10.5 inches."
She put down the tape measure and wanted to go back to licking his cock but Bradley pulled away from her and told her that she had completed her task. I could see the hurt in my wife's eyes as she told Bradley that she wanted to suck his cock.
"But Denise are you not a happily married woman? Because you're talking as if you are some young slut."
"I'm not a slut," she told him, "it’s just that... mmmm, I've never felt this way before and I just can’t get enough of your giant cock."
Bradley picked up my wife into his arms and began to kiss her as he walked her into his bedroom. I turned to see Bradley throw my wife onto his bed and walk back to me. He looked into my eyes and told me that I was free to watch in the bedroom if I wanted.
I followed Bradley into his room and my wife gasped in shock when she saw me. Bradley told her to relax and that I had been watching the whole show and that as my little cock was poking throw my robe that I was obviously enjoying watching. Bradley left the room again and this time returned again with the tape measure. He told Denise to measure me and she did so telling him that I was just under 5 inches hard.
"So what you are telling me Denise is that I am not only over double your husbands' age but that I my cock is over twice as long and much, much thicker?"
She said that he was correct. He told me to sit down on the chair opposite the bed and learn. My wife was on Bradley's bed with her legs spread and she was obviously very wet and excited. Bradley leaned in and spat a huge wad of spit on my wife's tight hole and began to rub his fingers into her pussy.
"Oh my god, she is tight like a virgin, Steve. I don't think this is going to work. I'm sorry Denise," he told her, "you just don't seem to have the body for a big cock like mine. Maybe in a few years after you have children you may develop more of a woman's body and be able to accommodate me."
I knew that he was just teasing her but she seemed to be buying his words.
"I can do it!" she said. "I am a woman, try and put it in me."
"Ok I will try," he said.
Bradley now began to rub his huge horse long cock all over my wife's hole and stomach teasing her more.
"Please don't tease me Bradley, please just fuck me," she begged him.
To both our surprise Denise grabbed Bradley's huge cock and placed it by her opening and wrapped her legs around his body pushing him closer.
"You're gonna fuck me and you're gonna fuck me now!" my once faithful wife told Bradley. He gave in to her demand and began to push his cock into my wife.
I was in shock to see that slowly but surely he seemed to be going in inch by inch. He was giving her a running commentary telling her how many inches she had left to take.
"Just 5 more inches to go in honey," he told her, "I'm in virgin territory now baby."
"Something is happening to me," she said as she began to buck and shake on his cock.
She orgasmed for the first time ever and he had not even began to fuck her yet. Minutes later he was all the way inside her and he gave her a few seconds to adjust to the new size. I couldn't believe that she had taken all that cock inside her tight pussy.
'Where did it all go?' I thought.
He began to fuck her slowly now, teasing her sometimes by pulling all the way out and then slamming it all the way in. She was like a crazy woman going wild on his cock like she had never been with me.
Bradley fucked my wife three times that night in all kind of crazy positions. Once he just bent her over the couch and fucked her while slapping her ass hard and calling her a slut. He teased both of us as he was fucking her, calling her a little slut and telling me that he was stretching her so much that she would never feel me inside her again. I would have never imagined that Bradley could say such nasty things.
Afterwards he apologized to me and told me that he had only said them things because he knew they were turned me on in a perverted way. He told me that he had read many stories about men like me. He told me that it was common for men with small cocks like mine to enjoy watching their wives get fucked by a well hung studs like him.
He was absolutely right.
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White Wife Cuckolds Me With Hung Black Jamaicans
[image: Vara Damon]



Leaning forwards with my hands on the railings on the balcony, I looked out at the sea. The brilliant sunset had painted the clouds a deep red and orange, and the water sparkled in the sunlight. Down below I saw the swimming pools, blue and inviting. God I needed a nice cool swim in them. There were a couple of strapping native lads in the pool, swimming and having fun.

Christine and I really needed this holiday. First one we'd had in two years. Making money sometime consumes your life, entirely, completely. Our sex life hadn't come to a dead stop just yet but it had definitely taken a big hit from the time after we'd married. Her with her publishing business, me with my software management, our priorities hadn't been each other, I felt.

So here we were, in Jamaica. The gorgeous pictures did no justice to the beautiful beaches and the blue sky. This hotel was pretty good too. Worth the big money, I felt.

"John?" Christine called out from inside the room.

Reluctantly I walked back in, leaving the balcony and the beautiful view.

"Honey, check out the view from here, it's insane!" I told .

"Yeah babe I did earlier when you were in the bathroom. We've got a problem here, though," she replied. "It seems like I've forgotten to put in the swimwear bag into the suitcase. There's none inside here."

"Oh no," I said. "No swimming or beach tonight, then? Hey look, don't worry alright? We'll just go out and buy some tomorrow morning, or tonight if you want. But I think we both should just rest tonight. How about it?"

"Alright," she nodded. "Tomorrow it is then."

I climbed onto the bed and laid back, sighing. God this felt so much softer than our bed. climbed over and laid her head on my chest and sighed as well. I stroked her hair and her neck and her back and squeezed her ass.

"I'm gonna fuck you so hard tonight, baby" I whispered.

She giggled.

"You better," she said as she kissed me. "I'm getting worked up already."

She slowly ground herself on me, making me stiff.

We had a little make out session before we both went to sleep. At night we went to the restaurant and had the best dinner either of us had had in ages before we came back. I could see that she was ready to fuck me dry. Unfortunately I couldn't...last very long. I could tell she was disappointed but being the ever loving wife that she was, she kissed me deeply and spread her legs so I could eat her lovely clean shaven pussy to orgasm. I lapped up every single drop of her juices.
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We went to a quaint little market crowded with people the next morning, to buy Chrissy some swimwear. After a bit of looking around she and I selected some and she asked the lady who was selling it if there was a trial room or dressing room of some sort. The lady shook her head.

"Hold it up, like this," I said, handing Chrissy the bikini, which she held up so it lined up with her breasts.

"Seems like it should fit perfectly," I said.

"You really think so? Looks a bit small to me doesn't it?" She said.

"Eh let's just buy it. If it turns out to be too ill fitting we'll come back and buy some more, what do you think?"

She nodded, and we walked back to the hotel, enjoying the warm morning sun after paying the lady who gratefully blessed us.

Chrissy went into the bathroom to put it on. And when she walked out she wasn't looking too happy.

"You're an idiot. This is what you call a good fit?"

The yellow patches of cloth were barely covering her up. She has fairly large breasts and the cloth was covering just a little bit of flesh in addition to her nipples, which were still almost clearly outlined in them. Down below I could see a bit of her pussy lips being outlined in the cloth. If she had her usual bush right then I'm sure a lot of hair would be peeking out.

"It's sexy," I said, honestly.

"I can't go out like this!" She said.

"Yeah....maybe you're right. You're past that age anyways," I said.

She looked at me angrily, huffed and slammed the bathroom door right in my face. I must've struck a nerve, damn. Five minutes later she came out, her hair neatly tied up in a ponytail, looking sexy as all helll. The people down near the swimming pool sure were about to get a wild show.

The water seemed just as inviting as yesterday, bright and blue. There were a few local boys swimming and splashing around, and a bunch of tourists lounging around the pool. The only loungers available were six to the far side of the pool and as it was afternoon the loungers had to face away from the pool to catch the sun.

Chrissy took off her wrap and it was then I noticed that in bright sunlight the bikini was nearly see through but Chrissy didn't notice with her sunglasses on.

I soaked her with suntan oil. her nipples were erect when I oiled her legs so I played my luck and slipped a finger into her pussy under her bikini. She jumped, but as no one could see she relaxed and I soon had her squirming. Almost immediately after that I noticed four young Jamaican boys walking towards us. Thankfully I don't think they'd had a view of what we had just been doing. Whew.

"Good afternoon, guys! Mind if we make use of these chairs?" one of them asked. He was a tall black lad. He had a broad chest, glistening with droplets of water from the pool.

I looked at Chrissy to see her scan his body, with a look that was what I was astonished to recognise as a tempting, almost lustful look.

Chrissy went a bit red but agreed and they set their towels on the loungers on Chrissy's side and introduced themselves as Sean, Jay, Akeel and Joel. Sean was the one who'd asked us. I noticed Chrissy look up the bodies of each of the well built and young Jamaicans. Chrissy giggled and lay back. However, with the sweat on her body from the sun the Bikini became more transparent with her nipples clearly visible and her pussy lips bulging.

Sean had his sunglasses on and kept sitting up to rub oil on his arms so he could take in Chrissy's body, staring at her nipples. He glanced at the others and smiled and they returned looks of amazement and amusement. Each of them were saying the same thing.

'Wow. Look at that, won't you?'

We were there for an hour before the boys said they were off to the town for some booze and said they would see us again, and waved us goodbye. Chrissy said they seemed nice, still oblivious to her near nakedness and their views of her body. I said they seemed to be pretty confident young boys. Bet they hung around here to have a chance at the tourists at the resort. She chuckled and told me not to be ridiculous.

We didn't see them at all that day, or the night. We spent most of the day outside near the pool at the bar or at the beach, so I guess they just didn't come in until late night, after we'd gone to bed at around 1. Once again I disappointed Christine in bed. God, what the fuck was wrong with me?

The next morning we decided to explore more of the gorgeous golden beach, so off we went, Chrissy in the same yellow bikini. I hadn't bothered to inform her of its...weakness. For some reason, knowing that those boys had gotten an eyeful of my sexy wife had really turned me on. The idea of it....of having other men notice and admire and...lust for my wife...

As we walked down the beach hand in hand, I didn't fail to notice that she was drawing a fair bit of attention, and people, -men-, were turning their heads. The beach ahead sharply turned, and a rock outcrop had divided the beach into a section right in front of the resort, at the edge of which we were right then, and another section, which we discovered as we walked past the outcrop.

There were lesser people here, and to my surprise, to my pleasant surprise, most of the women were sunning their breasts, with their tops off and their gorgeous bosoms in full glory in the cool air. We found a good spot as well and laid down. I began to oil Chrissy up, getting horny all the while.

She turned and I began to oil her front, her thighs and her stomach.

"The bra's getting in the way," I said. "It's gonna give a tan shadow. From what I can see it's okay to be topless here, so go ahead."

"Really?" She asked, looking around. "It does seems so. Alright, okay wait."

She reached behind her back and undid the knot and let the bikini top fall into her lap.

"Much better," I said as I squeezed and massaged oil onto the plump breasts of my beautiful wife.

When I was done, I reached into the basket I'd brought with us and pulled out a wine bottle, which I uncorked and poured into two glasses. We began to sip it, feeling more relaxed than I had felt in months, maybe years.

Our beach bliss was broken half an hour later.

"Hey! Christine! John!" shouted Sean.

"Jesus Christ," I said under my breath.

"Don't be mean, come on," Christine snapped.

"Uh...hey!" I waved back. Reluctantly.

"Hey guys!" said Christine brightly. I thought she'd be more annoyed than me!

As the four boys walked towards us, Christine began to pull her top upto her breasts again.

"Hey, there's no need for that," assured Sean. "We don't want to intrude on your comfort."

Too late for that, I thought. To my surprise, Christine actually agreed.

"If you say so," she said and she let the bikini top drop back in her lap again. I could see the boys clearly and shamelessly ogle my wife's breasts, paying no attention to the fact that I was sitting right there beside her!

"Way too hot for us today, we're going out into the water, either of you wanna join us?" Asked Akeel. Akeel had dreads that reached his shoulders, and a tribal tattoo on his entire left arm.

"Sorry guys, we have to-" I began before Chrissy interrupted me with, "Of course! I'd love to! I usually only stick to the pool," she giggled.

"It's nothing like the pool," Joel assured us in a deep sensuous voice that I knew must drive women crazy all the time.

Sean offered Chrissy a hand which she gladly took and stood up, her breasts bouncing just a little with the movement. I couldn't help but get hard as I saw her ass and boobs jiggle as she walked, two guys on either side of her, out into the ocean.

They splashed about a bit, then Chrissy pushed Rob over, then the boys grabbed Chrissy taking her feet and under her arms and dipped her in the water. Jay had her arms and his hands were on her tits as they did it again and again.

Finally they ran back to me and I could see the wet bikini bottoms were even more see through than before, with her pussy lips bulging and clearly visible. Her nipples were standing like organ stops proving with the booze and the touching up of her tits how aroused she was.

"Would you mind taking some pictures of us?" Sean asked and Chrissy stood between them with an arm over their shoulders and her tits against their bodies as I quietly took my phone out and began to snap pictures of them enviously. What had got into her?!

The camera picked up Chrissy's wet see through bottoms and she looked naked between them with her pussy lips clearly visible. Sean then took his phone out of his bag to take a few pictures, putting his arm around Chrissy and very subtly touching the side of her breast with his fingers.

She then sat beside me and I whispered to her that they were after her and she whispered back that she was old enough to be their mother.

"Yeah you are", I said jokingly, but again she took offence and said, "I can still pull you know," and turned on her belly facing away from me.

The boys then said they had enjoyed this as their best time here, thanking Chrissy and saying she was fun and better than all the girls they met who were either with boyfriends or too stuck up to talk to them. Then they asked what we were doing that night and if would we like to go up the town with them for a laugh.

I was about to say no when Chrissy said, "We would love to see the lively younger side of town and have some fun!"

'Have some fun?!' What about us? This was supposed to be our time together. I seethed quietly.

"What do the girls wear?" she asked Sean, and Jay replied, "As little as possible as it gets hot when you're dancing and in the bars."

"Shoes and a skimpy dress will do," said Sean.

Chrissy said, "Ok then, you're on."

We all made our way back to the hotel and Chrissy asked what the clubs were like, Joel said lots of free shots and party games in the best one but it may be too wild for us.

Chrissy full of wine and pissed off with me agreed and said we would do the tour and go there.

Chrissy spent ages getting ready, finally emerging in a back less, black halter neck low cut dress with straps tied at the back of her neck, spilt sides and a hem line about four inches above the knee, topped off with black stilettos.

I had to admit she looked great and her tanned breasts were bobbing seductively as she walked.

She said the bikini bottoms she had worn today were so thin she had even got an even tan with no bikini line and lifted her dress to show me her thong covered ass with a full suntan.

"Well, will this pull the youngsters?" she said.

"In that you could pull anyone," I replied, honestly.

"Ok then we'll see," she said.

We had our meal and more wine then, a few vodka red bulls by the bar, just finishing off as the boys arrived.

"Looking wicked Chrissy," Sean said, lowering his glasses.

"Just the shoes and dress as promised then," Joel said.

"Not quite," said Chrissy and flashed her thong to them, leaving me open mouthed and them smirking and lusting.

"Broken promise, huh? And we thought this wasn't going to be a boring night after all," Sean said, sighing dramatically.

"Alright then wait right here!"

Chrissy then asked me for the room key and disappeared, leaving me with the boys, who thought they had upset her.

"Hope we didn't go too far today John?" Asked Sean.

"No no," I lied genially. "We came on a vacation to have some fun. My wife's certainly enjoying it," I chuckled. I was crying inside at this point. Why had I not just told him off?

"You're very lucky," Akeel said, "she has got a great sexy body and she's fun too."

Right then Chrissy arrived back and said, "Ok promises kept, boys! Let's go!"

"No no no no, we aren't just going to take your word for it," said Sean.

Chrissy smiled mischievously at him, while ignoring me wholly. Then she turned around, glanced left and right to check if anyone was looking, before lifting the back of her dress and exposing her beautiful bare ass and a bit of her swollen pussy lips. My mouth went dry.

The boys took a moment to recover before anyone spoke.

"You- you're a woman of your word, Christine," said Sean.

Then taking the arms of Sean and Joel and leaving me trailing behind we headed up the hill to the nightlife. I had a bad feeling about this.

We stopped at a few bars on the way up town and had free shots and the happy hour offers of two for one, with the lads making sure Chrissy's glass was never empty. In the third bar we found a table in the corner and the lads went for drinks to the bar.

"Are you alright babe?" I asked.

"Sure I am!" She replied. "Am I sexy enough to pull the young ones now? I'll prove it," she said.

Then she undid the straps on the back of her dress and tied them lower so from the side you could see all her tits and nearly all from the front.

"Do I look younger?" She whispered.

"You look hot," I said. A part of me now wanted to see how far all of this would go.
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The boys came back with the drinks and noticed Chrissy's tits nearly exposed straight away and as Chrissy pulled the sides up Sean told her not to worry, that all the women show more on the beach and "Anyways, you're on holiday and it didn't bother you or us today on the beach."
"Yeah," said Joel. "We've seen a lot more than that on the beaches and trust us, you should be proud of that body you've got, Christine."
"You can call me Chrissy, babe," she said.
"As you wish, Chrissy," she Joel, smiling.
Chrissy took the compliment and said to me, "See? They appreciate me!" before letting the sides of the dress drop, showing nearly all of her breasts and her nipples when she moved.
The DJ played the Smiths and Chrissy said she loved it so Jay asked her to dance and Chrissy was up like a gunshot with her dress falling open and exposing her nipples as she gyrated from side to side. Jay was at least a foot taller than her and had her pressed right against his body. Some of the moves he did seemed to me just an excuse for him to thrust his crotch into her ass or her front. He spun her around and the splits on her dress rose high, flashing her pussy to those by the dance floor.
Sean danced with her next and kept getting her to spin, then as she returned to the table and leaned forward her loose strap undid and her tits dropped out flashing them to us and the guys on the next table who cheered as she fastened her strap, giggling all the while like a little girl. She still fastened it low letting the dress hang loose exposing the sides of her breasts.
"Where to next?" she asked.
Sean looked at the other boys and thought for a moment.
"We usually go to the Scorpion but you know what, it might be a bit too wild for you," he said.
"Do I look like I can't handle wild? I've been at this longer than you, boys," said Chrissy, making Sean laugh.
"Alright, alright. Let's go then."
Again they walked, Chrissy in between them, laughing and giggling, while I trailed behind like their servant.
The club was at the top of the hill and down an alley way under the back of the house then into a rear garden with a pool, central bar, DJ Booth and toilets to the bottom side. We found a table by the pool and had a free round of vodka shots included in the entry price.
The DJ noticed Chrissy's tits as she raised her glass and said over the PA that Chrissy could have another free shot if she sat and drank it in the middle of the dance floor.
Chrissy grabbed a stool and sat in the middle of the floor and raised the glass which left her right tit fully exposed the as she took a bow the straps dropped again and she just did a spin to the cheers of all there especially the guys on the next table to ours. She walked back to the table with her tits still out and only fastened the strap so loose that any movement showed her nipples which were now hard as lead and protruding three quarters of an inch.
Chrissy was now as horny as I have ever seen her and playing up to the guys on our table and the others on the bench by us raising her glass and exposing her nipples at every opportunity. I'd never seen her like this ever. I was surprised. I was envious. I was rock hard. What the hell was wrong with me? Or was all of this my own fault. When was the last time I had satisfied Chrissy sexually? Was this her pent up lust manifesting itself?
The surrounding crowd of guys was now filling her glass, every time it was close to empty. The the DJ called out that it was time for some Pool Games and asked for four male volunteers to take a dip in the pool for a free pint.
"This is where it gets wild," said Sean to us as he stood up along with Jay, Akeel and Joel to volunteer. There was a raucious cheer from the girls, and a wild one from Chrissy herself, much to my chagrin.
The DJ asked the lads to stand by the pool and wave their hands, then he said that as they didn't want them to get their clothes wet, to take them all off.
This really got Chrissy and the girls hollering and screaming. And soon their cheering and shouting redoubled.
The four boys had four of the biggest cocks I had ever seen. They were soft yet and already as large and thicker than I was when I was fully hard. I was stunned. I looked at Chrissy to see pure, wild lust in her eyes. She licked her lips, I doubt she was even aware of her husband's presence on the table right then. My cock gave a twitch of arousal.
The DJ then said they had to swim a width of the pool and back then jump out of the water and grab a woman's shoe.
Sean was first back and grabbed Chrissy's shoe then ran back to the pool where he was declared the winner. All the lads still naked were asked to grab the ladies they had taken shoes off and bring them to the pool. The DJ said that as the water had shrunk their cocks the first lady to get an erection on the guy with their shoe and make him cum would also win a bottle of champagne.
I didn't even have time to process all of it and protest. Chrissy's hand went straight on Sean's cock and she began stroking it like hell, as were two of the other girls. One chickened out and walked back to her seat, leaving Joel high and dry, clearly frustrated.
The DJ told that lad to get another woman to wank him and he made for Chrissy who needed no encouragement as she looked up at him and smiled and began using her other hand on him.
Akeel was quickly erect. He was being stroked by some 18 year old dark haired beauty who was going in like a champ, stroking him and stroking his balls and soon he shot his cum onto her pretty face as she giggled and laughed, and thus he was declared the winner.
The DJ however gave Chrissy a chance and said that to win the bottle she had to swim the pool on her back with no clothes. The crowd cheered her on and looking at me she smiled and undid the straps and let her dress drop showing her beautiful, curvy naked body to all.
Most of who had cameras or Mobile phones flashing and Chrissy posed with her arms in the air for all to see. This was Christine. My wife. Standing exposed to hundreds of people at once. I couldn't believe it.
She'd always been pretty good at swimming in pools and she dived in like an olympian. She swam the pool with her breasts flying from side to side and her shaved pussy lips bulging from the water with each stroke, then emerged dripping wet with her nipple's rock solid like rubber nubs.
A bartender gave her and Sam a small towel each and picked up their clothes taking them toward the toilets to a round of applause from all. Only when I sat at the table, alone did I realise that all the volunteers had gone into the toilets. The DJ brought over a bottle of cheap wine and put it on the table.
"You're with those guys right?" He asked coolly.
I just nodded.
"That girl a friend of yours?" He asked, staring me up and down.
"Yeah," I stammered out. I couldn't bare to sputter that I was married to her.
"Well, this is for being good sports. Have a great night!" he said and walked away.
After sitting for a while alone I felt I had to go to the toilet and as I went down the steps I heard a group on the patio whooping and again Chrissy was the main attraction standing with the towel around her waist, tits on display and the lads around her. She didn't see me.
This time it was a bet of drinks all night if she could wank Joel and Sean and make them cum. Sure enough, she had a cock in each hand facing the boys, still naked, with her tits being felt and sucked by them as she was stroking them.
Their big, masculine black cocks were in stark contrast to her soft, pale white hands. She could barely put her fingers all around them, they were so thick. I don't think she'd ever handled a cock this big and yet here she was on her knees stroking them like some champion nymphomaniac. She was grabbing and stroking their huge balls.
"God you're all huge. Are all Jamaican boys this big?" She asked.
"Yeah. Aren't they this big in America?" Asked Sean.
"Not even close," she said, her breaths coming fast and heavy.
"What about your husband?"
She scoffed. "He's as long hard as you all are soft."
"Well this is your chance to feel a real cock, Chrissy," Sean replied.
Not long after, Joel lost it and shot his load up her arm to the cheers off all and Sean quickly followed with spunk shooting up over her tits.
"Drinks all night then, boys?" She said gleefully.
"Drinks all week if you let me fuck you," said Sean as he grabbed her by the waist, pulled her to him and gave her a deep kiss.
"I'm not that drunk yet but the night's young," Chrissy replied, before going in for another deep kiss.
She wiped the cum off of her with a towel. Akeel kneeled in front of her and moved in to lick Chrissy's pussy, and Chrissy moaned and gyrated her hips into his face for a few seconds before pulling his head away and telling him the time for it was later.. Then she put her dress on again.
I slipped to the toilet and when I got back to the table everyone was seated already.
"Drinks on me, John. Your wife won us a bottle of champagne after all!" He said. Yeah. That's what the free drinks were for. Sure.
Well, good for me. I needed a bloody drink. I'd just seen my wife cheat on me with not one but two boys, putting on a show for two others, and my fucking cock had been hard as a rock since an hour.
We shared the bottles and the drinks kept flowing with Chrissy dancing more and more with the young lads. Sometimes four at a time and they passed her between them having a good feel of her tits and an occasional grab at her cunt which kept going on show as she lifted her dress, to applause.
At about two in the morning the place had gone quiet, some of the other boys that Sean and his friends knew had moved on to some strip joint. Sean said he couldn't go as he was short of cash for it and he was having fun with his new friends anyways.
Just then the DJ joined us and the barman brought a bottle of vodka with glasses.
"A whiskey, and this one really gets going," Sean said to the DJ, pointing at my wife as she giggled.
A moment later a large whiskey cocktail was placed in front of her.
"What are you trying to accomplish, young man?" She asked, a glint in her eye.
"Just saying thank you the Jamaican way," he replied.
Chrissy knocked the drink back and another came, then we got back to talking about the pool competition with the barman Calvin saying that he could swim the pool twice by the time Chrissy could swim once. Chrissy, being boozed up, bit and soon bets were being laid with Calvin saying if Chrissy won then we'd have free drinks in his bars all week and if Chrissy lost she had to pay as in the competition.
"Alright," she said and standing by the pool she dropped the dress again standing naked with her nipples erect and her pussy lips in partial view.
The barman stripped and he had about eight inches of black cock and no pubic hair, Chrissy stared hypnotized at his cock and missed the DJ saying GO.
The barman was half way down the pool by the time Chrissy started and had finished before Chrissy got three quarters of the way. He helped her out of the pool, laughing and feeling her tits.
"You lost, darling," he said.
"Okay," said Chrissy, licking her lips. "I have to wank you off that's the rule."
Chrissy looked at me but I was so horny as hell and drunk, I didn't care and just nodded so she took his hand and brought it to her pussy and made him cup it, looking straight into his eyes. If I wasn't there she wouldn't have given it a second thought.
"On the table," he said, winking as he picked her up in his large dark arms and gave her a wet, sloppy kiss.
I got a full view of her pussy for the first time that night. She was sopping wet. I don't remember when I last saw her this obviously aroused.
He brought her to the table next to the one I was sitting on and laid her there, her legs dangling off the side. He leaned in and kissed her. The boys and I sat mesmerized, watching them kiss obscenely. They kissed like lovers that had been together for years. His body hovered over her. Dark and hard and glistening. Her body pale and soft under him. A beautiful contrast. I could see glimpses of their tongues dancing together. My wife sucking and licking on his tongue, him sucking and licking Chrissie's.
When they broke their kiss a little string of their mixed saliva stretched from her lips to his and broke as he moved his mouth down, kissing her neck, planting kisses all over her chest, kissing her beautiful breasts and giving her nipples a good suck and flicking them with his tongue. Then he moved on further, kissing his way down her stomach. He skipped her mound and began to kiss one thigh, down it, her knee and calf and foot, and then kissed the other foot and moved up until he was kissing her inner thighs. Then he spread her legs and put them over his shoulders...and dived in.
She immediately began to moan. Sean and Joel stood up from our table and pulled their shorts down. Their cocks bounced out, completely hard, and they walked over to either side of her and leaned and began sucking on her nipples. I could just watch as she held their heads and buried her fingers in their hair, grabbing on for dear life as Calvin the barkeep began a brutal assault on her married pussy.
My view of Calvin's ministrations on my wife's lovely pussy was hidden by her thighs, squeezing his head in between them. But I could hear the slurpling, sloppy noises of his tongue working its magic on her.
"Oh God. OH GOD!" She moaned, twitching and shivering, her legs kicking wildly as Calvin put his hands around her thighs to steady them.
Jay and Akeel got up now too and hurried over while I stayed at the table, mesmerized, transfixed. Sean and Joel had now ceased sucking on my wife's nipples and had offered her their giant black cocks in her hands to play with, and she was staring into Sean's eyes while she stroked both their cocks. A glint of light caught my eye. I looked at it for a second confused before realizing it was the sparkle of the little diamond on my wife's wedding ring, now moving back and forth on pale white finger on Sean's veiny black cock. I didn't know how to feel. I felt the rock hard cock in my pants though.
Chrissy's moans brought on by the barkeep's tongue kept on rising in a crescendo, higher and higher, louder and louder.
"I'M CUMMING, OH GOD!"
And then suddenly her face contorted and her entire body went stiff and her thighs tensed up and squeezed Calvin's head in between them hard as her legs locked around his head.
"OH FUCK," she shouted again, and her entire body began to shudder and twitch.
All of us stared, hypnotized at the beautiful sight. She slowly began to relax and trying to catch her breath again as Calvin stood up and wiped his mouth.
"This one tastes like fine wine," he said.
"Jesus Christ I didn't think feeling like that was possible," said Chrissie, in between heavy breaths, her breasts heaving up and down and her skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat.
"We're not done yet babe," said Akeel as he got onto the table, with Jay on the other side.
They offered their cocks inches from either side of Chrissie's face and she smiled wide.
"It's heaven," she said and she leaned her head forward and opened her mouth wide, taking Jay's cock into her mouth first, her pretty pink lips wrapping around the thick shaft.
Meanwhile her hands were back at Sean and Joel's cock, stroking them widely. Calvin had her legs around him again and was lining his cock up with her pink opening. He slowly pushed his cock in, and Chrissy's face contorted in an expression of pure, absolute ecstasy.
"Oh GOD! SO...so big...oh FUCK!"
I don't think I recognized Chrissy lying on the table getting impaled by the huge black cock. She was now some base version of a primal woman, driven by instinct. Chrissy had been filed away in a corner, to return when this primal business was done with.
Inch after inch slid inside her, and finally Calvin's balls hit Chrissy's taint as he bottomed out, and she groaned a primal groan of pure lust and pleasure. Calvin then pulled out torturously slowly and then slowly went back in. And again. And again. He was now developing a slow rhythm, pushing his cock in until it bottomed out and back out until just his thick tip remained.
Chrissy's entire body heaved and moved with his movements, her breasts moving back and forth sensually. She used the movement of his thrusts to time the blowjob she was giving Jay at the time.
"Alright, time to switch, motherfuckers," said Sean.
He'd had enough of her hands and now wanted her mouth it seemed.
Very reluctantly Akeel and Jay moved away. When Chrissy withdrew her mouth from Jay's cock his cock head popped out of her mouth with a wet smack and she winked at him.
Now it was Sean and Joel's big black cocks on either side of her. Her hands were on Jay and Akeel's cocks so she couldn't maneuver the ones near her face as much as she liked so she just tried to lean ahead and get her face to rub on them.
"So silky and warm..." She whispered.
She stuck her tongue out and began to lick the underside of Sean's cock, followed by Joel's cock. Calvin was getting into a solid rhythm now and he was fucking her heavily, the wet, squishy sounds of their flesh slapping was echoing in the empty club now.
Calvin's pace increased faster and he became more erratic. His giant, thick cock was disappearing inside my wife's wet cunt almost entirely with every thrust, making her moan loudly, muffled by the cock in her mouth.
Calvin suddenly slammed his cock inside her and hugged her legs as he shuddered. He grunted and began to cum inside my loving wife. They stayed conjoined for a full minute before he slowly pulled away. When his cock head finally popped out, her pussy began oozing creamy white cum. More cum drooled down her pussy onto the table than I could cum in three or four sessions. Jesus Christ.
"Mmmm," my wife purred. "Thanks babe," she told Calvin.
"Thank you," said Calvin.
Very quickly Sean had jumped off of the table and taken his place between her outstretched legs. A few hours ago his enormous black cock would've had great difficulty pushing into my tight wife. But now, having just had her pussy stretched open by Calvin's thick shaft and then lubed up by his cum, he slid in easily, and pushed his entire cock inside her, bottoming out.
He didn't take a lot of time before he was slamming his cock inside her pussy, thrusting like a wild bull. Instead of cumming in her pussy he tagged out and switched places with Akeel, and offered his cock, wet with the heady mix of her pussy juices and Calvin's cum to her. She eagerly accepted it and licked him clean while Akeel began giving her a good fucking that only someone younger than 25 could administer. Akeel held off cumming in her pussy too and switched places with Jay, who switched places with Joel in the end after he had had his fill.
I was wondering why when Sean told her to get on her knees on top of the table itself. The boys all crowded around her, rubbing her face with their enormous, hard, black rods, and she licked their balls and rubbed her face in them while grabbing their firm asses and rubbing their thighs. By this point I already had my cock out and was stroking it furiously, trying not to shoot off. I needed the relief.
Akeel was the first to shoot his thick load, and he squirted ropes of cum that painted her face with his thick cream and began oozing down her skin. He came more than I thought was possible, covering half of my wife's face in his seed. Jay added his load to her face and hair next, followed by Joel, who aimed at her breasts and covered them before pushing his cock head into her mouth and giving her a healthy dose of man cream. Finally it was Sean who held her head and pushed his cock deep into her mouth and deposited his thick load there.
And now it was my turn. Or so I thought. After the bukkake was over I began to walk towards her but she stopped me.
"Sorry babe, I've had enough for today. This has been really tiring."
She jumped into the pool to wash off the seed covering her body, and dried off with a towel before putting the dress back on again. Then she kissed me deeply.
I don't know if I wish we'd stayed home, or if I wish we'd come here sooner.
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White Wife Gets Ganged On The Boat
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We set out in the morning, a bit after 9. It was a gorgeous day. The water was rather calm, a soothing blue reflection of the sky above, streaked with cotton white clouds lazily sailing past. The wind was just right, and when it rushed around my skin and up my little dress it made me shiver with pleasure. In a few minutes the noise from the cars and the engines of the boats in the harbor were distant.
Lance had only bought the boat a year ago, and he was still learning some of the finer points of sailing, but he had quickly learned enough for us to have some charming days out on the water. When we were far enough that the shore was a tiny little line, I'd get completely naked. Almost. I'd keep the deck shoes on, a practice wrought by a terrifying accident. I'd fallen overboard when I'd slipped on the wet fiberglass once. And so I'd walk around or rest on a chair, the warm gentle sun on my skin, the cool wind making its way all over me, through my hair, around my nipples, making them hard, and in between my legs. You can see why I loved it so much. The tan is perfect too.
Lance usually can't take it, watching me strut around completely naked in the sun. We'd end up dropping sails, throwing out the anchor and fucking hard somewhere on deck. We'd have a day long sail punctuated by three or four rounds of passionate love making, and I love everything about it. Not many women get to have that kind of experience. And I highly recommend it.
As the strip of land drifted away behind us, I went below to remove my yellow dress. I grabbed the exercise mat from its place beneath the bunk and dragged it back out with me, clopping along to the foredeck in only my well-worn deck shoes.
"Jesus, you have a cute ass!" Lance called after me.
I turned and called back, "I know! Why don't you come show me how much you like it?"
"Just a little longer, honey. Let me get us a little further out. You get a little sun!"
I traveled the rest of the way forward, and spread out the foam pad that I used to cushion the hard surface of the deck. It bore the signs of many a sweaty day in the sun, and a number of sexual adventures. The sun and salt air tended to bleach it all out over time, but not everything. I smiled inwardly as I remembered a particularly satisfying encounter that had produced a noticeable stain.
Kicking off my shoes, I lay down and coated myself with sunscreen. Even using a strong sunblock, our many days in the sun had produced a deep, even tan on my skin that I enjoyed very much. Being fairly pale I have always been careful about the sun, but I had managed to achieve a killer tan this summer even so, and one without much in the way of tan lines. If you looked closely, you could see the shadows of a tiny bikini that I'd keep below for those days when the water seemed a bit crowded, and I didn't feel comfortable being totally nude, but you wouldn't see them unless you looked for them.
Being not-exactly-thin, my bikini served to make me decent, covering my areolas and well, at least attempting to cover all my pubic hair. A few dark wisps would always find their way to peek out cheekily. As it barely covered a third of my breasts and less of my behind, it also served to tease, I think. Lance says it's amazing the way I can put on the suit and look naked than I do without it.
Today, however, was not a day for the bikini. Not another boat within sight anywhere. I laid down on my back and closed my eyes. The steady breeze and 1-2 foot waves lulled me into a gentle sleep as the sun warmed my skin, expecting to be awakened shortly by Lance's hands or his lips on my breasts.
Instead, I woke a few minutes later to the shift of the boat's trim as Lance turned the boat to starboard. He was struggling to manage the wheel and the boom, so I slipped on my shoes and toddled aft to help.
"What's up babe?" I asked as I gathered line for Lance as he drew in the sail, then let it out again as we turned across the wind.
"Look, over there."
He pointed in the direction toward which we had turned, and I saw the last flicker of a red flare as it settled toward the water.
"Looks like somebody's in trouble, gotta help. Sorry babe. Another day, huh?"
I nodded agreement, disappointed but knowing that we needed to respond if there were trouble.
"Guess I'd better put something on, huh?" I teased Lance, wiggling my butt at him as I disappeared below.
I decided that the bikini would just have to do. I wasn't going to blow all this great sun. I pulled on the bottoms, a tiny yellow triangle in front and a slightly larger one behind, joined a the sides by strings that I wore low on my hips, sort of 70's style. I adjusted one of the side ties, tightening it a little, and pulled the bikini top over my head, positioning the small yellow patches of fabric over my nipples before tying the strings loosely behind my back.
"You gonna wear that?" Lance asked as I emerged from the cabin. "Who knows who we'll run into out here!"
"I don't care. This is our fun time, and I like being seen in this. You don't mind, do you?"
Lance grinned and shook his head, looking ahead. We could now see a power boat floating ahead of us. It appeared to be dead in the water. As we drew closer, Lance relaxed more and more on the sails, trying to slow the boat. He wasn't sure how we'd stop when we reached them, so about 100 yards out, he dropped the mainsail and motored in instead.
Approaching the boat, we found four boys, all black, rather scared and rather young. Seemed they'd worked on the boat for a few months, fixing it up, and today was the day they'd decided to take their patient out for a ride. The engine had promptly died and they'd managed to somehow fuck up the radio, and because it was a fairly old boat there was no satellite internet. This was the reason for the flare when they'd seen our mast.
Leaving me to tend the boat, Lance swam over to theirs to see what he could do. They became even more sheepish when Lance flipped a couple of switches and began calling the Coast Guard on their radio. He gave them our location and asked that a tow be sent out, which they said would not be able to get to us for some time. As we were in no immediate distress, they were responding first to two more urgent calls. Swimming back to our boat, Lance had them throw two lines, so that we wouldn't drift apart. I got out the bumper things as Lance and the boys drew the boats together, and we waited together for the tow to arrive.
Lance invited them aboard, and we all sat around talking as we waited. They used our wi-fi to text their parents, to tell them what happened. We opened the cooler and pulled out beers for all as we sat in the increasingly hot sun. There wasn't a lot to eat on board, only some crackers and a few pieces of fruit, but we shared that, too. The boys were from the town, preparing to enter college the same year. All four were swimmers, and all had a scholarship to swim somewhere, but they thought they might have some eligibility problems, so they'd decided to work a little this summer, "little" being the operative word. Their names, I learned were Josh, Niles, Kyle, and Brad.
I made no attempt to be particularly modest around them, and from time to time I saw one or the other of them staring at me, or exchanging "Oh, wow" glances with a friend as I moved around the boat in my tiny yellow suit. Lance saw it too, and we exchanged smiles a few times. I thought that the boys weren't bad to look at either. They had swimmers' builds, broad shoulders that tapered to narrow waists, hard, flat stomachs and firm, small butts, their dark skin glistening in the sun all over. The little shorts they were all wearing were telling a story too. Those bulges were nothing to scoff at. Too bad they were so young.
In our passionate sessions of lovemaking, Lance and I had often fantasized of me getting fucked by other men. We were both really turned on by gangbang and group sex porn, and we'd had many sessions of watching it which very quickly turned into lust filled rounds of intense fucking. All those times were weighing in on us now, giving us ideas.
Lance opened another round of beers for the boys and asked me for some help forward. I followed him, aware of four pairs of eyes boring into my backside. I walked as sexily as I could, slogging around in deck shoes.
Reaching the foredeck, I asked, "What's up, babe?"
"You want these guys?"
"What? No, they're just boys!"
"Yeah, but I saw you looking them over, and they're legal enough. Besides, I remember when I was eighteen, I could get it up three, four times in a row. Could be fun?"
His eyes twinkled as I cast a glance back at the boys, who looked quickly away from us.
"See?" continued Lance, "they're hot for you, and it's gonna be hours before help comes. Why not?"
Here we were, stuck for several hours with four young, horny teenagers. Why not indeed. I looked back at Lance and smiled my consent.
"But only if I can have you too," I added.
He gave my ass a pat and a pinch as we returned to the aft portion of the boat. I wasn't sure who was supposed to say what, but Lance took care of that.
"So, boys, you all like girls?" They looked at one another, a little confused, but nodded and said, yes, they all liked girls.
"Thought so. You like the way my wife looks? She's pretty hot, isn't she?"
Another round of confused glances. One or two looked at me to see what I thought of all this. I just smiled. Finally, they all agreed that I was pretty hot. Not the sort of response that builds your self confidence, but they seemed nervous.
"Well, you see, I'm asking, because Ariana here loves to fuck, sometimes several guys at a time. And she likes you, thinks you're pretty hot too. So, you wanna fuck?"
His lie was met with stony silence.
"Really," I chimed in. "No strings, no demands, just a fun way to spend a few hours while we wait. When your tow comes, you go your way, we go ours, and that's it. What do you think?"
After another moment's hesitation, one of the boys, the one named Josh, looked right at me and said, "Okay, sure, why not?"
I stood as I said, "Good. Now, how about helping me get this off?"
I beckoned for him to draw closer.
"Untie this one behind my neck."
He leaned closer to reach behind my neck, and his chest brushed my breasts. I ran my hands down his sides, tracing the rippling muscles. He continued to fumble as his friends looked on and I dragged my nails gently across his flat belly and began to toy with the waistband of his baggy swimsuit.
He succeeded in untying the simple bow at last, and the top of my suit fell to my waist, exposing my full breasts. I guided his hands to them, then drew his head down until his lips locked onto one large soft nipple. As his friends looked on, I pulled him against my chest with one hand, untying the remainder of the top with the other. Moving his mouth from one breast to the other, he left the first nipple erect and hard. Tiny thrills ran from my breasts right to my toes as his lips continued to pleasure them.
Pulling him upright, I drew him to me and kissed him deeply, exploring his mouth with my tongue as I slipped my hand between us and searched for the rigid rod I so desired. I found what I'd expected through the thin nylon fabric, a firm, semi-erect cock which I squeezed and rubbed gently. What I hadn't expected was the sheer size of it. It was giant. And it was just half hard. His hands found my ass, and slipped beneath the useless triangle of yellow to fondle my cheeks.
I slid both my hands beneath the elastic waist of his suit, and began tugging, anxious to see his rapidly rising, enormous black cock and to plant an equally passionate kiss on it. I bent down, and finally knelt in front of him to pull down the baggy shorts. As I did he popped free, bouncing at half-staff, brushing across my lips and cheeks, until I'd tugged the swimsuit all the way to the deck. Straightening, I took a few seconds to admire its boundless beauty...the sheer raw manliness. Then I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took Josh's hot dick as far into my mouth as possible, before pulling away again. I licked the underside, down to the base, down to the thick, dark, curly hair that covered his scrotum. Then stroking the wet shaft with my hand, I nuzzled and kissed his large, drooping balls.
At first, the others maintained what was either a respectable or a shocked silence. As I moved my mouth back to Josh's swollen cockhead, my audience began to erupt.
"Oh, man, look at that," one boy said to another.
"Man, this is seriously hot," said the third.
I looked around at the boys, whose eyes were wide with amazement. Their hands were all in their laps, rubbing their own cocks intently. Lance smiled and winked when I caught his eye.
Josh wasn't far from coming, I sensed.
So I stood back up and kissed him again before asking, "You ready to put that someplace warm and wet?"
He nodded.
I said, "Well, you'd better get these off."
I pointed toward my crotch. Josh bent to untie the bikini bottoms. As he did he kissed my belly and ran a hand between my legs to the soft mound there. Grasping the flimsy fabric, he pulled it away, and it fell to the deck. I had my fingers in his hair as his lips traveled northward across my breasts and his fingers played in the soft dark curls at my pubic mound.
I stood before them all now completely naked. I smiled at the boys as I turned my back to Josh and bent over, waiting as he lifted his prick's fleshy tip to the moist slit between my legs. The rocking of the boat, though, was too much for me. I found that, bent over as I was, I couldn't keep my balance.
"I don't think this is gonna work," I said over my shoulder. "What say we use my little mattress up front?" I pointed forward, and Josh nodded.
Abandoning the safety of my deck shoes, I stepped up and walked forward along the starboard side, leading Josh. Looking back, I could only laugh as he used both hands to steady himself, leaving his O-so- hard cock to bounce and weave with each tentative step. I arrived at my exercise pad, and lay on my back, legs spread, and waiting. I played with my clit as I waited, raising it to a hard, sensitive knot. Then Josh crept between my legs, kneeling and bending over me.
I guided his rigid cock to the entrance to my pussy, and he pushed it home. I was very wet with anticipation, and even then he could only get it to slid a quarter of an inch at a time. His girth was just way more than Lance's and nothing like I'd ever felt. His length was endless. I closed my eyes and placed my hands on his strong shoulders as he began to work his hot dick in and out in long, even movements. I drew my knees up and to the sides without even thinking to allow him easier, deeper penetration. Each stroke was a little quicker than the last, a little more forceful. I remembered that he'd already been near an orgasm once, and realized that he'd come quickly.
"Okay, Josh, that's real nice. It's real good, baby. Now, go ahead, let it go. Let it go. I want you to come. We can do it again, if you want, later. Let it go, baby. Cum for me, cum for me," I said softly into his ear, encouraging him to give himself to his orgasm.
"Oh god...oh fuck yes. I'm gonna cum!" he groaned.
His movements became more and more rapid and spasmodic as his orgasm neared. I stayed quite still, concentrating on each sensation. At last his steaming cock erupted, and began to shoot thick, warm cum into my pussy.
"Oh, baby, that was so good," I purred as his passion subsided and he rolled aside.
Looking around, I saw Lance and the other three standing around me. The boys had stripped, and had hard dicks in their hands. Lance looked on happily, aware that he'd surely get his, too. The boys were all very much aroused, and I suspected that, between playing with themselves and watching me fuck their buddy, they'd all be even quicker to come.
"Brad, you want to be next?" I said to the boy standing at my feet, or really, between my feet.
His eyes barely moved from the shiny pink lips of my pussy as he nodded and knelt between my legs.
"I'm nearly ready, Brad. Can you get me to come?" I whispered as his cock pressed its way home and his chest pressed hard on my own. Josh's thick, big cock had stretched and loosened me up sufficiently so that Brad didn't have as much of a struggle penetrating my tight pussy, even though he was only a little smaller in size, still much bigger than Lance
He propped on his elbows, and I held him close as Brad ground himself into me with his strong abs. His cock was hot and hard inside me, and his closeness pressed the base of his rod against my clit with each grinding stroke.
"Oh, baby, yes, that's it, that's it," I moaned to his incessant beat. "Oh, yes, I'm coming baby. Just like that, don't stop, I'm coming!"
He kept his motions exactly as I'd asked as I careened into my first orgasm.
"Uh, uh, uuuhh," I grunted as I came.
My hips began to pitch up to meet Brad's thrusts, and his frequency increased. I grabbed the lean, muscled cheeks of his ass and pulled him into me as his own movements became frantic, and he released his own load of cum. He continued to move, slowing only gradually as his orgasm and the rigidity of his cock both ebbed. He pulled out, already only half-hard, and sat leaning on the mast.
Kyle and Niles stood poised, waiting to take Brad's place. Lance, too, looked more than ready.
"Lance, come lie down here, baby."
I gestured to the mat, and he lay on his back beside me as I sat up. Straddling his hairy chest with my knees, I settled backward until I felt the soft, swollen tip of his prick slip between my cum soaked labia and begin to penetrate.
I stopped descending, and Lance did the rest, lifting his hips until I'd engulfed all of his gorgeous cock with wet warmth. One long, easy stroke and he was in. Out, out, almost all the way, cockhead nearly visible between my legs, then in again, deep and hard. I sat up, keeping my hips a few inches above Lance's. He continued to fuck my sopping pussy as I beckoned to the Kyle and Niles.
Taking a giant stiff cock in each hand, I wrapped my mouth around Kyle's cock, on my right. I could taste the pre-cum oozing from the tiny slit as I fastened my lips to his prick and sucked thirstily, even as my left hand stroked Niles's tool. Kyle began to rotate his hips in small circles, fucking my hand and my mouth.
'Not quite yet,' I thought to myself, and turned my oral attentions to Niles.
I was now moaning, my voice muffled by the two big black cocks alternately filling my mouth up. Lance, looking up to see me servicing two more cocks, began to hump me with more earnestness. His hands steadied my ass, and his groin slammed upward into mine harder and faster. My breasts began to bounce with the impact. I sucked harder at Niles's rock-hard prick as I felt another climax of my own coming. Kyle's hand was on my own, helping me to jerk him off. Lance continued to increase his pace.
Niles grunted and groaned as his cock suddenly spat blobs of salty cum into my mouth. I sucked and swallowed until I felt Lance start to come as well.
"Oh...OH BABY!" he groaned.
He banged furiously at my juicy cunt, sending his own cum to join the mingled fluids already there, and sending me reeling into another great orgasm. I could barely stay upright as ecstasy washed over me like a huge wave. Niles's prick was no longer in my mouth. Drops of his cum and my saliva trickled onto my hand and forearm. I bounced up and down now on Jerry's cock while Kyle fucked my right hand.
"Oh, baby, I'm gonna come, oh, suck it out, suck it."
Kyle's hand was behind my head, pulling me to his raging prick.
"Oh, baby, swallow it, oh, yes, here it comes."
He pulled me closer. Still reeling from my own climax, I opened my mouth but couldn't seem to find him.
"Oh, oh, oooohh shit!" he exclaimed as his cock pulsed in my hand.
My eyes were still closed. I opened my mouth to catch his load, but I felt a heavy plop on my chin, then on my breast. Guided my his hand on mine, I milked his pulsing cock. Another spurt of milky cum on my chest, and another.
Thick and sticky, it stayed where it landed until I gathered it with the fingers of my left hand.
"Sorry I missed all this," I said, smiling up at Kyle.
He smiled back, and I saw his eyes widen as I took my two cum coated fingers and put them into my mouth, sucking away the salty juices.
Lifting myself off of Lance's still-throbbing cock, I lapped up the creamy white liquids that had gathered at the base of his shaft as he fucked me.
"That was nice," I murmured, caressing his nearly rigid pole and kissing his balls and the inside of his furry thighs. "Very nice."
Looking up, I saw Brad and Josh sitting with their fully erect cocks in their hands. Lance'd been right. These boys were machines. I was kneeling between Lance's legs at that point, bent over with my butt in the air.
"So, somebody want to get behind me, here?" I said to the two of them. Lance slipped away while Brad strode quickly to my tail end and knelt behind me.
I invited Josh to lie where Lance had been, which he did as I felt Brad's cock slide into my well-fucked pussy. I let Brad slop away in my juicy hole for a bit as I worked on Josh's cock. He slapped his abdomen noisily against my ass as he tried to generate more friction in my slippery tunnel. Covering Josh's shaft with saliva, I stroked it with only my hand for a bit as I offered Brad an alternative.
"That's good, Brad, but it seems pretty sloppy. How 'bout my back door?"
I heard the other boys muttering their "Oh, shit's" and "She wants him to fuck her ass?" to each other as I waited for Brad's response.
"It's easy, babe. You're nice and slick. Just smear a little of the extra around my asshole and go for it."
"Okay," was all he said as he pulled.
One, two fingers slipped into my soaked cunt and collected fluids, then withdrew and rubbed it onto my puckered anus.
"That's it," I said, being sure to continue my attentions to Josh, "Now slip a finger in a little, just to warm me up..."
His finger slipped easily into my ass and more quickly out.
"I'm ready, baby, put it in," I encouraged.
His spongy cockhead pressed against the tiny orifice, gingerly at first, then a little harder, then, when I didn't complain, he pushed hard enough to pop it in. With short, quick strokes he worked himself deeper and deeper into my ass. I turned my attention back to Josh, who grinned crazily as I looked into his eyes and began again to suck on his engorged member.
"Oh, man, this is so tight," said Brad as he buried the last of his cock in my ass.
After a few tentative strokes, he began happily cramming my ass full of hot cock. I, on the other hand was occupied with Josh's prick. Bobbing furiously, stroking his slick rod with my free hand, I drove him quickly to his second orgasm.
"Oh, damn, oh, damn, oh, damn, that's so intense," he grunted as I bobbed rapidly on the end of his tool, pressing my tongue hard against the sensitive underside of his glans.
"Oh, baby, oh, OH!" he shouted as his cock spit warm thick cum into my mouth.
Brad's motion shifted gears as he saw his friend's eyes roll up in ecstasy. With swift, uneven stokes he bored into my ass until his own cock shot it's load inside my ass. Growing tired, I neither moved nor spoke as Brad and Josh withdrew. Without invitation Kyle, then Niles took their turns at my ass, pouring more cum into me. I collapsed, flat on my belly with my legs spread wide when they'd finished, thinking they were done. I was beginning to enjoy the heat of the sun on my back, nearly drifting off to sleep when I felt a shadow fall across me. Josh wanted one more go, to shoot one more load in my ass.
I didn't have it to prop myself up, so he parted my cheeks with his fingers and shoved his sturdy cock up my ass as I lay flat. He covered me with his body, his strong, hairless chest resting on my back as he drove his prick home with long abdominal strokes. When he came, he stayed with me for a while. The others had gone aft for beer, so we stayed linked until his shrinking cock pulled itself from my cum- slicked anus. He rose then, and went aft to dress.
I slept, naked in the sun, until I felt Lance's hand on my shoulder, shaking me.
"The tow-boat's coming, honey. You might want to get below."
Weak kneed, I walked back to the entrance to the cabin. The boys thanked me for a wild afternoon, and gave me a deep, passionate kiss of gratefulness. I thanked them in return, and then I crawled below and slept until Lance woke me to tell me we were nearing the harbor, and he needed my help docking.
Pulling on my yellow dress, I emerged from the cabin.
"You’ve got the glow," grinned Lance.
"Yeah, well, it was your idea, and it was fun. How 'bout you?"
"I'm barely controlling myself from fucking you again right here. We're gonna have fun tonight."
I wiggled my ass at him as I walked forward to tend one of the lines. It was a good thing I'd rested a bit. Lance would definitely be hot to trot when we got home that night. What a beautiful god damn day.
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White Wife Cuckolds Me With Hung Black Co-Workers
[image: Vara Damon]



Chapter 1

My wife Kate is an English teacher at the local college. She'd been getting bored this summer, since we'd decided to skip vacations this year because I had a very important project smack dab in the middle of her holidays. Consequently she ended up joining the local drama club. Something that I'd never have guessed would change our entire life.

You see, they rehearse and then put up a big play in the summer, sort of as a seasonal project. When Kate found out she was pumped up. Several other teachers from her college were also part of it . I was not but sometimes after I'd got off work she'd call me to help them do some maintenance on the building, work on a set, costumes, whatever. Little jobs, you get the idea. Can't say I disliked it, really. Anyways, this summer, the director suggested they do a racy drama/comedy called "The Hearse of Marmite." It contained a quite a bit of sexual overtones, jokes, and nudity. He distributed a few copies of the script to the members and suggested that my wife Kate might be perfect playing the part of the lead female role, 'Trinity Lance'.

Kate was excited about playing the lead, but told me that she was against doing any nude scenes. I of course, was trying to convince her otherwise. That night, while we were in bed, Kate and I read through the script paying special attention to the part of Trinity Lance. As it turned out, most of the scenes with nudity were for the other players and there was just one racy scene that involved the role that the director had suggested for Kate.

In this one scene, Trinity is standing next to her bed dressed only in a short robe. The leading man, Antonio Garcia, also dressed only in a short robe, is standing closely behind her with his arms wrapped around her waist. While Trinity speaks her lines, Antonio reaches inside the robe and fondles her breasts, while simultaneously caressing her butt and kissing her neck and shoulders. This goes on through several pages of script with Antonio caressing, fondling and kissing while Trinity runs through the dialogue with several comic observations. At the end of the scene, both Trinity and Antonio disrobe and get under the sheets to engage in playful lovemaking. There is only a brief nude scene as they drop their robes climb into bed. Both my wife and I found this whole scene really hot.

We both thought that the script was very good and that it would be great for their club. The nudity was limited and was really an intricate part of what made the whole play work as a comedy/drama.

I could tell that my wife was a little aroused at the thought of playing Trinity. She had that certain sexy look about her and her nipples were hard and showing through her dress. I was also aroused as evidenced by the small tent in my pajamas.

"Do you think you will be playing the part?" I asked my wife.

"I don't think so" she replied, "the actress has to let someone feel her up, and I don't want just anyone with his hands on me. Plus I will have to be nude and there are other teachers from my school, in the drama club. They would all see me."

"It will be fun", I tried to assure her.

I was quiet for a few seconds before I added, "It would be a very exciting fantasy for me and I know you always wanted to be the lead actress in one of these summer productions. You know what, why don't we try it out right now? With you and I? I'll play Antonio and you can try to imagine that I'm someone else, the other actor"

Kate agreed and she went to put on one of her robes. I just stayed in my pajamas. We stood next to our bed and while she held the script reading the lines out loud I stood behind her with my quickly hardening cock up against her butt while I reached inside the robe and gently caressed her breasts, which were warm and firm as ever. I tweaked the nipple of her left breast while I was kissing her neck and I could tell by her voice that all of the kissing and caressing were having the desired effect. My wife was getting hot.

True to the script, we both disrobed and climbed into bed. Kate then grabbed my shoulders and directed my face down to her pussy, the script forgotten and betrayed.

"Eat me, I'm so horny," she commanded. "I want to cum."

I licked her clit to two writhing orgasms before she let me up for air. The first one came practically right away with the second following in just a few minutes. I reached for a condom from the dresser but by the time I got it out of the package and on my cock, my Kate was asleep. I rubbed myself to a quick orgasm put out the lights.

The next morning, over coffee, Kate brought up the subject of the play.

"Do you really want me to take that role at the summer playhouse, Luke?"

"Yes, I do" I quickly assured her, "I really want you to."

In a firm tone she cautioned "You know, there are going to be lots of rehearsals. Every time we come to that one scene, that nude part, the leading man will be feeling me up. Are you sure that won't bother you?"

I got up from the table and leaned over her giving her a big reassuring kiss and hug. "Bother me? It's gonna make me so excited I can't even imagine it!" I assured her.

"Well, I want to see who will be playing the part of Antonio, first," she asserted.

"Okay." I was glad that it looked like she changed her mind.

"And I have some other...um...conditions," she added.

"Conditions?" I was puzzled but ready to agree to anything.

"Like I said I want to see who will be playing the part of the male lead. Then, if I decide to do it there will be no turning back, not at all, you can't make me stop."

"Hey, no problem" I quickly answered.

"Wait, there's more. After every rehearsal I want you to eat me out until I cum, twice, just like last night, and...and anything that happens between me and the other actors and what the other the other actors see...you won't hold it against me...do you agree?"

"Sure. I agree," I told her without hesitation.

"And If I want, I can rehearse that part without wearing a bra under my top, okay?"

This time I was a little more hesitant.

"Uh...okay."

"And I might want to have some extra rehearsals here at the house...dress rehearsals too," she added. "And you have to do everything I say, everything. No matter what."

I wondered what my sexy wife had in mind, she had kind of a funny look on her face, and I knew I needed more information before I answered this one.

"I have to do everything you say?" I asked. "Like what?"

Kate paused for a second.

"Like helping with rehearsal props, helping with food and drinks for the drama club guests, and helping me get dressed and undressed for my part."

"That doesn't sound too tough," I answered.

"Do you promise?" she asked.

"I promise," I answered.

"You're sure? You promise to obey the conditions? All of them?" she pressed on further.

"I promise, I promise," I reassured her.

"Okay, it's a deal then depending on who they get to play Antonio."

The bargain was struck and I was well on my way to having a long time fantasy fulfilled. I was a little uncertain if this is what I really wanted and I had a funny feeling in my stomach. I really didn't know if a fantasy fulfilled is good or bad. I tried to put it out of my mind and headed off to work. Over the next week I convinced myself that no matter who was picked to play Antonio, Kate would disagree. That seemed to help keep my feelings in check.

The following Friday, my wife's drama club had another meeting. It was an off day for me but I had to take the car in to get the air filter fixed, so Kate went to the meeting with a friend. I couldn't get the thoughts of that play and our agreement out of my mind. I wondered how the casting was going, who would they pick for a leading man, and wondered if my wife was going to accept the role. When she finally arrived home I hurried to the door to meet her.

"Well ?"

It was all I said. Kate looked at me for a few seconds, quietly before bursting into a bright smile.

"You're looking at the new Trinity Lance!" she exclaimed, giving me a tight hug.

I hugged her back and stroked her hair.

"Congrats babe, I knew you'd get it! And who's going to be Antonio?"

"It's going to be Brad...Brad the football coach from my college!" Kate said happily.

"Wait Brad as in the six foot three muscular black guy?" I quizzed.

"Yep. That's the one!" She answered quickly "And some of the other teachers from the college will be in the play too. That's okay isn't it? This is what you wanted right?"

"Well yeah, kind of" I answered.

All of a sudden I wasn't so sure. The reality was starting to hit home. Apparently this guy Brad is someone my wife thinks is okay to feel up her tits in front of everyone. This guy Brad is also someone she works with. Not to mention the other male teachers. These were people we knew, and people Kate would see every day come fall school season. Now they were going to see my wife get felt up, get nude and get into bed with another man, a huge black man. I pictured his large frame right behind my petite wife, his huge black cock rubbing up against my wife's robe clad ass. My cock gave a twitch, but I was edgy, and wanted to back out.

"So you've...you've decided then?" I asked sheepishly.

"Yep, we already had our first read-through of the script. Brad felt me up and everything, except I had my bra on under my top this time. Honey I'm so hot I need you to eat me right now. You were right, this is so exciting!"

We headed for the bedroom. Now the reality was hitting home. I was more than a little bit apprehensive over the whole situation. This was not exactly what I had imagined. My wife was getting into this a little too much. She was just a little too happy about playing this role with Brad and about Brad feeling her up. Perhaps once I went to the playhouse and watched for myself, I would loosen up a bit. Or so I told myself. Yes, that was it, the fantasy thing. This was supposed to be fun and sexy for both of us. Once I reached this conclusion I got an immediate hard on.

When we got up to the bedroom Kate was naked in an instant and lying on the bed. Before I could get undressed she pulled me down on her pussy and I started licking her off as we agreed. She was hot all right, real hot and wet. It wasn't long before she reached a giant orgasm, practically ripping off my head with her legs. I kept on licking and she held the back of my head pushing up against her totally soaked, hairy cunt. Her second orgasm came just as quickly as her first, and I was happy to be getting my turn.

By the time I had gotten undressed and donned my "required" condom Kate was fast asleep. Once again I had to satisfy myself. I drifted off to sleep both still excited over the events to come while wondering what the heck I had gotten myself into.
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Chapter 2

Neither Kate nor I mentioned the drama club until the following Friday. All day at work my stomach was in a knot wondering what would happen that night at rehearsal. After work I picked up Kate at home. She was dressed in very high heels, a tight fitting pair of black slacks and a tight fitting top. Her bra was clearly visible through the thin material. I was thankful that she decided to wear her bra.

She looked beautiful. And she definitely looked sexy. The slacks really fit her tight ass and her breasts were stretching the fabric of the top to the limit. She got quite a few appreciative looks from the male members of the cast, especially from Brad, the leading man. I took a seat a few rows from the front of the stage and watched the company run through their lines, I already had an erection just waiting in keen anticipation for my wife's scene.

About two-thirds through the run through, and just before Kate and Brad's big scene, the director called for a 10-minute break. Kate grabbed a soda and came over to chat.

"What do you think so far honey?" she asked.

"You look great so far baby" I quickly answered

"Do you remember your promise...about my bra?" Kate said while twisting her bust from side to side right in front of my face, making her restrained breasts jiggle a little.

"I-...yeah, I remember" I stammered.

"Well I'm going to the Ladies Room to take my bra off, will you hold it for me?" Kate was still twisting at the waist, waiting for an answer.

My stomach flipped over, I was dizzy with both lust and jealousy. I didn't know what to answer her.

"Yeah...o-.. Okay" was all I could muster. I felt like an idiot.

With that remark she walked off toward the back of the theater. My wife emerged a few minutes later, walking down the aisle toward my seat with a definite change in her appearance. Her bra had been removed and her tits jiggled playfully under her white top. The fullness of my wife's braless breasts was evident as they danced beneath the fabric of the thin material. The outline of her nipples was faintly visible.

As she walked down to meet me, a few of the actors looked up from their scripts and stared at Kate. My wife's bra dangled from her left hand and practically dragged on the floor while her large tits bounced swayed and jiggled with every step. As she moved closer to me, and the stage lights, the outline of her nipples, now aroused, became even more clearly defined through the thin material. I looked back toward the other actors onstage. Apparently they noticed too. Brad had a huge grin on his face.

My wife stopped at my seat and extended her hand with the bra dangling in front of my face. Everyone watched her as she dropped the bra into my lap and headed up onstage to take her place next to the large frame of Brad. He and the other male actors gawked openly at my wife's sexy tits that were now proudly on display. She had kind of a half-smile and half smirk on her face as she looked down at me. I lowered my eyes in embarrassment. My cock was making a small but noticeable tent in my pants. I covered it with my wife's bra.

The director called for the actors to take their places and continued going through the script. Soon they came to the big scene that I had been both hotly anticipating and dreading at the same time.

The actors took their places with Brad standing right behind Kate. As my wife began reading her lines Brad began to kiss her neck and stroke her ass. Before long Brad slid his hand up and cupped one of my wife's breasts. He began to massage it, then moving up and down cupping and squeezing her barely covered tits. This was obviously having an intense effect on Kate and she began to pant and stammer while trying to read the lines. The director, unhappy with Kate's performance told her to stop and start again.

As she started from the beginning of the scene, so did Brad, kissing, stroking, and caressing my wife's sexy body. Once again this had an erotic effect on Kate and she misspoke her lines. Once again the director asked her to start again. Brad was really getting into this now and sure getting his share of feeling up my wife's tits. The other actors too were getting a pretty good show. I looked down to see I had cum in my pants.

After four or five stops and starts the director finally stopped the scene and told Kate that, because of all the distractions she should practice the lines from this scene at home. He was sure that would help. The actors then moved on to the remainder of the play.

We rushed home from the theater, that night, in record time. Once at home, we bolted to the bedroom. Before long Kate was pressing my face into her pussy while I serviced her with my tongue, licking her dripping pussy, pulling on her delicious pussy lips with my lips, flicking her clit with my tongue, lapping up every drop of juice that my gorgeous wife produced, licking the sweat from her thighs. I had never felt my wife this hot before. She had three orgasms before she let me up. I put on my rubber and knelt between her legs, I was really hot and dying for her hot sexy body. She told me that she was too tired to fuck right now and that I should jerk off instead. I had cum almost instantly anyway while I looked upon her beautiful sexy body and fantasized about the events of that evening.

The next morning over coffee Kate brought the subject up first.

"Did you have fun last night, baby?" she asked in a teasing tone "Did I do all the things you wanted me to do?"

"It was the hottest thing I ever saw," I told her honestly.

Kate walked over and stood next to my chair. She was wearing her silk robe that hung open slightly making a big V shape between her breasts that ran down to her waist where the robe was tied together with a matching belt. She parted the robe to one side exposing a perfectly shaped left tit topped with a big pink nipple. She aimed it right at my face and continued talking in her little girl teasing voice.

"Well...I did what you wanted right? You wanted me to be your sexy naughty wife getting my boobs felt up onstage, right? And you wanted everyone to see me get felt up didn't you? So did I do it like you wanted? Was I sexy enough?"

Like a fool, I took the bait. I reached up and began to kiss and caress the breast my wife was offering me. I was aroused at once as I began to suck on her nipple, which caused me to ignore my shame of the night before. She felt so good. Her tits were so perfect and sexy.

"Yes honey, you were perfect, and I love you so much." I answered softly.

What could I say? It was the fantasy I had asked for. She did look exceptionally sexy and I did, after all, cum right there in my pants. Kate's feelings on the other hand were becoming obvious, she quickly broke the news to me about her plans.

"That's great because Brad is coming by tonight to help me practice that one part that I had trouble with last night," she said excitedly as she pulled away from my grasp and covered her exposed bosom.

"What?! Tonight?! Brad? Here?" I fell back into my chair, stunned.

"Yes, you heard the director. He wants me to practice at home and you promised to help," Kate insisted. "You don't mind, do you baby?"

Kate pushed her tits back into my face in case I needed some extra convincing. I took the bait again, started to caress her tits, and couldn't resist her request.

"Okay, Baby, no problem, just as long as you save some for me later" I answered

Kate broke away once she had the answer she was looking for.

"Great. Be ready at seven pm, okay? And don't forget your promise help me out and do everything I say."
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Chapter 3

It was a long day at work. My stomach was doing flips wondering what events would unfold that evening. I got home and found a sandwich and a beer waiting for me on the kitchen table. I wolfed down the sandwich and found Kate waiting in the living room. She jumped up from the couch and gave me a big kiss."

"All set for tonight?" She asked me.

Like I needed to be set for something. Kate was sure set. She had on a sheer blue top, a half top really with thin straps and a bare midriff. My wife was braless and her tits pushed the material out away from her flat tummy. She wore a pair of cutoff blue jeans that were tighter than her skin and exposed more of her ass than they covered. She paraded in front of me and twirled around in a circle.

"Like It?" she asked, looking like some erotic greek goddess.

Before I could answer, the doorbell rang and Kate bounded off to answer it.

I could hear several voices emanating from the foyer and my wife entered the living room with three men. Brad was there plus two of the other teachers from school, who were also in the drama club and in the play. The men were all smiles. My smile was more than a little forced as I was introduced to Brett, the Psychology professor and Jaden, the other football coach at the college. Great, another huge black guy.

"Brett and Jaden came to help us practice. That's okay with you, isn't it honey?" Kate asked, and I could tell that the question was very rhetorical.

The two other teachers took seats in our living room. Meanwhile Kate asked me to open up the couch, which turns into a bed, so they could practice their big scene.

While I was struggling with the sofa conversion, my wife started right into rehearsal.

"Let's start with that part I was having trouble with last night" she said to Brad excitedly, who immediately took his place behind my wife and went right into his role of caressing my wife's ass while kissing her neck.

While my wife spoke her lines the other teachers followed along with the script. Soon Brad had his hands on Kate's tits as he felt them up through the thin material. By the time I had finished with converting the couch to a bed Brett had stopped Kate twice and made her start from the beginning. I saw what was happening there. So that was Brad's plan. To bring Brett and Jaden along and have them as some kind of wingmen alongside him. I couldn't fucking believe it. Brad continued feeling my wife's ass and tits and once again, Brett pointed out that Kate had screwed up her lines and asked her to restart. No surprises there, I thought.

After a while Brad became even more bold and moved his hands up underneath my wife's half top. Kate just continued on with her lines, as if nothing was wrong. Before long Brad had pushed the fabric of the top higher giving us all a clear view of Kate's full, round breasts. The sharp contrast of her slightly tanned breasts and her soft pink nipples being kneaded by the very dark hands of Brad was a sexy sight to behold. He continued to stroke my wife's naked tits right there in front of all of us. The other men sported huge grins.

All of us could see my wife's tits boldly on display. Kate knew it but did nothing to cover up, and just left her sexy tits and nipples, completely bare and exposed. Brad lifted the material higher, and continued feeling up my wife's fully bared breasts.

Meanwhile, Kate was holding the script with both hands, but without missing a beat of her lines her left hand slipped down to her waist and she unbuttoned the top of her jeans and pulled the zipper down a little. This subtle message was not lost on Brad, who removed his hand from my wife's ass and slid it down into the front of her jeans giving her pussy the same treatment that her tits were getting. My wife kept on reading. I was frozen like some kind of stone statue. I felt a heady mixture of intense emotions, confusing me. Intense lust. Extreme humiliation. Burning envy. What should I have been feeling?

Brett and Jaden had noticeable big bulges in their pants as they stared intently at the action in front of them. My wife continued on reading her lines, as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening but looking up occasionally to give them a smile and a wink.

At the end of the scene Kate slid her cutoffs down to her ankles and stepped out of them. She was naked underneath so this gave everyone a clear view of her hairy pussy and protruding pussy lips. Suddenly, in one quick motion, she pulled her top off over her head. Her tits bounced playfully as she leaned over the bed to pull back the covers while giving us all a nice look at her tight ass and cunt. Brad wasted no time in quickly stripping himself, revealing a glistening, muscular dark body, and a long thick cock, at least twice as big as mine already without even being half hard. My jaw dropped.

True to the script, both Brad and my wife climbed into the bed. The covers only hid their bodies from the waist down and Kate's tits remained exposed to our view. Brad took a position on top of Kate and was rubbing his crotch into her pussy in; pretend lovemaking. As Brad rocked on top of my wife her breasts swayed and jiggled with the pumping movement. This lasted a quite a bit longer than necessary.

Before I could stop them, Kate started laughing and pushed Brad off of her.

"Okay cut it out now, save it for the dress rehearsal, Romeo" she told him.

Both Brad and Kate lay there quietly for a moment breathing heavily. Almost in unison they got up from the bed.

While Brad got dressed Kate sat on the edge of the bed, facing the other two teachers. Her legs were parted slightly giving them a clear view of her pubic area and large pussy lips. Her cunt looked soaking wet.

My wife picked up her little top and held it in front of her tits in a mock attempt to cover up. She was actually exposing a lot more than she was covering.

"Honey will you go and get my robe from the bedroom please?" she motioned me away.

When I obediently returned with her robe. My wife was still naked sitting with all her charms in full view of the trio of teachers, who were grinning appreciatively. Kate sat there facing her coworkers until I brought the robe to her waiting arms. Kate stood up and slipped it on. She was such a beautiful woman with a well-proportioned body, full tits, nice ass, and wet pussy. I had a full erection myself.

"I think we've all had enough fun for tonight guys," Kate told them while putting on her short silk robe. "Let's go ahead and practice the rest of the lines"

Kate and the trio of schoolteachers went ahead and ran through a number of their parts in the play. I retired to the bathroom to relieve myself from all the excitement.

Before long, the practice session was breaking up. Kate gave Brad a big kiss on his way out and I noticed that he took another opportunity to sneak a hand inside her robe. My wife did nothing to stop him, if fact she leaned in toward his hand as he felt her tits.

After they were gone home Kate, once again, cornered me in the bedroom for her oral reward. Her pussy was wet, extremely wet and hotter than it had been on the previous occasions. She tasted differently too. She wasted no time in reaching a spectacular orgasm. This time I was prepared with my condom already in place and was able to take a few quick stabs at her cunt before reaching my premature climax. We lay in bed breathing heavily.

"I must have made you happy tonight, babe, you didn't last two minutes" Kate observed, "That's what you wanted me to do right? You wanted me to be your sexy naughty wife didn't you? And you wanted them all to get a good look at me right?"

It was what I had wanted...but now I wasn't sure if I liked it so much.

"You were very sexy, babe a0nd very hot. It just wasn't what I had expected... you know... those other teachers being there and all."

I must have come across a little whiney because Kate was quick to reply

"Well, I thought I was doing what you wanted so I let them have a good long look at my bare boobies, they all saw my pussy too! So I let them look on purpose, and I made sure that they saw it all. I let Brad feel up my boobies and my butt as much as he wanted and I let him stick his hand down the front of my shorts and rub my crotch. I made sure that they all had their share of fun, just like you wanted."

Kate began stroking my little cock and started using her little girl pouting voice.

"Honey" she paused but kept stroking "I think Brad squirted some of his cum in me"

"What?!" I exclaimed, stunned.

Kate started stroking faster "Did you see how big his cock is? And so black! When we climbed into bed Brad stuck his big cock up inside me. Oh Babe it felt so big up there inside me. He started pumping in and out and it felt so big and so good. I didn't want it to stop. Then all of a sudden I could feel him squirting inside me. He kept squirting his hot cum way up in my pussy. That's when we stopped, but I had already got his cum in me. You're not mad at me are you? It all happened so fast I couldn't help it."

Kate stroked faster and faster, she knew that I was powerless as long as she kept this up.

"It's okay," I lied to her just as she caused me to reach a climax.

Kate continued, "This all must make you very happy because you are cumming so much and so fast too!"

"It's you that makes me happy baby," I answered.

"Goodnight baby" Kate gave me a quick peck on the cheek and rolled over.

I lay there in bed thinking about the events of that night. It was after all what I had asked for and wanted, except now it didn't seem like such a good idea. I had never been allowed to cum inside my wife, ever, and here was this guy Brad sticking his big black cock up my wife's cunt and depositing his spunk in there and I have to lick her out later. It was sure what I had asked for but I wasn't sure if I liked it or not.

I fell asleep while trying to recount, in my mind, the events of that night.

The next morning Kate was cheerfully humming away in the kitchen. She brought the subject up first.

"Did you have fun last night Luke? Did you like your sexy naughty wife fantasy?"

"I'm not sure" I told her honestly "Maybe you should quit this play"

"Quit?! But you promised that once we started there was no stopping! I did everything I thought you wanted. I let Brad feel me up and see me naked and everything. The other teachers from my school saw me naked too. All just like you wanted me to. You promised that no matter what happened it was going to be okay."

Suddenly Kate's tone went from very firm to very soft.

"Besides, now that I'm enjoying all the attention, just like you said I would, I don't want to stop. Now it's partly my fantasy too and Brad's cock is so big...You promised me, right, that this would be okay and I wouldn't have to stop, right?"

I wasn't sure what to say. Part of me wanted this to stop and part of me wanted it to keep going. It was a real turn on to see my sexy wife naked in front of these men.

"You're right honey, I promised and you were very sexy last night and I did cum twice in like two minutes. I am just having trouble getting used to you acting like this"

"Well you'll have another chance," Kate informed me. "They are all coming over Saturday for another rehearsal. This time Brad wants to try a dress rehearsal."

I was in shock. A dress rehearsal meant both Kate and Brad would be naked under short robes and they would be climbing into bed again. Maybe Brad would be sticking his big schlong back inside my wife and all the teachers would be seeing her naked again for sure. Besides, Saturday I had already planned a fishing trip with my buddies.

"I'm going fishing Saturday remember. Are you sure you want to do this honey" I asked

"Now Luke you promised, and I already invited them," Kate insisted. "You will just have to hear all about it when you get home that's all."

It was obvious that her mind was made up and there would be no changing it. I was resigned to the fact that this would happen whether I liked it or not. I left the room without answering. Kate had that half grin half smirk look on her face.
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Chapter 4
I left early Saturday morning for the fishing trip without waking Kate. All day I was distant from my buddies. I was deep in thought wondering about the events that were taking place at my home with my wife and her teacher friends. My stomach was doing flip-flops and I couldn't wait to get home and hear the details of the day's events.
When I arrived home the other teachers had already gone. Kate was sleeping naked on the conversion sofa in the living room, with a slight smile of contentment on her pretty face. Her hair was all mussed up. The sheets had suspicious looking wet spots every-where. I leaned over to give her a kiss and I could smell that musty smell of strange cock on her face.There were small drips that looked like cum in her hair. Kate returned my kiss with an open mouth. I could taste that same taste in her mouth that was in her cunt the other night.
Kate sat up slightly, propping herself up with her elbows. Her tits looked full and lovely in that position. She spread her legs and I could see the obvious wetness with cum slowly leaking out of her cunt adding more liquid to the wet spot on the bed under her ass. Her neatly trimmed bush was soaking wet and tangled with drips of white liquid. My wife's pussy lips gaped open, like she had been freshly gang banged.
I kissed my wife again and began to fondle her breasts.
"How did your rehearsal go?" I asked stupidly.
Without answering, she guided my head away from her mouth and directed me down between her legs.
"Eat me, Babe." She commanded "Eat me like you promised."
I obediently took a position between her legs and began licking. Kate picked up her legs and placed her feet on my back holding me down. She put her hands behind my head and pulled my face tightly into her sopping wet crotch. My nose was in her pubic hair and I could hardly breathe, as it became full of the white milky liquid deposited there. I licked away at her gaping hole all the while tasting what I was sure was Brad's spunk that he had just recently deposited into my wife's cunt. Kate kept pulling my head tighter into her crotch. She raised her butt up off the bed in order to rub more of her wet cunt and crotch onto my face.
It wasn't long before Kate reached her first orgasm, she never released my head and I dutifully licked her sopping wet pussy until she reached her second climax. When she finally let me up I must have looked foolish, with cheeks and nose full of white milky liquid.
Kate lay there on the bed, obviously spent.
"Oh Luke", she sighed, "What a time we had here today. You should have been here. You would have liked to see your naughty wife."
I insisted that Kate give me the full details. I stripped down right there and donned my mandatory condom.
"Tell me", I panted as I began rubbing my little penis. "Tell me how you were naughty today."
Kate began her narrative of the events earlier this afternoon.
"Now before I tell you, promise me again that you won't be mad"
I promise, I promise" I answered quickly.
"Well", she started, "Brett and Jaden arrived here early, like about 4 in the afternoon. I was already dressed up in my short thin robe with nothing on underneath. While I was serving them some soft drinks I was bending over making sure they got a good look at my butt. I was also letting my robe stretch open a little on top so they could stare a little bit at my boobies. After a while, since Brad was late, Jaden suggested that we might get started with the dress rehearsal anyway and he would be glad to take Brad's part and help me out with the section I was having trouble with.
We decided to start practice and Jaden got dressed into the robe I had picked out for Brad. We started the rehearsal and Jaden began rubbing my butt and then rubbing my boobies while I read my lines. Brett was making us start over every time I screwed up the lines, which I was doing a lot, and so Jaden was really getting into it. He pressed his crotch up against my butt and I could feel his enormous hard cock poking down between my legs.
I felt bad for Brett since Jaden was having all the fun, so I untied the belt to my robe and let it fall open so Brett could see me. Brett watched while Jaden was feeling my boobs all up and rubbing me down there. I made sure they could both see everything, and I was getting so turned on by it all.
Next, we reached the part in the play where we get naked and climb into bed. Jaden laid down next to me. He lifted my leg, and started rubbing his big black cock right up against my cunt. I was all hot and wet down there and so turned on that I grabbed hold of his cock and helped him slide it up inside me. His cock went way up inside me, oh babe it was so long and it felt so good. He started fucking me with his long cock and I was letting him. I actually wanted him to squirt his hot cum in me.
I was getting into it so much that I didn't notice Brad had arrived. But next thing I know Brad is standing there, naked, right in front of me while Jaden is still fucking me from the side. Brad big thick cock was pointing straight out and right there in front of my face. He pushed it toward my mouth and told me to suck on it. When I opened my mouth Brad pushed his big thing deep into my mouth way back to my throat.I gagged on it a bunch of times but that didn't stop him he just kept fucking my mouth with his giant cock.
All of a sudden Jaden started bucking faster and faster and then I could feel his long cock squirting hot cum way up inside of me. It felt like he squirted a gallon up there. I thought he would never stop. When he finally pulled out, Brad changed places and shoved his huge cock way up inside me and started fucking me like crazy.
We stopped for a minute and Brad made me get on my hands and knees so he could take me doggie style. Brett had stripped down and knelt on the bed with his cock pointing in front of my face. While Brad screwed me from behind Brett held on to my head and fucked my mouth at the same time.
Pretty soon Brett started cumming right there in my mouth, I couldn't believe it. I tried to pull away, but he kept squirting cum in my mouth and down my throat while he held the back of my head tight. I thought it would never stop and I was choking on all the cum he was putting in there. The cum that didn't go down my throat was overflowing out of my mouth and dripping down my chin. Finally I was able to pull back but Brett's cock was still squirting cum and he got it all over the place on my face and in my hair.
I collapsed on the bed. Brad pulled out and rolled me over. Then he climbed on top of me and started fucking me like crazy with his monster cock. The others stood around the bed and rubbed themselves while they watched Brad fuck me. Next thing I know Brad is squirting cum like crazy up in me and I'm having an orgasm too. The other guys started cumming at the same time. There was cum squirting everywhere and a lot of it got on me and on the bed.
We all rested on the bed and then we started up again. I can remember exactly now what else happened, but Brad and Brett and Jaden all got their cum in my mouth and up my cooch a bunch of times. I had about 6 orgasms and just collapsed on the bed.
You should have been here to see it babe, you would have loved to see your naughty wife getting all messed up with cum, by the other teachers. right?"
"Right...I love you Baby" I told her, but I was still torn between the excitement of the fantasy and the reality of my wife being fucked by her coworkers.
Besides, I had never been allowed to cum anywhere but inside my little condoms. Kate always told me she hated that "sticky stuff". And I had never once got close to putting my little cock into my wife's mouth she absolutely refused and now here she was blowing whole the damn faculty right here in my house.
"Eat me again, Babe and I'll let you fuck me," she whispered.
I went down on my wife and licked her sopping wet cunt until she reached her orgasm. Now it was my turn I removed my condom and tried to mount wife. She immediately stopped me.
"Not without your little rubber, Luke. You know the rules," she chided.
"But you let the others do it to you all day!" I whined.
"That's different," she said firmly. "They're company and what they did was special. And you promised me that whatever happened was okay. You asked me to do this play thing and you knew there would be other teachers involved. So I decided to let them have a good look at me naked and then I wanted to let them have some fun with me. So I let them do whatever they wanted. But that's different I'm not married to any of them."
At this point I wasn't about to argue. I was too horny. I put on another rubber and mounted Kate missionary style. I could hardly create any friction she was so loose and well lubricated. After a few minutes of pumping I reached a small climax. We both fell asleep on the conversion sofa and didn't get up until morning.
Once again, Kate was anxious to bring up the subject over coffee.
"Has your fantasy come true, Babe? Am I acting the part of your sexy slut wife good enough for you?" She asked without really wanting an answer.
"For the rest of the summer things are going to be a little different." Kate informed me "I'll be riding to rehearsal with Brett and Jaden and coming home with Brad. There will be more rehearsals too. But we are going to have them over at Brett's house. You can stay here and when I get home don't forget about your promise. I will make sure I have a special present for you."
Well that's how it started and for the rest of the summer almost every night Kate would leave for rehearsal dressed in the skimpiest of outfits. She would arrive home very late from practice and always had a huge load of cum in her sopping wet pussy. Then she would immediately command me to lick her clean. Afterward she would just doze off to I just went along and tried to fantasize about what was happening to my wife each night.
I finally resigned myself that this was the way it was going to be. I couldn't wait for this particular summer vacation to be over so things would get back to normal. This was truly a summer to remember.



White Wife Gets Taken By The Bus
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I

Still think we should've taken the bus?" Paul sniggered at me.

I rolled my eyes at him. We were waiting under the roof of a small bus station out in the country outside Pondicherry, India. Raindrops drummed an incessant roll on the roof overhead and spilled in little waterfalls in front of us. The bus we were to take was almost 40 minutes late. I was wearing a green sleeveless shirt and a dark skirt (it was just too hot and humid to wear jeans) that came up to my knees, both of which were wet now along with my light blonde hair. I was just glad that my phone was dry.

Paul and I think that the only way to tour a country is to tour it like the locals do. Crowded subways in Japan, rickety taxis in Vietnam or the tuk tuks in Thailand, you name it. Now it was India's turn, and after the toy train in the hill station of Darjeeling, and camel rides in the desert state of Rajasthan, here we stood in the small bus station in the rain. At least it was a pretty place. There were fields of paddy on the other side of the road and a green forest behind the bus station, from which the constant chirping of birds hadn't paused even when the rain began.

"Oh, oh look!" I pointed in the distance at the small speck that looked like our bus, that steadily grew larger as it approached.

"Thank GOD," said Paul, picking up our bags. "I was about to start looking for a damn job in here."

The rickety, colourful bus approached, and slowed down, its brakes creaking even louder than usual. As it stopped, water splashed over its windshield from its roof, propelled by inertia. The engine grumbled. A cloud of smoke began to form under it and I noticed that the bus was packed to the hilt! There was no way we were getting in. Paul and I weren't scared of Indian crowds. The trains we had taken in the North were crowded, and usually that just meant lots of people and families to talk to during the ride, but this scenario was about practicality.

"Where to, saheb?" the conductor hanging from the door addressed my husband, after tipping his hat to us. He was a young handsome man, taller than the crowd inside.

"Pondicherry."

"Sure, step in!" the conductor said.

A passenger behind him tapped his shoulder. "There's no space in here, we're all packed in!"

"Just adjust, okay?," the conductor replied. Now there was a word we'd heard a lot during our stay in India. Adjust.

"They have bags with them too, you idiot" the passenger replied, clearly frustrated.

"Hey, don't call me idiot, jackass!'

Paul and I looked at each other, amused and worried.

“We need to get there as quickly as we can, okay? We have to be at our hotel before 5 or they'll give the rooms to someone else.” I said to the conductor. It was peak holiday season and the hotels we could afford were packed.

He tapped the side of the bus. “Don't worry, ma'am. This baby has never let me down!”

“Saheb”, he continued, “I apologise but we don't have room here for your bags. Why don't you send ma'am in this bus so she can hold the rooms? And then you can follow in a later bus; there was one following us about an hour later.”

What he said did make sense. If I got on this one I could hold the rooms and Paul could follow later. I looked at him and I knew he was going to agree.

We had a little discussion aside and then I took hold of the steel pole on the stepping platform and climbed aboard the bus. I turned and waved Paul goodbye. The conductor shouted at the bus driver, and the bus took off slowly. He shifted aside and let me pass through. A few men moved aside as well and let me pass. Almost all the men there were wearing lungis, which is very common in this part of India. It's a very loose cotton cloth worn around the waist that hangs and covers the legs. instead of pants. As I tried to make my way to the middle of the bus, my hands unintentionally grazed the lungis of some of the men and their warm phalluses! I struggled my way to the centre, where I held on to the straphanger overhead. I caught a glimpse of Paul through the rear window, standing at the stop with his phone out. My phone vibrated. Somehow I managed to open my waist pouch and take my phone out, struggling against the crowd packed all around me.

Paul: You okay?

Me: Yeah it's a little bit cramped.

Paul: Text me if there's any issues okay?

Me: Okay.

I wanted to text him throughout the ride but we both knew what that would mean. An empty battery in a foreign land. God damn smartphones. Back in my purse went my phone, after another struggle to move my hand, and I held the strap overhead again. The bus trudged on, bumping over rain filled potholes and speed bumps. I noticed the men around me sneak glances at my breasts. I suddenly became conscious of my shirt being partially see through, the outline of my white bra clearly visible. I could only thank myself for not being braless.

Facing me stood a boy, much younger than me. His much shorter height made his eyes be in line with my breasts, and I could see he was trying his best to avoid ogling but still sneaking peeks as much as he could. I sighed inwardly. My 36D breasts had the same reaction everywhere we went, even back in Denmark. A sudden violent bump in the road made me stumble forward, and the boy's face was buried in my boobs! I quickly regained my balance and mumbled an apology, blushing while he sheepishly looked away, mumbling an acknowledgment in return. This was going to be one long journey.

The bus ground to a halt at another stop, and to my astonishment the conductor let 3 more people in, who somehow jammed themselves inside. The crowd inside got more dense, and the people around me started to get pressed against me. The boy in front of me now found his face lightly brushing against  my breasts every time the crowd shifted or the bus hit a bump. I was in a constant state of embarrassment. More than once I felt his lips graze my nipples over my bra and alongside my embarrassment I began to feel the sparks of arousal...My nipples began to get hard. I always had sensitive nipples and they perked up at the slightest stimulation. I willed them not to get hard but there was no helping it. Thank God Paul wasn't here to see me like this.

The bra I was wearing exhibited my hard nipples to the world, to the boy in front of me and the men surrounding us, whose stares lingered at my visible nipples now. Now when the bus swerved or braked, my nipples rubbed against his face. The constant contact with my breasts and my inability to prevent it had emboldened him, and now I noticed he wasn't trying to avoid it at all. Instead he was milking the most out of the opportunity.

He was intentionally trying to turn his face so that a nipple pushed against his lips each time. Once I swear I felt him part his lips and close them on my hard nipple, which sent a current of arousal through me. It must have been the same for him because I felt something touch the front of my skirt. I looked down and saw a massive tent in his lungi that was touching me. I gasped in shock, and another bump in the road pushed his protruding member against my thigh and I felt its warmth over the cloth. I felt my pussy heat up...this was arousing me to no end. How would I face Paul?

I should've resisted and scolded and shamed the boy in front of everyone, but the situation was so alien and I felt so hot that I didn't. Seeing me cooperate made the boy let go and actively molest me. He started gently moving his hips so his cock rubbed against my thigh over my skirt, and lightly nuzzling my breasts. The large, tall guy standing on my side noticed this and looked down to see what was happening. He smirked at me and decided to take advantage of the situation. He took my hand at my side and made me grab his penis over his lungi.

His audacity should have shocked me. Touching his penis should have disgusted me. But I was amazed, it felt so huge! My husband Paul was an average 6 incher but this man's cock must have been that length even when flaccid. My body betrayed me and when he moved his hand away, I held on to his humongous cock which was growing larger by the second, enchanted. It felt so warm to the touch, so thick and big. I instinctively squeezed and groped it. I jumped in shock when the boy in front of me put his mouth on my nipple over my shirt and started sucking. I barely stopped myself from moaning out loud. I was stroking a stranger's cock while a young boy sucked on my tit in a crowded bus! I had never felt so obscene and slutty, and my pussy felt like it was on fire.

I felt a hand on the back of my thigh. I looked back to see a middle aged man with salt and pepper hair smiling at me. He was slowly touching himself over his lungi while grinning at me. I let him have free reign and he slowly touched my leg all over, from my calf to my upper thigh and then gave my ass a good squeeze.I was now being assaulted from three side. Thankfully the guy on the other side had his back towards me, so no one else knew what was going on.

I don't know if my waist pouch got loose on its own or if someone loosened it while I wasn't paying attention, but it slipped from my waist and fell to the floor around my feet. I kneeled to pick it up and as I did I came face to face with the large, bare cock of the boy in front of me. He must've taken it out immediately when he saw me kneel! It was brown, thick and veiny and I could smell his musk. As I held the pouch and started getting up he moved himself forward and his cock trailed across my nose and lips. Again, instead of feeling nauseated, his smell made my mouth water immediately. What was wrong with me? I could never have guessed I would react this way in this situation.  As I was getting up again the man to my side with the giant cock held my shoulders down and stopped me. I looked at him, feeling excited and scared and aroused all at the same time and he slowly parted his lungi to reveal his thick black cock to me. I was now on my knees surrounded by a little sea of people with 2 angry cocks bobbing in my face. That number quickly became 3 as the middle aged man behind me pulled his cock out and proudly displayed it to me beside my face.

My mind was racing and my heart was a jackhammer in my chest. This felt like some distant reality. Like a weird naughty dream which I would wake up from any moment. In one moment I had taken my decision. I was going to take this just like a dream too. After all wasn't travel about new experiences? I wasn't going to meet any of these people again. Paul would never know about this. I don't have feelings for any of these people, so what did it even matter? I was going to do this.

I took hold of the 2 cocks in front of me, the boy and the large man. I started stroking them earnestly, trying to push all thought of Paul out of my mind. He wouldn't ever know about this. I took their simmering hard tools and rubbed them on my face. The man's huge cock easily covered my entire face and I relished the warm silky touch of it on my nose and my lips. The boy was just above average, but from his youthful looks I doubted anyone had ever touched him this way. I resolved to give him the time of his life.

I parted my pink lips and took his violet-pink helmet into my mouth, running my tongue all over it and giving it a good suction. I hadn't said a word to him throughout the journey and yet I recognised the look of gratefulness in his eyes. Indians held being  fair skinned to a beauty standard pedestal and here it was that a tall white girl was on her knees sucking on his cock. He may have imagined this at some point of his life but I sure never had. With my other hand I was holding on to the large man's cock. I struggled to get my fingers all around it, but I stroked it and gently squeezed his large hairy balls. The middle aged man behind me may have been feeling left out because he kept trying to move forward and rub his cock on my forehead or hair or cheek. I found his desperation cute.

I took more of the boy's cock into my mouth, and bobbed my head to slowly fuck it with my face. He was still holding onto the overhead strap with one hand and with the other hand he caressed my wet, blonde hair.

I then moved on to the cock I wanted the most: the huge behemoth in my hand. I started stroking the boy now and admired the beautiful specimen before me. Now that it was fully erect I figured it had to be about nine to ten inches in length and its girth made me shiver in lust. picturing it pounding my little pussy. I held it up and admired its length as I trailed my tongue across it from his balls to the tip of his cock and back. Then I sucked on his manly balls, savouring his taste and his smell which intoxicated me. I gazed, enchanted, at the contrast of his dark cock and my pale hand. I had to taste it. I opened my mouth wide and took his dick head into my mouth. It filled my entire mouth.

I never deep-throated Paul. I'd done it once or twice on college on guys with average dicks and never liked it. But somehow now I felt sad that there was no way I'd be able to take him balls deep in my throat. From where did this slut inside me awaken? He, however, felt differently and he put both his hands on my head and slowly pushed more of his cock into my mouth. Inch after inch slid past my mouth and started entering my throat and he let go when his cock was halfway engulfed by my mouth and I started to gag. I pulled his cock out and breathed deeply. Because I'd turned my face to the side, the middle aged man was now generously rubbing my cheek and forehead with his cock and I finally moved my hand from the huge black cock to his average sized one and started stroking it. I licked the huge cock all over and kissed the man's balls, and when his precum oozed out I licked it clean as if it was an elixir. I reluctantly decided it was time to give the middle aged man some attention now.

I turned to look at him. An ordinary man with an ordinary cock. 'Like Paul?', said a voice in my head. No, not like Paul. I loved Paul. That's what made him not-ordinary. I started sucking on the man's cock gently and lovingly. I had only sucked on him for half a minute when he went rigid and shuddered and squirted a tiny bit of cum into my mouth which I greedily swallowed. It tasted like manna. I wondered, did I always love cum this much?

I stood up, and immediately the large dark skinned stud held my waist and turned me so my ass faced him. He pulled my skirt up and started groping and touching my panty-clad ass and pussy all over. Meanwhile the boy could finally go all out on my breasts and that's what he did as he pulled my shirt up and buried his face in my ample chest, licking and kissing my bare skin as he put his arms around me to unfasten my bra. Once my bra fell off he started sucking on my pink nipples like a baby, and licked his way all over my breasts. The middle aged man took hold of my hand and I started to stroke him while he began to suck on my other breast. I looked at the other people in the bus. Most were looking at us now. It just made my pussy drip more and I was surprised at the way my body reacted. I caressed the hair of the men sucking on my nipples, sighing in pleasure

The large man pushed my panties aside, exposing my asshole and my pink pussy to him and I felt him rub his cock against it. He then held my ass firmly and lined his cock up to my entrance, then pushed.

His cock-head slid in and I gasped in pleasure. He started to slide his enormous cock in me and I tried so hard to hold my pleasure in but I just couldn't. I moaned loudly in pleasure, and the eyes of every man who heard turned to us. I didn't give a shit anymore. I moaned obscenely as the incredible length and girth of the man behind me filled my pussy like it had never been filled before. I would never meet these people again, what was the point in holding back? The man started pumping and thrusting, each of his thrusts making me grunt and moan in pleasure. Everyone was looking in awe at the 4 of us now, at the tall white mem getting fucked by a black south Indian and having her tits sucked on by two other men, and I hungrily looked at all the tents I saw in their lungis. One or two people looked disapprovingly, but they didn't stop looking.

I put a hand down and started flicking my clit, the pleasure from it combined with the pleasure from the hard fucking I was getting making me feel ecstasy the likes of which I had never felt before. I couldn't tell the bumps the bus was going over from the shaking originating from my body. I was about to cum. The sensation of having my breasts sucked on, me rubbing my clit, and the big, hard gorgeous cock in my cunt was too much. I screamed as I started to squirt copious amounts, which trailed across the floor of the bus and formed a little puddle. I almost fainted but the man behind me held me firmly. He had paused when I had cum all over his cock, my pussy muscles massaging him relentlessly. Now he resumed his lovemaking like some untiring android. It felt good. My clit was sore to the touch but the men sucking on my nipples felt soothing after that amazing orgasm.

He pumped into me at a frantic pace. The sound of mine and his flesh slapping together could be heard over the loud engine of the bus. I knew he would cum soon, which was a thought I disliked because I was loving his cock so much. I pictured for a moment going home with him and fucking him alone, riding his cock all night and sucking all the pleasure I could from him. I didn't even remember I had a husband right then. But it was not what I had to do. I squeezed his cock with my pussy and bucked against him, fucking him back.

When he came, he roared and slammed his cock into my pussy one final time. For the first time in my life I actually felt the squirt of semen hit my cervix as he came. For what felt like an eternity he kept cumming, fully unloading inside me. I wanted him to never pull out, but he slowly slid his cock out and it popped out of me, quickly going flaccid. I felt a glob of his cum exit my pussy and slide down my thigh. I scooped some of it from my pussy and licked it off my fingers. It was the most delicious thing I had ever tasted. Then I turned around and kneeled in front of him, and lovingly cleaned every drop of cum that stuck to his cock, savouring the taste in my mouth like it was some fine wine. It was, but tastier and more intoxicating. His cock was almost fully flaccid now but I licked it all, I cleaned the slit of his pee-hole and I sucked on his balls and kissed them. Looking at his face,  he seemed a god to me. He didn't have the same look of gratefulness I saw in the boy's face. He didn't even look fazed. It was as if a white woman  sucked him off after every meal, he just smiled a slight smile.

“Your wife is a lucky woman,” I whispered to him.

“Is it our turn now, madam?”

I turned to see the conductor standing there, smug and stroking his cock. Almost everyone around us had their cocks out and were stroking it. I had made up my mind and I was going to see this through. I was going to do something I could never have dreamed of.
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II

I slowly dragged my skirt down and threw it on the seat beside me, whose occupants now standing around me stroking themselves. My white panties followed it, and I took it off slowly and seductively. A few men whistled, others clapped as I took my shirt off for them and fully bared myself. I saw that some people had their phones out and were recording the action.

“There's just one rule, people,” I shouted above the noise of the bus. “NO. PHONES,” I said, gesturing to my own, and I put it back into my waist pouch which I kept on a seat beside me. People seemed to get the message and put their phones away.

I kneeled where I stood and the crowd closed in on us, and once again I was on my knees, surrounded my dark, erect cocks, this time a whole gang rather than just 3. 'Just 3'...huh, listen to me. The fucking I had just received from the man with the mammoth member had lit me on fire again and I was going to fuck every single man in the bus until it was quenched.

“Oye Siddhu, gaadi side mein laga! Angrez randi se lund chuswa hai ki nahi? Jaldi!” the conductor screamed at the driver, and the bus turned and halted in a quiet stretch of road, away from the main route.. The rain continued pouring outside.

Surrounded by a host of angry cocks now, I had no opportunity to notice much about the people they belonged to. Short, long, dark skinned, light skinned was all I recorded. What mattered were their cocks. I admired every detail of their cocks as I sucked on them and tasted them. Some were clean, almost sterile, some had a pleasant musk, some were downright smelly but I sucked on all of them with a fervor I never thought I'd exhibit outside the bedroom without my husband. Some were circumcised. I wildly stroked them and fucked them with my mouth. I sucked on their balls. Most weren't. They got the exact same treatment. I could only stay with one person for half a minute before I had to move on to the next one. I was on my fifth cock  in the crowd when the first person shot their load. I hadn't even sucked him off yet. He did his best to aim at my face but his cum only reached my left boob. I pulled him closer and cleaned his cock up as a courtesy and he sheepishly disappeared back into the crowd.

Someone held my ass and pulled on it to make me get on all fours and I obliged, seductively raising my pale, large ass high in the air. A muscular man rubbed his cock all over my pussy and pushed himself inside me, fucking me with short, powerful thrusts. I tried to time the rhythm of my sucking with his thrusts but I couldn't balance myself. I moved my hands from the floor to around the hips of the man I was sucking. I stayed in this position, as men tagged themselves in and out in both positions. I sucked different men off and different men got behind me and fucked my white Danish pussy to their heart's content. A couple of men couldn't take it any more and walked up to my face, frantically stroking themselves, and squirted their milky seed over my face. Eventually someone decided it was time for a change of position, and they helped me stand up. My knees were getting chafed anyways.

I felt like a goddess. The lust all these men had for me was absolute and it was something I had never experienced before. The crowd of men pressed against me and groped every part of me they could get their hands on. Men licked my cheeks, men sucked on my nipples, men licked every inch of my breasts. Men kneeled and licked my ass and my asshole, men licked my armpits and sucked on my fingers. Two men were kneeling and licking my pussy. Someone bent me slightly, lined their massive cock up with my pussy and started humping me standing up. I loudly began to moan in pleasure. I was bent over and given a cock in each hand and one in my mouth again, and I began to fulfill my duty once more. Occasionally someone would groan in pleasure and erupt over my hand, or in my mouth, or all over my face. Each time they did, I would slowly but thoroughly clean them up. The man with the massive cock was still fucking me and my tits were wildly swaying with his movement. He pulled out right before he exploded and painted my pussy and ass with his cum. He was then replaced quickly by another who started fucking me with his small dick and came within a few dozen seconds. Meanwhile a very old man stood in front of me and I started sucking on his cock, which was really thick! He lasted longer than most of the men there and when it was time to cum he pulled out and squirted thick ropes of cum that covered my entire face and most of my breasts. I hadn't cum again yet. Everytime I would begin to get close, the man fucking me would be finished.

The men shouted among themselves and I was moved to an empty seat. A man laid down on it and I was made to sit on his cock, cowgirl style. Guys quickly climbed up on the seats to offer their cocks to my hands and mouth, both of which were covered in fresh semen now. I was lost in sucking cock and enjoying the pleasure the man below me was giving me when I felt a wet oiled up cock-head probe the entrance to my asshole. My protests were muffled by the cock deep in my throat and so were my moans of pleasure-pain when it went past my sphincter and into my ass. The man in my ass stayed still for a few seconds before slowly starting to thrust. The men instinctively formed a rhythm, pumping my pussy and ass alternately. I was on cloud 9, every cell of my body beaming with sexual pleasure. I wanted to be frozen in this moment, a cock in each of my holes, fucking me relentlessly, stretching me out. All thoughts of my husband were a distant memory now. I had no idea of how many men I had fucked to orgasm, and I didn't know how many were left. All I was aware of was the lust I felt, the insatiable thirst in my cunt. My hands changed cocks. Squirts of milky semen added fresh layers to my pale fingers. Different cocks fucked my mouth and gave me their juice. A few drops sometimes, sometimes entire mouthfuls. The pumping of both my pussy and my ass was the stimulation I needed. My rising moans were muffled by the cock I had in my mouth and when I came my entire body tensed up. I then bucked wildly against the men and squirted again, drenching the man fucking my pussy. I was exhausted now, and the men helped me stay up as I twitched from the echoes of my divine orgasm. I lifted myself off the man under me so he could get out and another could take his place. The men in my ass changed, one oiled up cock after another. Some stretched my asshole so much that it hurt. Some I could barely feel in there.

I was moved again. I was back to kneeling on the floor in the middle of the bus. The sea of angry Indian cocks surrounded me once more. Only half the men stood here though. The rest had dropped out, they had cum in my hands or in my mouth or in my pussy or ass and could take no more. I felt proud to be able to take so much and more, unike them. Such is the strength of womankind. The men stroked their cocks furiously, and I opened my mouth wide for the first man who placed his cocks on my lips, ready to blow his load. He aimed and squirted a powerful jet of his semen straight onto my tongue. He gave me a nice thick load which I savoured, swirled in my mouth and swallowed. Watching this itself made a couple of guys cum in their own hands. One by one each guy took his place close to my face and erupted, painting my face in their seed or giving me a mouthful to swallow. The crowd thinned, and the ones who lasted the longest gave me the largest loads to take. The last person left stroking his cock was the young boy, and when he stood in front of me, I looked up at him, smiled and held his cute ass and took his cock balls deep into my mouth and held it there as he came straight into my throat. I slowly pulled away, my lips sealed around him, cleaning his cock as it pulled away.

The conductor stood in front of me and tapped my face with his cock which was very long and kind of thin.

“Thank you so much madam. Even our wives wouldn't believe this story if we told them”, he said.
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III
The men were incredibly courteous when it was all done with. Someone wiped my face and hands and breasts with their lungi gently. Someone brought out some water and washed my hair of the cum that had reached it. I was given tissues to clean my vagina. My clothes and my waist pouch were all returned to me. The bus conductor shouted to the driver and he pulled out of the little in-road where we were parked, and we were on the way again. On the remaining journey to Pondicherry I had a seat. In any of the men's laps. I now had a camaraderie with them that a wife has with her husband. I felt so naughty, and I was trying to milk the opportunity, to live this strange dream I was in for as long as I could. I sat in different men's laps, I ground my ass on them, I let them fondle my breasts, I kissed them. When I sat in the young boy's lap he suckled on my breast like some toddler and I caressed his hair. When I sat on the man with the behemoth of a cock I stroked it to life again and kissed him passionately.
The rain had stopped in Pondicherry when we got to the bus station. It was six in the evening and I just hoped that we would get some hotel rooms. All of us got off the bus and everyone warmly bid me farewell. I looked up to see that the sunset had painted the scattered clouds golden. When I looked around I spotted Paul near a food vendor, and he waved at me. I smiled and waved back.
“They sure seemed to be chummy with you,” he said, smiling, as we walked together to the taxi stand.
“Yeah, we talked a lot on the way here. I didn't think I could be this..chatty” I said.
“Why was your bus so late? I got here a full forty minutes before you did! Good thing is the hotel doesn't have as much of a rush as they thought, so we'll get our damn rooms.”
“I don't know. I guess everyone was enjoying the ride too much,” I said, smiling. “What about you? Did you get a bus?”
“Yeah I did, actually. And it was a women's only bus! They let me in because they saw I was a tourist and I guess and they didn't think I would be any harm.”
“So it was a good ride?” I asked.
I don't know why but Paul blushed wildly. “It was alright,” he said.
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Amanda

Andrew and I had met in the military itself. He was a tall, dashing lad. Different from most of the other guys in the big green machine, who I found trying excessively hard to be macho. I remember the first time we had met.

"I don't know if I can handle you," I had said, trying hard to play coy.

As he had soon discovered, that was a lie. I could handle him very well. And more.

We had just clicked. We knew that we were very well suited for each other and we quickly got engaged. Marriage followed a short amount of time later. Andrew was great in bed and we had a great, very active sex life. In our experiences together I'd found another side of myself, a side that just couldn't get enough sex. Andrew barely made it through the door sometimes before I had him stripped and was on my knees sucking on his cock. I'd kiss and lick his balls and lick his long shaft and take him deep in my throat until I gagged. And I'd let him cum in my loving mouth. I'd look up at him, my green eyes wide, staring into his blue ones, and I'd open my mouth to show him the load he had just deposited there before I swallowed it slowly, relishing every bit of it. That would always get him hard again quickly, ready for a session of fucking that would last hours.

This lasted several years and my appetite for cock just...grew.

Andrew received orders to go to Europe for a three year assignment and got the authorization to take me along. The arrival in France was the beginning of the wildest time of our lives.

He had drawn an assignment to a small detachment of less than fifty members. Being so small, they were a very close group. Everyone knew almost everyone else almost on a first name basis and we all often went out drinking together as a group. Well over half the group was unmarried and there were no females assigned to the unit.

One weekend we agreed to meet a group at the local pub and have dinner and some good French wine. Andrew and I got there a bit earlier than everyone else and began to enjoy the wine. The group soon started drifting in around the scheduled time, some early, some a bit late. Most people would assume that military men would be absolutely disciplined and always on time but in my years being with Andrew I had discovered that it was often quite the opposite.

Everyone had finally arrived, and in totality we numbered around twenty. The dinner was delicious and the wine was delightful sin made liquid. At some point in the middle of the dinner, while everyone was jovially sharing anecdotes and laughing, I felt a foot touch mine. I didn't move my foot, and the other foot lingered. I looked across the table to see Rick, a large black man, eyeing me hungrily. He always did. And I always eyed him back. He'd taken his shoe of and was touching my leg with his bare foot now and as his movements became more aggressive, we got drawn into a discreet game of footsie. We both scooted our chairs forward and up his leg my foot went, and traced its way to his crotch, which I poked with my toes.

I was getting wet. Rick was an attractive, strong man. Bigger than Andrew. Once my leg got shoved against Andrew's and I think he looked down and saw what we were doing. Even if he did, he seemed to ignore it.

At closing, I invited Rick and some of the other guys to our house so the party could continue.
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Andrew

I had no clue what Amanda was up to but somehow... I suspected something. Why did she call everyone over to our place? And what was up with her and Rick playing footsie under the table?

I had plenty of beer at home and the party continued. I was engaged in lively conversation with my mates, and I didn't really notice Amanda and Rick leave. It was a while later, that I discovered them when I had to pee. On my trip down the hall I heard something in our small spare room. I approached the door and I recognized the sounds of what could only be one thing. And there was just one woman in the house right then. My heart dropped.

As I peered through the small crack in the door, I could just make out the form of Amanda on her back, and the large black frame of Rick between her legs, pumping into her hard. My eyes adjusted to the dimness of the room, and my cock rose to attention as the vision in front of me became clearer. Rick must have had nine solid inches of black cock that he was slamming into my wife's cunt.

I had no idea how to react! Clearly this was consensual. I could hear Amanda trying to stop herself from moaning but softly gasping and grunting in what was unmistakably great pleasure! As I watched she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him to her and I heard them kissing, sloppy and wet. I felt humiliated and betrayed... and more aroused than I had been in years.

I stood there a while, idly rubbing my cock over my pants, watching them change positions so Rick could fuck my wife doggy style, her breasts heaving wildly as their flesh slapped together. And then I walked away. I couldn't risk being seen and I had already seen enough. I went back to the guys. Amanda and Rick reappeared shortly and the group talked a bit longer and decided it was enough. Everyone went home and Amanda and I went to our bedroom.

Lying next to her, I couldn't help but say something.

"Had a good time?" I asked.

"Yeah!" She said, beaming. "Great party wasn't it?"

"Yeah. Great party. You had a much better time than I did, didn't you? With Rick," I blurted out.
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Amanda

And so it was to be. This was the day that he had finally discovered my immorality. No use making excuses, no use hiding it now. I breathed in deeply. Time to come clean. I didn't feel sorry.

"Andrew, I've fucked almost every unmarried guy in your unit and some of the married ones as well. Rick was just another in a long queue."

Andrew stared at me, his face mostly expressionless. No doubt he was trying to digest this bomb I'd just dropped on him. He hadn't suspected a thing. When he didn't say anything, I turned around, switched the light off and went to sleep.

The next morning I found Andrew at the dining table. As I sat down, he spoke.

"Tell me more," was all he said.

I proceeded to reveal all, bit by bit. It had all started in the second week of us arriving in France. I'd met some of the guys at the post exchange one day and we'd got to talking. They had been sneaking looks at my body and my breasts in particular and it was getting me hot and wet. They began flirting with me and I had mischievously flirted back. One of them exclaimed how hard my nipples were and the conversation took a turn in tone. Soon they knew I was game and they invited me back to one of their apartments. When one of them kissed me, I didn't resist. I kissed back with a passion that would've shocked even Andrew. All three of them had taken turns on me and fucked me for several hours.

I told Andrew how much I loved the sex and that I saw no harm in it. I wondered if he would agree. I was just taking care of his buddies, that's all. They needed it. As do all men.

He continued to grill me about my escapades to see who else I had fucked and I ended up naming so many people he just sat there wide eyed. I could feel my pussy get soaked recalling all the good times I'd had with those men. I had been available to fuck one or several of them in a day since so long. I told him of the night he had twenty four hour duty, when a group of eight had come over and provided me with a belly full of cum. I glanced down at Andrew's crotch to see a sizeable bulge, much to my delight.

"Are you going to continue this?" Was all he asked at the end.

"...Yes," I said, after a long silence. I looked at the spiral patterns on the maroon carpet. "With or without your approval. I can't get enough of this, Andrew."

"Alright then," he said, getting up and downing the rest of his coffee in one final gulp.

We didn't speak to each other for the rest of the day, and I didn't push him. I guess he'd be ready when he's absorbed all of this. It was during bed time that he spoke again.

"Look, Amanda. I love you," he said.

"I love you too, baby," I replied.

"I don't want this to come between... us. I'm not going to lie to you, seeing you that night with Rick was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. I was so hard it felt like I'd explode. And hearing you talk about getting fucked this morning had me so incredibly aroused. I can't deny that."

He took a deep breath.

"I've come up with a solution that I think is a win-win scenario for everyone. Most of the guys are without women here and I've talked with my superiors about it, that it really lets the morale down among the unit. Most of them are fucking you on the side anyways, so what if I put you up as a relief provider for all the men? No more hiding around, and I get to watch you get fucked."

I didn't have to think twice. It sounded like heaven to me. At least I wouldn't have to hide who I was from Andrew anymore.

"Oh Andrew..yes I agree! I'll do it!" I said.

He leaned over and kissed me before hugging me tight.

I brought my hand down to his cock and cupped it in my palm.

"I've wanted to tell you for so long," I whispered into his ear, giving his hard cock a squeeze. "Their cocks feel so good in me baby. I can't wait for you to watch me get fucked."

I slowly fished his cock out of his pants and began stroking it while kissing him.

"How did I look while Rick fucked me baby?"

"Beautiful," Andrew gasped.

I kissed him more.

"Do you know where he came?" I asked.

"No," he whispered.

"He slammed his cock so deep in my pussy baby," I said, stroking my husband's cock. "He's bigger than you, you know?"

Andrew groaned.

"He deposited so much cum inside of me, it was dripping down my thighs. He had been backed up for a while.."

Andrew grunted and began shuddering as he came, I watched his thick cum squirt a foot in the air before it fell back onto my pale hand, covering it with its wet glaze.

[image: lineBreak]


Andrew

Our first opportunity was in about three weeks when the 4th of July holiday took place. I invited ten guys from the unit to my house knowing full well each had taken a turn with Amanda before. At about 12 noon, they began to arrive. None knew that I was aware they had loaded my wife with cum on earlier occasions.

As each arrived, they greeted Amanda and I and thanked us for the invitation. I noted several discreetly wink at her as they did. It was the kind of thing I wouldn’t ever pay attention too unless I knew something was up. If they only knew what was going to be taking place later they would have died. After an afternoon of food and beer, most in attendance were ready for more. Amanda and I had discussed how this would take place and made all preparation for the exact time. Upon my signal Amanda went inside our quarters to get ready.

After about 20 minutes, I suggested we all go inside for some more fun and, for sure, cooler.

Several of the guys must have picked up on something as they grinned and said, "Oh yes!" When everyone was inside and had a beer or other drink refreshed, I made the announcement.

“I know you guys think I am unaware that you have been fucking my wife, but I do know, and hell, it's ok with me!"

You could have heard a pin drop in the room.

"Aren't you... mad?" said Tyson, breaking the silence.

"No, I am actually turned on by the thought of her getting fucked so much and so well by you guys," I continued, "And I am so into it that today, she can have as much cock as she wants. Amanda?” I called out for her.

Amanda came into the room from our bedroom wearing a beautiful lacy black bra, panties and garter belt set we had purchased just for this event.

Her firm breasts stretched at the lacy bra and her nipples were rock hard as evidenced in the see through material. Her legs were encased in sheer black thigh high nylons held snugly in place by the six straps on the garter belt, which provided a perfect framing for her panty clad crotch. All I could hear were gasps as one by one the men took in the sight.

She looked perfect in the outfit and said, "Are you all just going to look or is there a hard cock in need out there somewhere?"

Timidly, one by one, the guys started to warm up. Tyson was the first to move, but only after asking, "Is it really ok for us to fuck her?"

I could only answer with a nod of my head as I watched him move toward her. Joining him were Kyle and Jason, two of the more outward personalities in the unit.
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Amanda

I couldn’t believe this was happening. Andrew was right there and I was being groped by 3 of his friends, 2 of them large black men.

Their hands felt so good. They touched me all over and pinched my nipples through the sheer material of my bra. Jason gently held my chin and pulled my head back and began to kiss me. God he felt good. I kissed him back like a wife would, worshipping her husband. He cupped my breasts as he kissed me and squeezed them.

I began to moan softly. Rick joined the party, with half his clothes off already. Ladies, if you’re going to get gangbanged, get gangbanged by soldiers. Fit bodies everywhere filled with raw energy. Probably why I got addicted so hard.

My hands were doing their own grasping and groping, feeling up the cocks over pants. So much delicious hard meat ready for me to devour. The three around me got the hint and took their pants off and rubbed their hard meats against my thighs, my stomach and my ass. I began grabbing their cocks and stroking them, moving from one to the other quickly, trying to feel all of them up. Two hands almost felt limiting at this point.

Rick undid my bra as Jason kneeled and tugged on my panties, pulling them down along my smooth pale thighs, planting little kisses along the way that made me shiver. This was going to be an amazing day.

Andrew stepped in.

“Alright boys let’s clear this area, shall we?” he said.

He moved the furniture around to the sides of the room and brought out our large padded yoga mat and spread it on the floor, before putting an arm around me and kissing me deeply. My pussy quivered with arousal.

“Have fun, baby” he said.

I kneeled on the mat and the horde of men closed in. I’m a short girl and even when standing my head was lost in between Kyle, Jason and Rick. Now I had completely disappeared amongst the circle of hard naked men around me. Everyone had stripped by now. I couldn’t see Andrew so I didn’t know if he had as well.

The guys could take it no more and began encouraging me to use my mouth by taking their big hard cocks and giving my lips a rub, or my cheeks or my forehead. Two or three slapped my face with their cocks. The smell of all the manliness made my mouth water. This was pure heaven. I grabbed the closest 2 cocks in my hands and began to stroke them. It was Tyson whose cock I enveloped in my wet mouth first, looking up at his black face staring into my eyes hungrily. He tasted so good. He always did. I tickled the underside with my tongue and pulled it out, kissed the length of the shaft and his big dark balls.

I probably sucked on him for three minutes before I shifted my mouth to the cock in my right hand, moving my hand to another giant cock that I began to stroke. The guys were closing in more now and my face was inches away from so many cocks. Dark, light, pink and black. The guys who weren't being pleasured by my hands or by my mouth were getting impatient and kept rubbing their cocks on my face or my shoulders. I was enjoying every bit of it. Wish I could just see Andrew's reaction to all of this.

I stroked the cocks in my hand wildly and fondled their balls and once in a while slipped my fingers along their ass and rubbed on their buttholes, feeling them clench and their cocks twitch at the sensation. Men are such delightful creatures. I sucked one cock after another, taking them deep down my throat, licking their balls and licking them along the shaft, wetting them liberally with my saliva each time. I was determined to blow every guy that stood there before we moved ahead.

I had an idea.

"Andrew, baby?" I queried into the crowd.

"Yeah darling?" He asked, emerging from the crowd, fully naked, stroking his fully erect member.

"Make me wet for all these hard cocks, sweetheart" I said, quickly resuming my blowing.

He knew exactly what I was asking him to do. He looked hesitant for a while but when I glanced at him again, this time with some sternness in my expression and a cock making my cheek bulge, he obeyed. He got on the floor and I straddled his face.

He started off by kissing my inner thighs and soon got to my pussy lips, which he held between his own lips and gently nibbled and pulled on, before he focused his attention to my clit. I began to slowly grind my pussy against his face, feeling my copious pussy juices coat his skin and get spread from my pussy.

As I continued my sucking and stroking of the cocks around me Andrew began to lick my cunt in earnest, and quickly started edging me towards my orgasm. He knew his way around my pussy well. I began to groan loudly in pure pleasure, and I began to fuck the cock I was sucking with my face, drawing it deep down my throat which each thrust, making his balls bounce on my chin. I looked up to see it was Kyle's cock. God he was delicious.

When Andrew pushed a finger up my ass there was no holding back. I began to shudder and quiver as I started to orgasm. I moved my hands from the cocks I was stroking and moved them to Kyle's ass cheeks and pulled him in, pushing his cock as deep inside my mouth as it could go, burying my nose in his bushy pubes. He smelled so god damned manly. As my pussy tensed up I felt myself squirt (I rarely ever did) a copious amount of juice right onto Andrew's face. I plopped down on his face and smothered him in my twitching pussy till I calmed down again and had my breath back. Then I slowly lifted myself again and he breathed in deeply.

"Thank you so much baby," I moaned.

Kyle was the final person who hadn't been blown by me, and now it was time to move ahead. I didn’t get much time to relax, because the guys moved away and cleared an area on the mat and immediately held me in their strong arms and laid me down flat, and spread my legs.

"God, look at that delicious pussy," I heard someone comment.

"God bless you, Andrew," said Tyson.

It was Kyle who made his way between my pale, spread thighs first. He leaned over and gave me a big sloppy kiss as he lined his cock up with my pussy. As his tongue danced with mine, the head of his cock popped into my soaking wet pussy. He began to slowly push and inch after inch made its way into my warm cunt, making my nipples hard as diamonds and making me gasp and moan softly in pleasure.

Three cocks were presented to me, one on each side of my face and one huge black one right on my forehead, making me laugh. I tilted my head backwards to take it in my mouth and eagerly began to suck on it. Meanwhile I felt hands on my breasts, squeezing them and rubbing my nipples and twisting them, before suddenly I gasped as I felt a mouth on my breast, licking it all over, followed by a second on the other breast. Paradise.

Kyle was beginning to increase his pace, pushing his cock all the way into my married cunt before dragging it out slowly, torturing me delightfully. I had moved my mouth to another cock and the man I had been sucking before moved away to let someone else take his place. Currents of pleasure were coursing through my body and up and down my spine from all the sensations. I watched the men surrounding me stroke their cocks in lust.

Kyle was fucking me with a hard and fast pace now, making my entire body shake with each thrust. I could feel that he was about to cum soon. He never had been one to last the longest, but that was okay. I knew I was going to be satisfied today no matter what. Not like there was a shortage of cocks to rise to the occasion.

As I felt Kyle's pace become erratic and frantic I began massaging his cock by squeezing my pussy. It must've been too much for him because he immediately pulled out, and began spraying his thick warm milk all over my body. Ropes of it shot out from the tip of his cock and painted my tummy, my breasts and my pussy. Another plus of fucking soldiers, they'll always have a huge fucking load to give you, enough to make you pregnant ten times over.

"Oh God fuck yeah baby," I moaned loudly.

"You're so fucking amazing, Amanda," He said.

Rick took his place next. He had a huge cock and when I saw his face I smiled because I already knew I was in for a ride. I wrapped my legs around his waist and braced myself as he began to push his cock inside of me.

The man beside me got impatient and began rubbing my cheek with his cock, so I began sucking on it again while stroking another two around me. Rick quickly fell into a rapid pace, his flesh slapping on mine when he bottomed out inside me with each thrust, making me moan loudly onto the cock in my mouth. I could feel Rick's heavy black balls tap against my asshole every time he thrust.

"Goddamn... yes!" I screamed.

Rick's cock was going so deep and touching places that rarely ever get touched inside of me. My pussy was gushing juice, expanding and stretching trying to fit all of his manhood inside snugly. He took much longer than Kyle, to the point where I thought the other guys would start to become annoyed. But hey I was in heaven, and I wasn't going to complain. On the contrary however I saw the men were mesmerized, especially Andrew, watching Rick's dark cock penetrate my pink pussy. I pulled Rick to me and kissed him deeply, giving the men a nice show as our tongues entwined and we exchanged saliva.

Rick then pulled out of me, leaving me looking at him bewildered and annoyed. My worries were put to rest by him as he pulled me up and turned me around so I was on all fours, presenting my ass to him. He lined his cock up with my cunt again and pushed his behemoth of a cock slowly inside, sending shivers of pure pleasure coursing through my body once again. I loved Rick so much.

I continued sucking on the cocks presented to me as Rick fucked me hard, driving my body in a motion that I used to fuck the cock I was sucking with my mouth. I began to thrust back at Rick, trying to relish fully the delicious friction of his cock against the walls of my pussy. Rick finally slammed his cock inside of me and grunted as he deposited his thick fat load deep inside of me. I felt his jets of cum in my cervix, and his warm cum filled me up until it overflowed and began to drip down my thighs! He stayed deep inside me, emptying his balls, taking his time. I squeezed his cock with my pussy, milking all the remaining cum from him.

Watching Rick cum inside me was too much for the guy whose cock I was stroking and he too squirted his cum, painting my cheek and my nose with his cum. As his cum dripped down to my lips I licked it and moaned my approval. He was delicious.
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Andrew
As Dave climbed onto Amanda and entered her dripping cunt, the doorbell rang.
"Oh Shit!" I thought. "Please tell me the neighbors aren't on to this!" I said.
Mike said, "No, I called a friend to join us. I hope you do not mind. He is from another unit, but would love to get in on this so I called and invited him."
"I wish you had let me know, but I guess it's ok. Let him in, but be sure it's him before you open the door," I said.
Mike opened the door and I heard him say, "Man, this is a fuck fest if there ever was one."
As Mike and his friend Jamal entered the room, Ed and Joe were just finishing their cum shooting adventures, on in her cunt and one in her mouth, or as close to it as he could get when he shot his load. Joe left stringy cum dripping from Amanda's cheek as he pulled out. I saw that Jamal was a very large, black man. He had to be around six foot six. Or more. I didn't recall seeing him in the base but I didn't give it much thought.
Ken then took his turn and as he started, looked at Mike's friend, Jamal, and said, "Get ready man, she still wants more cock."
Jamal nodded and began to undress, going so far as his boxers. He had a magnificent, well defined gym-rat type of body. I heard Amanda sigh her approval as Ken pounded her cunt hard. It did not take him long to cum and he roller off her exhausted, leaving only his sperm dripping with the other juices already leaking from her well opened hole. Amanda looked up to Jamal and asked who he was.
"I am the body with the cock you always wanted," Jamal replied, calmly.
Amanda laughed. "As all of you say, but most of you are just talkers. We all know now Rick has the largest cock here."
With that Jamal removed his boxers and all I heard was "Holy Fuck" come from somewhere in the group.
Amanda sat in silence as Jamal proudly displayed at least 7 inches of still hardening cock that was already thick as a small child's forearm.
"Oh God..., I want to take that and just fuck it forever!" Amanda said.
Even I stood in amazement as Jamal slowly stroked his cock, making it grow more and more. Amanda moved closer and took the head of it in her mouth as Jamal continued exciting himself. It was obvious the head alone was all she would get in her mouth as her lips were stretched as far as they could go. It only took a bit of sucking and tongue action to get Jamal fully hard.
He pulled his cock from her mouth and said,"Do you really think you can take nearly 11 inches of my cock in your fuck hole?"
Amanda only nodded, moaned and lay back saying, "Let's find out."
Jamal seemed very willing to oblige her! He moved to a place between her legs which she had now raised and planted her feet on the mat with knees elevated. Slowly, he moved his massive cock toward her dripping cunt lips. He asked "are you ready for this?" Amanda just nodded and gasped as the tip of his member touched her open, flower-like cunt.
Slowly Jamal pushed until the head had almost entered her waiting cunt. Amanda lay there, eyes shut with a strange look on her face. Her cunt lips were stretched around Jamal's cock head, the rim of which still had not entered her wet hot tunnel.
Jamal said "I heard you are a hot fuck. So are you gonna take my tool and cum or what bitch?"
Amanda moaned and replied "my cunt is yours, but goddamned go slow with that fuck stick. My cunt is stretched more than it ever has been."
With that, Jamal withdrew about an inch and began a second assault on her pussy. This time the head disappeared into her as she trembled and moaned loudly. Jamal repeated this action, lubing up his cock with each stroke as he slowly sank inch after inch into her body.
Based on her moaning and writhing under his attack on her cunt, Amanda was on the edge of the world, only moments before she would fall off. After a few moments of this slow action, Jamal's cock was well coated and all but about two inched had made it into her cunt. Amanda begged him not to try to put it all in her as she felt like her cunt was ripping apart. Jamal began long strokes into her cunt sending her into an instant orgasms that lasted several minutes.
She soon recovered and screamed, "Let me on top!"
Jamal pulled out of her and rolled onto his back. Amanda mounted him and now that her cunt was stretched wide, reasonably easily slid down on his massive member, stopping only several inches short of taking it all inside her dripping hole.
By this time, a full circle of men was standing around Amanda as she bounced up and down on Jamal. Practically every one, myself included was stroking their hard cock as they watched.
Amanda was moaning loudly and saying "what a fuck you are, goddamned it's a huge cock fucking me."
Her breasts were now swaying and bouncing to the extent they could and her head was thrown back as she reached her next and seemingly most massive orgasm yet. With a horrendous groan and somewhat stifled scream she slammed herself down onto Jamal's cock as her orgasm took control of her mind. Not one inch of it remained outside her cunt as she desperately tried to engulf him entirely, his large hands pulling her tightly down onto his tool.
She began bucking her hips and screaming "Fuck me! Goddamned fuck my cunt please," over and over.
Her wild gyrations sent Jamal over the edge and he began to shoot his cum deep into her, probably where none had ever gone before. Each pulse of his cock must have sent a shock waves through Amanda's cunt as she bucked and groaned, not to mention a torrent of cum. White sperm laden juice literally squirted from her completely impaled cunt. At about this same time, loads of hot cum erupted from the circle surrounding her and landed all over her head and body as she fucked for her life it seemed. Several minutes passed before her body went limp and simply fell onto Jamal's body beneath her.
Amanda lay there, totally exhausted, for about a minute before moving. Finally, she pulled herself free of his semi-hard cock and rolled onto the floor. Looking at the group who stood speechless around her, she said "I don't know how long I can continue to do this, but the night is still young." Needless to say, the party lasted until many of the guys had fucked her or tried to fill her stomach with cum several times.
It was about midnight when everyone was gone and we had everything cleaned up from the day's activities. Amanda and I showered and her only comment was "I want to fuck everyone in the unit at one time for our next adventure." So, I have to plan that event for the near future. Amanda also said to "find out if Jamal would like to move into the house with us, because I want that cock real often."
I guess life's about to get real interesting.
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White Wife Gets Ganged By The Soldiers
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Alice and I have been married for three years now, since I was 23. Alice is truly a gorgeous, beautiful woman. She's petite, with great legs and a wonderfully round butt and breasts that turn heads wherever she goes. I'm not going to lie, it does turn me on significantly, the knowledge that every man in the room wants my hot wife.
We have a great social life, we're both pretty outgoing. It's regular for us to party at several joints in town, pubs and bars. I'm an executive at the local logistics firm and the networking really helps out, it's something so many young ones nowadays overlook. We usually go someplace where we can dance, eat, drink and talk and just have a hell of a time. I like watching the men check Alice out. She likes it too. I always feel a little sorry for them when she flirts with them and leads them on. She likes to do this in front of me whenever she thinks I'm taking her for granted or she isn't getting enough attention. Women, I swear. It's me who ends up having to intervene when she's had too much to drink and things start to get out of hand. Occasionally it causes a fight when the guys get pissed at the realization that they'd been wasting time on an opportunity that was never there.
Anyways, the night I've got to tell you about is when Alice and I went to a bar owned by a client of mine, that I'd very recently worked with, regarding his supply chain. He'd invited us to a drink at the joint, and I'd agreed. I'd told Alice about the plan after work and she'd been irritated that I hadn't called her a few hours earlier to tell her. We had a little argument and I told her that I would go without her if I had to because I didn't want to offend him and lose his business. Alice said she would go but that she didn't forgive me. While Alice got ready I just plopped down onto the couch and began replying to texts on my phone. About half an hour later when Alice called in to see if I was ready to go. I told her I would be ready in a minute.
As I walked into the bedroom I was surprised to see Alice all made up. She looked great. Her hair was perfect and she had a loose knit sweater on over a form fitting sports top. She had on tight jeans that would make any man drool.
I leaned over to kiss her but she pulled away and gave me that look that let me know she was still mad at me. It's a travesty that the look so happens to turn me on even further. I don't know why, it just does. While I changed into a nice black suit she asked me where this place was. I explained that it was on the north side past the Army base and that I had never been there before.
Soon we were heading for the car. Alice threw a little fit and insisted on driving. I decided to let her have her way just to keep the peace. As she drove through the Army base I suggested that she take it slow. I knew that the military police were much stricter than regular cops. Sure enough, she ignored my comment and drove on, and about 2 blocks before we were off post she got pulled over by the military police. The young MP asked for her license and insurance. Right away Alice started trying to flirt her way out of getting the ticket. It probably would have worked if I wasn't in the car with her. The MP was a little rude to her as he wrote the ticket. Maybe he didn't like to be teased.
We drove on and reached the bar. It was actually only 3 or 4 blocks outside of the Army base. I wasn't surprised that our host was making a small fortune. The place was packed with Army guys and girls. I waved at Brandon as we walked in. He escorted us to a booth in the back where we could sit and talk. We all sat down and his wife, Jessica, showed up a few minutes later. We ordered some drinks and talked business, sports, movies, whatever, for a couple of hours. Alice and Jessica made small talk about cooking and stuff like that. Brandon was a fun guy, and Jessica was funny too.
"I'm afraid we're going to have to leave you guys alone now," said Brandon, looking at his watch. "Gotta get back to the kids. The babysitter could only stay for so long."
"I guess we'll be leaving too, then?" I said, turning to Jessica, who didn't look at me, clearly ignoring me.
"No, no I insist you stay!" said Brandon. "Enjoy the drinks, have a dance. I'll tell the manager everything's on me, just have fun okay?"
After Brandon and Jessica had left I tried to talk to Alice about our little fight but she just said to forget it. We ordered another drink and then I suggested moving to a table by the dance floor. Alice agreed.
I just wanted all the guys to see the tremendously gorgeous woman I was with and get jealous. It worked. The moment we sat down I noticed several men checking her out. I commented to Alice on how horny it made me to see the way other men looked at her. She licked her lips and said it had the same effect on her. I could tell by the smile on her face that she was starting to have a good time.
My phone rang. I saw Barry, my boss's number on the screen. I picked up but it was really hard to hear him over the music and the noise from the people in the bar.
"Hey babe, just chill here, I'll be back in a couple of minutes, okay?" I said to Alice as I walked towards the men's room to talk to the boss.
When I finally found my way back to the table Alice wasn't there. I soon saw her on the dance floor with two GIs. I watched as she danced between them. They never took their eyes off her for a second. I knew she was starting to flirt again and I wondered if I was going to have to drag her out of the bar and make a scene.
They soon joined me at the table and proceeded to order another round of drinks. After the introductions Alice continued to flirt with the two guys. It turned out that they were both in the Army and lived on base just a couple of blocks from the bar.
After watching my wife flirt with Ed and Sal for over an hour while they did their best to get her drunk, Alice announced that we were all going to the Army base. She said that Ed and Sal were going to show her what the barracks looked like. Ed laughed and said something about a GI party.
I knew that this was my cue to step in and straighten everything out. I thought about it for a minute and started to get pissed off. Alice always got drunk and left me with the mess to clean up. I really wanted to teach her a lesson. I thought about what she would do if I didn't try to stop her this time. I figured she would get nervous and try to bail out of it. The more I thought about it the more that sounded like a good idea. I decided to play along and watch her squirm for a while.
I asked the guys if they had anything to drink back at the barracks. They said they didn't, but that we could buy some to take with us. I watched Alice for her reaction. I knew she didn't expect that. Sure enough, her eyes almost bugged out. I asked her if she was ready to go to the barracks. She didn't answer, but gave me a cold stare. Then she smiled and said let's go.
This time I was stunned. She had turned it around on me! She was daring me with that look and that really pissed me off. I wasn't about to lose this fight. I was going to go along with it just as far as she was. I knew she would break first.
We bought some whiskey and left the bar. The guys had walked so we all got into our car. I got behind the wheel and told Alice to sit in the back with Ed and Sal. Sal gave me directions while Alice and Ed opened the whiskey. As I was pulling into the parking lot of the barracks, I glanced at the rear-view mirror, and my eyes almost popped out of my mouth, watching my beautiful wife give Sal a deep, passionate kiss. My jaw hung open as I somehow managed to park the car with the least amount of attention paid to the parking, most of it focused on her and Sal.
We went in the back door and up a flight of stairs, Alice in between Sal and Ed, laughing and giggling at their jokes, and me trailing behind unsure of everything that was happening, scared of what we had walked into. Sal showed us to a room with four beds in it and big lockers separating the room in half. There was a table in the middle and a TV by the door.
Ed and Sal sat down on one bunk with Alice in the middle. I sat at the table which was only three or four feet from the bed. We all drank and laughed for a while. Ed went out and got some cokes to mix the whiskey with. When he came back he brought Gareth with him. Gareth was a big black man, very charming and friendly. Him and my wife Alice immediately hit it off.
Then Gareth suggested a friendly game of poker. I knew that Alice knew how to play, but she wasn't that good. The guys were more than happy to teach her all about it though. She just flashed that perfect smile and they were bending over backwards to help her.
After half an hour, she was out of money. I was doing well though, up by at least ten bucks. Alice asked me for some money so she could keep playing and I just smiled and told her I couldn't afford to let her blow all my cash. She pouted for only a minute before Sal jokingly suggested strip poker.
Everyone laughed, and as soon as the idea was about to be played off as a joke, I pushed the issue. I said I had the guts to play and then I looked at Alice. She gave me that cold look again and then got a wicked smile across her face.
Before I knew it, everyone was in. I watched hand after hand as my wife graciously lost her shoes and socks and then her sweater. She kept on flirting and I knew what every guy in the room was thinking. I also knew that there was no turning back after she lost a couple more hands, but I was determined to teach her a lesson.
Gareth called the next hand. Ed had a pair of jacks and Sal had two eights. Alice had a pair of sevens. I laid down my three deuces and then Gareth laid down his hand with a pair of kings. I had won that hand. I watched as Alice wiggled out of those tight jeans. I was a little shocked to see that she had on thong panties. They barely hid anything!
During the next hand, the room was full of sexual energy. Alice decided she needed another drink and so she got off the bed, her ass wiggling and jiggling, and walked to the fridge. Every eye in the room was glued to her perfect ass as she bent over to get the drink. Then she suddenly turned around and caught everyone looking at her. She was loving all the attention.
I watched in amazement as she lost the next two hands on purpose. She made a great show of pretending to be a poor loser, but she slowly took off her sports bra and then her panties, giving everyone the show of a lifetime.
I quickly dealt the next hand. The guys were really having trouble concentrating on the cards. I won the hand and Alice lost. She just laughed and said that she didn't have anything left to take off. She thought that was pretty funny until I suggested that she get up on the table and put on a show for us. All the guys started cheering and I motioned her up.
She hesitantly stood up and then took my hand as I helped her climb onto the table, while Ed connected his phone to his Bluetooth speaker and began playing a pop track. Once she was up there she slowly started to dance.
She started moving her hips to the beat and snap her fingers. Gareth turned up the volume and the guys started clapping their hands to the beat.
Alice picked up the pace and put on a great show. After a couple songs she was even flashing her pussy and sticking her ass in their faces to tease them. She was a natural tease. The guys were loving it.
The song changed to a slow one and Ed helped her off the table. Then he swept her into his arms and started to slow dance with her.
Before the song was over they were making out and Ed was grabbing her ass and tits. He lifted her up and they fell onto the bunk. All the guys were trying to get a good view of the action so Gareth and Sal each grabbed one side of the bed and moved it to the middle of the room. Then they pulled another bed up next to it.
After a few minutes Alice and Ed were fucking missionary style. Sal began to record all of this on his phone. When Ed repositioned Alice into doggy style Gareth decided to get into the action. He whipped out his big black cock and stood in front of Alice's face. She reached out and grabbed it. She stroked it until it grew to its full size and then eagerly started sucking him off.
After Ed pumped his load into my wife's hot pussy. Sal took right over. He handed his phone to me to keep recording and eased his long dick into her dripping wet hole and then started fucking her. There were hands all over her. She sucked and fucked everyone in the room.
After Gareth filled her mouth I even got a blowjob while Ed took his second turn fucking her. I hadn't even realized that Sal had left the room, but right when I thought I was going to come in Alice's mouth he came back in and he was followed by two more guys.
As I started to cum I thought one of the guys looked familiar. Then I closed my eyes and enjoyed a mind-blowing orgasm.
I stepped back and picked up the phone again and started recording the action. Ed was cumming and Alice was moaning and screaming. She looked up and realized that there were more men in the room than before. When Ed stepped away the two new guys stepped in.
Alice immediately started giving one guy head while the other guy started fingering her pussy and asshole. The guy getting the blowjob asked whose slut she was. The guy fingering her pussy said this was the bitch he gave a ticket to a few hours ago. Then he pushed his dick forward and slid right into her well fucked pussy.
Alice's eyes got real big and she started to scream, but her mouth was so full of cock it was muffled. The other guys were starting to play with her tits and they were getting a great view of the action. I moved around to the other side and got a great shot of the MP screwing my wife. Then he pulled his slick tool out of her pussy and pushed it up against her puckered asshole. She screamed again as he slowly pushed forward and entered her tight little hole. I could tell she was squirming, but there were so many hands on her that she couldn't go anywhere.
The MP went slow at first then he picked up the pace and fucked her real hard. As I moved around the bed recording all the men on my wife, I realized that the door was open and more men were coming in.
I kept on recording for a whole hour until the phone began to flash a low memory warning. They turned her over on to her back and she jerked off two guys at a time while fucking and sucking another two.
About half an hour later they were slowing down. By this time, I was ready to get some action. As the last guy was getting off her I climbed on. I couldn't wait to sink my cock into her come filled pussy. I slipped right in and it felt so warm and wonderful. I kissed her and tasted the come on her mouth. Then I rolled over so I was on the bottom.
She moaned real loud and started riding my cock. Then Gareth climbed onto the bed above us and stuck his cock in Alice's mouth. I was really getting hot fucking my wife while she sucked on Gareth's big black cock. He was fucking her face good when I felt someone else get onto the bed. I looked around and it was the MP. He was fully erect and ready to go. He pushed Alice down so that she was flat on top of me.
Gareth still had his cock in her mouth and he was practically sitting on my head. Alice's ass was now fully exposed and I felt the MP push his cock into her ass. Alice jumped, but just got Gareth's cock rammed down her throat. I just laid still and enjoyed the sensation. I could feel the MP's cock sliding in and out of her ass and a few inches from my face was Gareth's cock pumping in and out of her mouth. Alice tried to fuck everyone back at the same time and soon started to shake as she orgasmed.
I couldn't hold back any longer. I started pumping in and out of her spasming wet cunt. She went wild. She couldn't stop moving her ass. She was like a wild animal in heat. She was fucking for the sake of fucking.
I heard Gareth moan and watched as he pumped a load of warm cum into my wife's hungry mouth. She tried swallowing it all, but a little dripped out of her mouth and fell onto my lips. I cried out and then pumped Alice full of my own cum. The MP kept right on fucking her ass. I couldn't move so I laid there and enjoyed the sensation of the MP's cock hammering in and out of Alice's ass while my still hard cock was still buried to the hilt in her cunt. A couple minutes later he came and jumped off the bed. I extracted myself from below Alice and got dressed.
While I drove home, Alice fell asleep. She was completely exhausted. I had to carry her to bed and undress her. In the morning, she pretended that she couldn't remember what happened the night before. I went along with it for now, but next time she tries to flirt with every guy in the bar I'm gonna play the video for her.
Or not, who knows?
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Ganged By My Husband's Bosses
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I

My name is Rachel. Steve and I got married in 2010 so it's been seven years now and as far as I know, he's always been faithful to me and I have no reason to suspect otherwise. Unfortunately, so to speak, I can't say the same. I have been fucked by so many guys and so many times that there's no way I could keep count. Steve never suspected anything and believed he just had a normal prim and proper wife until yesterday. When he caught me.

It's not that Steve isn't a great lover in bed. He is decently endowed, with a cock somewhere between six and seven inches. He lasts decently in bed too, and switches up positions fairly often. It's not his fault, it's just that I...I never could refuse the advances of another man. Whenever I notice a man sexually interested in me, checking me out, or trying to chat me up, I get incredibly turned on. It's like my whole body switches into some sort of slut mode and I'm powerless to stop it. Believe me, I tried. Those first few times after marriage were really tough and I felt so awful betraying my husband. But I soon learnt there was no use feeling bad. It was just who I was and I had to accept it.

What makes it tougher is that I've never had a problem with having a constant supply of admirers fawning over me. I'm a blonde, and about five feet three inches in height, with a very round ass. My hair is long and full and drapes to the middle of my back, but I usually wear it in pigtails. Steve thinks I look like a teenager that way.

The first man that had the luck of entering my married pussy happened to be my father-in-law. Steve's dad, Josh. I was over at his place while Steve and Martha, my mother-in-law, were away shopping. Josh was asleep in his room when I went in to clean. I opened the door and froze as my eyes immediately fixated on the giant tent pole that stood proud at his crotch as he slightly snored. Up till that point I had never seen Josh in any other light. Now I noticed that he was kind of attractive in a rugged manly way, with his scruff beard and his heavyset muscles. Steve was kind of skinny and couldn't really grow any facial hair. Standing there I suddenly realized how wet my pussy had suddenly become. My face went red. Having such a reaction to the body of my father-in-law, what kind of a woman was I?

I began to pick up some of the clothes that were strewn about on the floor but my eyes kept darting back to that monstrous tool hidden from my sight by a single layer of cloth. My mind was fixated. As I began to walk out with the clothes to put them into the laundry, I stopped right before the door. Why was I stopping? I bit my lip. I tried to will myself to keep going and walk out of the room...

But I couldn't. I had to at least take a look at that monster. It was so close. The impulses and desires of my body had taken control and overridden the rational part of my mind. I just couldn't help it. The clothes still bundled up in my arms, I slowly tip-toed to the bed, making sure Josh was fast asleep. The tentpole loomed in front of me. I gingerly got onto the bed on all fours, keeping check to see if Josh was awake. He wasn't so far and he seemed to be pretty deep in sleep. I held the covers on my end and began to gently pull. The silken sheets began to slide over his body towards me like warm butter in a hot pan. The anticipation in my mind rose and rose and then the sheet slipped off and revealed Josh's big secret to me.

His cock stood proud a foot from my face, the head all angry and pink and purple. Easily 3 inches longer and much thicker than Steve's. I guess the apple fell far from the tree. It's manly musk reached my nostrils and I breathed in deeply and I immediately fell into a state of hypnosis. The switch in me was flipped on and all semblance of control that I could've deluded myself into thinking I had was gone.

Looking at Josh to still ensure that he was asleep, I very slowly reached out. I HAD to touch it. Every cell in my body was screaming at me to. For what seemed like a very long time my fingers moved forward through the air towards the beautiful man part. And then finally, touchdown. I felt the sizzling heat of Josh's cock on my fingertips. I slowly let my fingers trail across the smooth, soft skin of the hard member, hypnotized, tracing every vein along the way down to the trimmed hair at the bottom and the large balls that adorned his crotch. I poked his balls. Again, much larger than Steve. It's amazing the differences that you could find between a father and a son.

I moved closer to get a better look. Josh's cock was inches away from my face. And my lips. I breathed in the musk deeply. It smelled delicious. I could feel my pussy beginning to soak my panties. Soon I'd make so much juice that it would begin to drip down my thighs. Such was my body.

Wide eyed I was admiring the cock, touching and poking, and I felt an encouraging palm on the back of my head, gently pushing me forward. I didn't resist. I didn't think. I let the hand guide me, and I opened my mouth. Sitting on the bed on all fours with a bundle of worn clothes under me, I took my father-in-law's fat cock into my mouth. Pure instinct took over as I immediately began to lick it and bathe it with my tongue and suck it. My eyes were shut as my head moved, my tongue outstretched, trailing along the length of his entire cock and down to his balls, which I then took into my mouth one by one and kissed and licked. I was made for this.

In that moment I couldn't have told you my name if you asked. Such was my passion when that switch inside me gets flicked on. I moved so I could get into a better position and Josh spread his legs to accommodate me as I got in between them. My ass was raised high in the air and my head was down at his cock, loving it with my mouth. I put a hand down into my panties and began playing with my pussy. I felt a pair of hands on my hair hold me steady. They made me feel dominated and I loved the sensation every bit.

When the hands pressed on my head and encouraged me to take more of Josh's cock into my mouth, I did. I took as much as I could, until I almost gagged, and then I pulled away a bit before fucking him with my mouth. My hands were furiously rubbing my pussy and my clit now, and my breath was heavy, and I was gasping and letting out little moans of pleasure.

I was too dazed to do think, intoxicated by lust, and at some point Josh got up and positioned me so that we were in a 69, my soaked panties hovering right over his face. Let me tell you, my father-in-law can eat a woman out. He went down on me like it was a contest. He sucked on my clit, he licked my pussy and down to my asshole and then back, and he took my pussy lips in between his lips and sucked on them and swallowed my copious juices. He ended up giving me the biggest orgasm that I'd had in years, leaving me shouting mindlessly in ecstatic pleasure.

And then he positioned himself behind me. He lined his huge monster up with my little pink pussy and slowly began to push. My mouth hung open as his giant manhood stretched me out. Inch after pleasurable inch slid inside me and I shut my eyes trying to hold in the intense sensations passing through me. This was amazing. This was heaven.

I moaned out loud as he bottomed out and his penis head hit my cervix. Then he retreated again until he had almost pulled out and then back in he went. In. And out. The slow thrusts were a delightful agony and I found myself clutching the sheets tightly trying not to explode from the pleasure. He increased his pace and soon began to fuck me hard, settling into a steady rhythm, his balls slapping against my clit each time, making me squeal with every impact. I felt my orgasm begin to build as he began fucking me harder. He slapped my ass and I shouted from the delightful pleasure- pain. My hair was bouncing around now and my breasts were heaving as Josh's fucking made my entire body quake. My orgasm continued to build and then it boiled over.

“Oh GOOOOOD,” I screamed as my orgasm hit me like a freight train, making my entire body quake and shudder and twitch.

My entire body was tensed up. I felt like I'd explode from the pleasure. Josh quickly pulled out. I guess seeing me suffer through my throes of orgasm was too much from him. He turned me around and aimed his cock right at my face and began to stroke it.

"I've dreamed about this for so long," he said in between his heavy breaths.

I licked my lips, awaiting the delicious cream that I was about to get. Would it be more than Steve came? Well every sign so far pointed to a strong yes, and the thought made my post-orgasm sensitive pussy quiver in excitement. I looked up at him with puppy dog eyes that screamed 'cum on my face.'

He was frantically stroking his cock now and I leaned forward and kissed his shaft and licked his balls to encourage them. Then his hand shot out and he positioned my face right in front of his cock as he began to squirt what turned out to be one of the biggest loads of cum I had ever seen in my entire life. Spurt after spurt of warm cum covered my face. I opened my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out and catching a bit of it on my tongue, which I immediately swallowed.

He finally finished, and I was left sitting on his bed a slut covered in the copious cum of her father-in-law. And I didn't have a single regret. That incident began an affair that still continues. He must've dropped by dozens of times when Steve's at work to give me a hard fucking by now. Thank God for my slut mode.

The second affair I had after Steve's dad was an important one as well. It's the one which revealed the prowess of the black cock to me. It was the men who delivered our new furniture to the apartment. Steve was at work when the two delivery men arrived and I showed them where to place the couch, chairs, and dining room table. Both the men were very big, very strong, and very black! The supervisor was at least 6'6" tall and had the largest hands that I've ever seen. His upper body was developed like that of a body builder and his waist and ass were comparatively small and firm. The company uniform he was wearing seemed like it was a couple of sizes too small. His flaccid cock was well defined by the way his pants were stretched over it. It looked like he had a polish sausage in his pants!

I was still trying to be a good wife to Steve back then. Well, by good I mean loyal. I firmly believe there's much more to being a good wife than just one little thing like not fucking anyone else. And I firmly believe I was a good wife to him in every other way nonetheless. So I tried my best not to check the delivery guys out. But the outlines of their cocks was calling to me and I couldn't help but bite my lip as images of them fucking me senseless flooded my brain. I began stammering while explaining to them where I wanted the furniture and they quickly picked up where my eyes kept going.

I was in the kitchen making some coffee for both of them when I felt one of them grab my ass and put his hand round my waist. His huge body pressing around me...his enormous hard cock poking into my back..my pussy instantly gushed and a current ran through my body. No fear, no worry, I needed to be fucked. On seeing that I made no move to resist, and that I was pushing back and trying to rub his cock with my ass, the man relaxed and knew I was game.

What followed were three hours of the most intense delicious fucking that I have ever received. Their cocks touched places inside me that had never been touched before. Not by Steve and not even by his dad.

That was the last time I had tried to be a good wife. After that I had accepted that I loved it and I wasn't going to change. Any man that had the opportunity and the desire to fuck me got his fill of my body. I must've fucked my next door neighbor Sahil three dozen times by now. His cock isn't very big and I can deep throat him easily. I've fucked the manager of our apartment building on his desk, the picture of his wife and kids beside me.

One morning I stepped outside our apartment to pick up the newspaper and the paper boy saw one of my tits tumble out of my bathrobe when I bent over. He got an instant hard-on and I noticed it. I brought him into my apartment and gave him his first fuck, in my husband's still-warm bed! He used to get a boner every time he'd see me after that. I fucked him several more times before his family moved away.

I've been screwed by police officers more than a dozen times. I have a tendency to drive a little faster than the law allows, but almost every time I get pulled over, I manage to persuade the nice officer to let me off with a warning. Of course I suggest that I should receive some kind of discipline. So, I suggest that I follow him to a deserted location of his choice to receive my just deserts. Usually the horny bastards lead me down some deserted, dirt road and then fuck me in the backseat of my car. It would be impossible to describe every situation that I've been in that had me either fucking or sucking some strange man or men.
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II
Now comes the day that Steve discovered my disloyalty, catching me red handed in the heat of my passion, acting like the vixen I truly was. It happened yesterday. Steve works at a logistics firm and had invited some of his higher ups along with his new manager over to his house for a game of poker.
"I don't know, I guess you'll have to cook something? You're gonna have to dress up a bit. I need to make a good impression on this new boss if I want to get anywhere," that's what Steve had told me.
Make appetizers, fix drinks, look pretty. Got it. Well there was paneer-tikka all ready to be served downstairs and I stood in front of my closet wondering what to wear. I chose to keep it simple and elegant with a light cream sundress. I went to take a nice bath, and then I put some light make-up on, nothing too flashy. Then I put the sundress on.
"What do you think?" I asked, twirling around for Steve.
He barely looked up from his phone to glimpse me, and shrugged.
"You look good babe," he mumbled.
That was a little bit frustrating. But I understood that he must've been under pressure, what with hosting this little party for his new boss. I had to let this one go. It was close to seven PM and after half an hour's wait there was a knock on the door. I opened the door, smiling, to see Roger's face brightly looking back at me. He was a tall, pale ginger fellow. Scotsman. God, that accent. He was one of the executives above Steve in their firm.
"How are you, Rachel? You look lovely as always, I see," he said, making me blush a little.
"Come on in," I said and he stepped in while handling me a bottle of wine that he'd brought.
Next up was Steve's new boss. I was surprised to see the tall, looming, handsome black man in front of me when I opened the door. I was awestruck, looking him up and down and hadn't spoken for a few seconds. He spoke up instead.
"You must be our hostess for the evening, I imagine," he said in a very smooth, clear voice that I found immediately attractive. "I'm Kingsley."
"Oh I'm sorry I was just struck by how...tall you were!" I said, giggling a little. "Come on in, come on in! Steve and Roger are settling down at the table."
As Kingsley walked past me I noticed his taut ass behind him. I bit my lip. What a man.
There were two other executives that came after him, Pete and Rogan, both were handsome well built black guys, tall but not much taller than Steve. Both of them were very charming and courteous, and I found it sweet when they got flustered as I caught them staring at my cleavage at the door.
All of them settled down at the table and their game began. I served everyone drinks of their choice along with plates with paneer tikka and chutney I'd spent a good half hour making. While I bent down to serve them their food I noticed all of them staring at my breasts. Had I been revealing too much cleavage, I wonder? I overheard Kingsley telling Steve that he had a beautiful, lovely wife and that he was a lucky man. Damn right he was. And what a gentleman Kingsley was!
For the next couple of hours the men concentrated on their game, giving little attention to anything else. It was about thirty minutes past ten, while I was fixing up another round of drinks for the men when Kingsley walked into the kitchen.
I frowned at him.
"Isn't the game going well, what are you doing in the kitchen?" I asked.
He laughed. "No, the game is alright. You've really made everything comfortable for us, thank you, Rachel. The problem is the other guys are way too good for me! They'll soon be the bosses if I keep playing," he chuckled.
I looked out at the table to see four guys with poker faces. Seemed to be going well for them I suppose.
"Kingsley never told me you were such a...large...man," I said.
"Most guys don't tell their wives that, for some reason," he replied. "Maybe they're afraid their wives will think they're too..small. So tell me, Rachel, how was Steve so lucky as to find and marry such a beautiful woman like you? He doesn't strike me as a particularly lady killer, no offense."
"None taken," I said, laughing. "Maybe he wouldn't have been so lucky if I'd found his boss first," I said, winking at him.
He laughed. "Are you a member of a fitness club or something like that?" He asked.
I shook my head no and he said, "It's amazing how young and firm your figure is."
I felt a gleeful twitch in my pussy as I blushed.
"You're not too bad yourself," I said, looking at his broad chest. He was solid stone.
I handed him a drink I'd just made and then turned to open the oven to remove the tray. As I bent to open it, I felt Kingsley run his hand up my dress and feel my ass over my panties. I froze. I hadn't expected him to be this bold right here in our kitchen. And I was instantly aroused. He was my husband's boss!
"Steve certainly got very lucky.." He said, squeezing my ass and making me shiver. "I have a feeling you can really help his career path."
Ah, I see. So that's how he was going to play it. He wasn't aware of how big a slut I actually was. I would've fucked him without an incentive anyways. This was just a bonus! I straightened up and turned around. Kingsley was eyeing my body hungrily and I bit my lip watching his clear lust on his face.God I needed a good fucking. I picked up the tray of drinks and began to walk to the poker table and Kingsley patted my ass as I walked past him.
After serving the drinks to the guys I said to Steve, "Honey, Mr Kingsley wants to see my book collection, I won't keep him long alright?"
He waved me aside. Alright then. As I walked past Kingsley again I whispered 'follow me' and we both walked upstairs and into the bedroom, and I shut the door behind him. I turned to Kingsley, a hungry look in my eyes.
"Alright, Mr Kingsley, let's get to know each other a little better," I said.
He didn't need an invitation. He immediately closed the distance between us and put his big, strong arms around me and began to kiss me. It started off slow but soon our tongues were dancing together wildly in a passionate embrace. It was beautifully obscene. I could feel his cock come to life under his trousers and press against my stomach. My pussy quivered with delight at the feel. He was massive. This was going to be good.
He pulled away from the kiss and began to kiss my neck and my shoulders and my chest. He squeezed and caressed my breasts before getting on his knees in front of me. He lifted my leg and made me rest it on his shoulder, giving him an unhindered view of my white lace panties, which were undoubtedly wet from my arousal by now.
He leaned in close and took a deep whiff.
"Mmm, you smell delicious, Rachel," he said as I blushed in embarrassment and covered my face with my hands.
He began to kiss my thighs, and then my calf and then back. He then hooked his fingers on my panties and with one fierce pull, ripped them apart. God he was ferocious. And so strong! My pussy was now on display right in front of his eyes.
He leaned in and gave me a kiss right on my clit which made my entire body shudder. Then he stretched his tongue out and began to lick me. From my neatly trimmed pubes down to my asshole and back his tongue went, sending jolts of electricity up my spine. This man was insane. He knew how to treat a woman.
I couldn’t help but thrust my pussy onto his face and hold his head and try to grind it on him. I was gushing pussy juice and he was lapping it up hungrily. Then he pushed his fingers in me and probed about to find my g-spot, wiggling his fingers up my cunt. When his finger made contact with it, I had to cover my mouth with my hands because of the instantaneous moan that escaped my lips.
He began to focus on my clit with his tongue as the fingering began; slow at first but quickly increasing in pace. Soon he was slamming his fingers into me, his knuckles bashing again my pussy each time, making me squeal with every thrust. The licking my clit was receiving made the whole act incredibly arousing and pleasurable. I was going to orgasm at any time.
My orgasm built and rose and I shut my eyes, savoring the delights coursing through my nerves. It was the unexpected sensation of Kingsley jamming a thick finger up my ass that drove me over the edge and I covered my mouth again and screamed into it out of sheer pleasure as my orgasm hit, and my entire body tensed up. My pussy began to wildly contract against Kingsley's fingers and my juices began to flood over and drip down my thighs and his hands. I felt him withdraw his fingers and go in and lick every inch of my crotch with his tongue, cleaning me of my pussy juice.
"I think you and I...are going to get along... really well..." I whispered in heavy breaths that I tried to get under my control.
He stood up and I wrapped my hands around his large frame and kissed him, licking my pussy juices from his lips and his tongue. I then laid a hand on his large bulge, trying to outline it to the best of my ability and squeezing it.
"I want this inside me. I want to taste this," I whispered in his ear.
I slowly got down on my knees while gazing up into his eyes and began to take his belt off. Then I slowly dragged his pants down. I opened my mouth and tried to hold his massive bulge in between. Then I hooked my fingers on either side of his underwear and slowly dragged it down.
As the hem of the underwear cleared his cock, it popped up straight and grazed my lips and my nose and then stood an inch from my face, proud and manly. I was salivating as if I had been served delicious hot pizza. I breathed in the manly musk emanating from his member. His balls were huge. I immediately wanted to suck on them.
"It's beautiful", I whispered.
"It'd be prettier with your mouth on it," Kingsley said.
I didn't have to be asked twice. I gently kissed the head and I began to plant more little kisses going down the length of his dark cock, until I had kissed each of his balls and given them a little lick. The thoughts of Steve..his other bosses... the game... it was all a distant memory now and I wanted nothing else but to take my time and handle this beautiful gift of a cock as well as I could and please Kingsley with my body to the best of my abilities.
His cock hardened further and elongated another inch, something which surprised me. How could a cock get this inhumanly large? I stretched my tongue out and pressing it against the bottom of his large purple-pink head, I trailed it down his shaft, licking every inch of the underside until I was licking and sucking on his enormous, slightly hairy balls.
I opened my mouth as wide as I could and Kingsley pushed his cock into my mouth, stuffing it full. I don't know how I could ever deepthroat a monster like this. But I sure was going to try. I tried to relax the muscles of my throat with a little exercise I had developed over the years. Then I put my hands up to grab Kingsley's ass to steady myself and began to push myself forward, slowly taking inch after delicious inch of his mammoth cock right into my mouth. I was almost halfway down his shaft now, and I could feel the head distend my throat. I was going to have a sore throat for a while after this for sure.
That was when Steve threw open the door.
I didn't even care. I was in the thick of my slut mode being turned on and when it was on...it was on.
"Rachel!" He said, aghast, watching his blonde wife on her knees with half his boss's giant cock down her crimson cheeked face.
"Yes baby?" I tried to say but my mouth was full of big black cock so just mumbling came out. His cock felt so good and warm and manly in my mouth.
"No need to panic, Steve. Your wife was just improving your future with our firm. She's improved it a lot already, and she's going to improve it a lot more in the next few hours," he said.
Steve was quiet for a few seconds while I head bobbed up and down his boss's large cock nonetheless.
"Thanks Mr Kingsley...I.. Appreciate it. But you're going to have to share my wife with Pete, Rogan and Roger. I just came here to tell my wife that they'd made me bet her and...I'd lost," he said, with a look of clear disappointment in himself. That look of disappointment was coupled with a bulge in his pants that I noticed, my mouth still full of Kingsley's cock. "I came in here to convince her...but I think it won't be a problem anymore. I'll bring them in."
He went back downstairs. Half a minute later Pete, Roger and Rogan, along with Steve, walked into the room. Kingsley and I were on the bed now, and my dress was on the floor alongside us. He had decided he wanted my pussy now.
"Hey Rachel," Roger said in his beautiful Scot accent. "You do agree to this, right?"
"Oh God yes. Fuck me, all of you," I moaned as Kingsley put each of my leg up on his shoulders and began to rub his giant cock head on my pussy, teasing me.
"Never knew your wife was such a slut. Huh, Steve?" Said Pete, eyeing my naked body up and down lustfully.
"Yeah... me neither..." Said Steve, dejected but discreetly trying to rub his boner.
"Why don't you take a seat and just watch, baby?" I moaned to Steve as Kingsley pushed the head of his cock in.
Roger, Pete and Rogan undressed quickly, and then got on the bed. Pete and Roger stood on either side of my head, their semi-hard cocks dangling on either side of my face. I took Roger's fairer and shorter cock in my hand while I began to suck on Pete's almost pitch black, snake-like long cock. Always give preference to a black cock, ladies. Rogan had decided to begin sucking on my nipples one by one and he was doing a good job, just the way I liked it, teasing and twisting my nipples just enough for it to add to the pleasure of being fucked.
I peeked at Steve to see him sitting on the couch opposite the bed, stroking his cock looking at me sucking the cocks of Pete and Roger. I took Pete's cock out of my mouth and blew him a kiss, winking.
As Kingsley pushed in the last few inches of his cock I moaned loudly in sheer pleasure. He was stretching me out like no man ever had before. Pete laid a hand on my head, directing me back to his cock again which I resumed sucking. He was muskier and sweatier and I loved every bit of how he tasted. I took his cock out of my mouth after giving him a gentle fucking with my face and I held it up so I could lick and kiss his balls, which I then did. Then I moved to Roger and began to suck on his fair cock.
I moaned into his cock as Kingsley bottomed out inside me. Then he began a wonderful, slow fucking, slowly pulling his penis out and then pushing it back in. God he was good at this. The fucking started to become faster. Soon my little body was being rocked by the energy from Kingsley's fucking, his large muscular frame rocking me from head to toe, making my legs wave in mid-air from the motion.
I took Roger's cock out of my mouth and peeked at Steve again.
"Your boss is so huge baby, he's filling my pussy up!" I said, barely making sense as I struggled to keep myself in control and not give in to the immense load of arousal originating at my pussy.
Kingsley had begun to fuck me at a wild pace, my body quaking and his big, heavy balls slapping into my perineum each time he thrust, making my asshole clench a little every time. My mouth was on Pete's cock again, and I was sucking like my life depended on it.
"Shit, I'm gonna cum," said Kingsley. "Get ready," he said, looking into my eyes.
I nodded.
"Hey don't cum into my wife!" Steve said, loudly.
I took Pete's cock out of my mouth.
"SIT DOWN," I shouted at Steve. How dare he try to embarrass me like that? I saw him take a step back sheepishly and then sit down mumbling something. I looked at Kingsley.
"Cum deep inside my pussy, baby. Okay?" I said.
"Here it cums." He said, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking them.
He grunted and began to slam into my pussy as if he was trying to break me. Then with one final slam and fell forwards on me, and his body froze. I felt the powerful jet of his semen hit my cervix, and the warm voluminous load fill my pussy up in seconds and then begin to drip out of my pussy, viscous and warm. He stayed inside me, and I ground my pussy onto him as he emptied his load, breathing like he'd run a marathon.
I grabbed his ass and squeezed it.
"That was fucking divine," I whispered into his ear.
"You're a good wife, Rachel," he said, kissing me deeply.
Then he got off. His cock was still inside me, and he slowly withdrew the quickly softening member. It slipped out of my pussy with a wet pop.
"You have her all to yourselves, boys," he said. "Where's the bathroom, Steve" he asked my husband.
"The door opposite," he said, pointing, in a voice smaller than I'd expect from him.
"Come on, guys. Who's next?" I asked.
It was Rogan who volunteered, who so far had only been sucking on my nipples. He had a fairly large cock, big but not as big as Kingsley. He lined his cock up with my entrance and pushed, his cock going in with almost no friction, squeezing cum out of my pussy with a squish. He quickly fell into a fast rhythm, fucking me quickly. I resumed sucking on Roger and Pete's cocks, sucking one while stroking the other with my hand and fondling his balls, alternating between them.
Kingsley came back and laid on the bed beside me and began watching me get fucked.
"Mind if we stay the night, Rachel?" He asked.
"N-No...it's... my...pleasure..." I said, in between breaths made heavy by Rogan's fucking.
"No problem with you, Steve?" He asked.
Steve just shook his head no as his eyes stayed transfixed on Rogan's cock fucking me mercilessly. Steve had his own cock out now and was stroking it slowly. His face wore an expression of intense lust and envy together. It aroused me even more.
Kingsley reached out and began stroking and squeezing my breasts one by one as I got fucked. Pete was going at it faster and faster still.
Suddenly slammed his cock deep inside and froze, depositing his load inside my pussy.
"Fuck. Fuck that was good," he said, catching his breath as he slipped out.
It was Roger's turn next to fuck me. He made me get on all fours as Pete and he began to spit-roast me, Roger fucking me from the back and Pete impaling my throat with his cock from the front. The movement from the fucking did all the work on the other end, really and all I had to actually do was savor the moment. After a few moments it was Pete who lost control first. Getting blown for so long had its disadvantages I guess.
Pete pulled out and made me suck on his balls while he quickly stroked himself. Then he pointed his rigid cock right at my face and let go his warm stream of man cream, covering my face with ropes of his cum. The first squirt went across my lips and nose, the second one across my forehead and cheeks, and the third went right into my outstretched mouth, and I swirled it around and savored it before I swallowed.
Seeing this happen was way too much for Roger who also pulled out. He made me turn around and began to stroke his cock while aiming at my face. He added his delicious cream to the load on my face already, making cum drip down my chin and onto my breasts, and covering a bit of my hair too. That was going to be hard to wash.
As he finished I fell back with a great sigh and tried to catch my breath, and I idly rubbed my pussy.
"How did I do?" I asked cheekily.
"You've reaffirmed my faith in American girls, Rachel," said Roger.
"Best white pussy I ever had," said Rogan.
"I'm gonna have you later, Rachel," said Pete.
"You're gonna have to repeat the performance more times, tonight," said Kingsley.
Then I remembered Steve was also in the room. I peeked out at him. He had cum all over his hands and was trying to clean it up.
"Let me help you, baby," I said and I walked over to him, knelt and began licking every drop of semen on his hands and on his cock. Then I kissed him deep.
That night marked a turning point in our relationship. I was fucked all night by the four guys and Steve watched. The next day after they'd all left he confessed at how arousing it was to see his wife get gangbanged like that. I've been gangbanged by them several times now. Just once more, according to Steve (he was present there only once.) Kingsley did help Steve out with his career, and offered him giant bonuses and extra leave days and what not. I hope he never leaves this company. Even if he does, I sure won't.
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White Wife Gets Taken In The Train
[image: Vara Damon]



The train pulled into the platform, its windows glinting in the light of the setting Sun, making the rails creak under its hulking mass. To say it was crowded would be a gross understatement. People hung from the doors and a few were jumping off, hitting the platform running. Two years ago I would've said 'nope' and turned right around and walked off, faced with the prospect of traveling alone in crowded public transport in a foreign country. But last year something happened. Something amazing in a packed bus, something that I swore I'd never let happen again. I couldn't betray Paul like that again. And yet...here I stood, a blond white woman, about to board a train carriage filled to the brim with sweaty African men on this sweltering evening. Maybe I was fooling myself. Maybe I did want it to happen again.
It was summer again and that meant it was time for our annual vacation again. And so here we were, in South Africa. It was the second day of our trip and it was time to explore Johannesburg. Paul, unfortunately, was in bed with a stomach bug. The many joys of eating street food in a foreign place. The caring husband he is, he didn't want me to waste an entire day at the hotel and so here I was, after an entire day of sightseeing, standing slightly sweaty on this platform in a yellow dress that came down to my thighs and calf length boots.
The train slowly ground to a halt. There was a crowd on both sides. The one inside the train couldn't wait to get off and the one on the platform couldn't wait to get in. When the train stopped there was a mad rush and I was pushed and moved along inside the train. Most women would go to great lengths to avoid this. Most women would have worn a bra, and a dress under their panties. But most women hadn't had the experience I had with crowds. I barely tried to resist the crowd, and I just enjoyed my nipples rubbing against the broad backs of men in front of me, and my ass rubbing against the bulges of the men behind me. Two unseen men used the rushing crowd as a cover and gave my ass a good squeeze, which made me gasp and made my pussy twitch gleefully.
I climbed onto the train and got carried along with the crowd inside. The crowd pushed in for a distance and then stood quite still, just packing more compactly against each other as more people crammed in while the ones standing had no place to sit. I ended up facing a large black man, who was looking out of the window.
The train started moving with a jerk that pushed me against him, and I felt a bit embarrassed , realizing that he probably got a full feel of my large breasts and my semi-hard nipples. He gave me a wide smile that said 'it's no trouble.' He was pretty good looking, with a jawline that would make girls back home swoon.
“You a tourist?” he asked, his voice raised to overcome the chatter of people in the carriage and the sounds of the train.
I nodded in return, and smiled back at him.
“Alone?” he asked, his brows raised in surprise.
“I'm with my husband! He's at a hotel, I'm going there now!” I replied, shouting.
“You're a brave woman, traveling alone in a crowded train like this,” he said. He sounded half impressed and half concerned.
We began to talk and exchanged names. His name was Thato. He said he was an auto mechanic. I noticed the train slowing again. Soon another train station started scrolling into view. The train slowed and then stopped with another jerk that first pushed me into the chest of the man behind me, making me momentarily feel the giant bulge in his pants against my butt, and then onto Thato again, making my boobs rub against his chest one more time. I noticed him staring at my chest. Oh god, he probably got a good view of my boobs from the top of my dress too!
More people were piling in now, and some from the crowd inside were struggling to get out. As the crowd shuffled again I found myself pressed into a corner tightly jammed against Thato. I looked up at him to see him looking away from me, with a slight look of embarrassment on his face. I soon found out why when I felt his manhood grow to life from under his jeans and press up against my belly. I blushed wildly, and felt my pussy quiver with excitement. Maybe something would happen here. I felt the urge to put my hand on it and stroke it, to pull it out and taste it. It had been a whole year since I had felt a large cock. Paul's cock was good and he pleased me well..but..,my pussy needed the sensations only a mammoth cock could give it.
The train lurched forward and started moving again and this time I was completely sandwiched in between men (much to my delight.) In front of me stood Thato, looking sheepish as his cock grew to almost full rigidity and pressed against my belly proudly. Behind me I could feel another large man I turned and, pretending to look out the window, tried to gauge him out of the corner of my eye. He was a very large black man with a thick head of hair. Not too bad looking. And he was staring intently right at my ass, which my dress was sticking to, proudly putting every curve on public display.
Everything abruptly went dark as the train entered a tunnel, its sound suddenly amplifying and reverberating. It was then that my dreams came true as the man behind me took advantage of the situation and started wildly grabbing and squeezing my ass. I savored the situation. His large hands squeezed and caressed and rubbed my ass. I couldn't hold myself back. His hands froze. He probably hadn't expected me to cooperate, as I pushed back and rubbed my ass against his cock. My body felt like fire and electricity were running through my veins.
Then the train started to slow down and the people around us began to murmur. The man behind me resumed his exploration of my ass. He didn't want to let a second go to waste. He gingerly pulled my dress up and squeezed my ass cheeks with the bare skin of his palm against my butt, making me gasp and shiver.
“Damn,” I heard him whisper near my ear. He probably hadn't expected to see me bare, without panties.
It felt incredible. I didn't really register what was happening around me until I felt the train lurch to a stop. The train had stopped inside the tunnel. The man behind me seemed to be in a hurry to explore as much of my body as he could as he roughly thrust his palm between my legs and began to rub and stroke my pussy, which was soaking wet by now.
“Due to a technical snag with a train up ahead we are going to be stopping here for ten minutes or so. Please stay calm and wait while the problem is fixed. We deeply regret the inconvenience, apologies!” spoke the voice of a woman over the public announcement system.
Everyone around us groaned in disappointment. I sure didn't. I was struggling to control my gasps as the man behind me pawed my supple breasts, his rough hands now under my dress squeezing them and tweaking my pink nipples. I could feel his hot breath heavy on my neck. I was leaning against him now, and my hand was on his giant bulge in the darkness. It felt so good in my palm. I was squeezing and groping him and feeling his cock twitch under his jeans. His hand found my chin and turned my face to him and we kissed. His tongue darted inside my mouth and started assaulting mine and I kissed him back passionately.
It was then that the lights came on. Thato stared at us wide eyed. Only he had a view of what had been going on. On my left was a wall and on my right stood a guy with his back turned to us, unknowingly shielding us from the rest of the crowd. This time it was I who decided to take advantage of the situation, and I placed my palm over Thato's bulge and felt it. I looked at him, to see his face look conflicted for a second before his eyes moved to my lips and my breasts and to the stranger's hand between my thighs. Thato was now looking at me with pure lust and slowly unzipping his pants. He looked over his shoulder to check if anyone could see the three of us. When he decided it was okay, he pulled his massive monster out.
His cock blew me away. It was almost double my husband's length, and black as night, raging veins adorning its silky skin. I just stared at it in amazement with my mouth hanging open while the man behind me groped my breasts and my ass for a moment, before Thato took my hand and placed it on his cock. I tried to put my fingers around its enormous girth but failed. I felt a flurry of excitement as I imagined it filling my pussy up.
I began to stroke it, feeling it grow harder in my hand, pulsating and hot. I was right where I belonged. A giant cock in my hand and a giant cock rubbing against my ass. Thato reached out and held my breast and squeezed it before leaning forwards and kissing me.
“You're very beautiful,” he whispered to me.
I smiled and kissed him in reply.
I gasped into Thato's mouth as I felt my pussy get penetrated by a finger, and the man behind me began his exploration of my pussy. My legs quivered and twitched involuntarily as I felt his thick fingers reach deep inside me and wiggle, and I clenched my jaws to hold back a moan. I slowly and carefully dropped to my knees, trying to make the motion as inconspicuous as possible, to avoid the attention of the man on the left, whose back was turned to us. To my delight I was presented with the two cocks of the men, both massive and black as hell. I held one in each hand and began stroking them, savoring their touch. We were all so cramped together, that the two cocks were just an inch on either side from my face. I leaned and let Thato's beautiful cock trail across my pink lips, my cheeks and my forehead. I then leaned the other way and rubbed the other man's cock across my face. I was on cloud nine. This was my own little piece of heaven.
I stuck my tongue flat out and holding Thato's cock up, I placed my tongue on his very large balls and licked them and then trailed my tongue up along his shaft to the head of his cock. Then I moved away and gave the other man the same treatment, and inhaled his manly musk, relishing it. Both their cocks tasted heavenly on my tongue. I don't know what it was within me that made it so. Any normal woman would have been disgusted at the thought of licking the cocks of two strangers on a hot day like this...but at that moment it was all I wanted and needed.
I opened my mouth and enveloped the large head of Thato's cock inside it. A current of pleasure ran through me. This was so natural. It felt...right. Just right. I greedily sucked on it, and I ran my tongue all around it. I stuck my tongue under the foreskin and licked all around it. I looked up at Thato to see him looking into my eyes with a look of pure, unadulterated animal lust. I turned to the other man, this unnamed stranger. He had an uncircumcised cock and I dove right in, taking the head into my hungry mouth and bathing it with my saliva, slowly massaging every crevice of it with my soft tongue.
I went back to Thato's cock and opened my mouth wide and this time went deep. I tried to take as much of him as I could into my mouth before I withdrew and dove in again. I tried to be careful not to gag. The sound of me gagging would definitely draw attention.
'Don't you want that attention?' asked a faint voice in my head.
I withdrew and began to lick every inch of his shaft down to his balls, all the while stroking the other cock in my hand rapidly. When I my mouth reached Thato's balls I nuzzled them and then took them in my mouth one by one, licking them all over and sucking on them.
I turned to the other guy and gave his cock a good sucking too before loving his balls just like I had loved Thato's. When I withdrew, Thato held my shoulders and pulled me up. Then he pulled me close and kissed me and cupped my pussy with his palm and gave it a good rub. All the while the other man stuck his cock in between the cheeks of my ass and gave my butthole a good rub.
Thato wheeled me around and squeezed my ass cheeks and stuck his cock in between my thighs, giving my pussy a rub with his shaft, while I engaged in a deep kiss with the other man, and stroked his cock while he groped my breasts. I felt Thato's cock head press against my pussy lips and then it had been pushed in. I gasped and moaned just a little into the mouth of the other man.
The damage was done. The man shielding us from view briefly turned around at the sound and froze as he saw the scene that had been taking place right behind his back. A blonde, white Danish wife impaled on a giant black cock kissing another black man. I saw many different emotions flash across his face. Shock at the situation, followed by lust as his eyes scanned by face, my breasts and my ass, conflict, just like Thato's face had shown, followed by determination. He inconspicuously turned towards us, his back to the rest of the crowd now and I smiled at him as he slowly unzipped and brought his flaccid cock out.
Unfortunately it wasn't a behemoth like the ones in my hand and in my pussy, but it was average and it would do. I grabbed it and began to stroke it gently at first and then harder as it engorged and lengthened. The man had a brown, Indian looking countenance and his cock was brown too, not as dark as the one pumping me. I could feel Thato was somehow stopping himself from madly pumping my pussy and going all out in his fucking. With every thrust he was bottoming out on my pussy and taking his sweet time pulling out before sliding it back in.
The Indian man pulled me to him and kissed me deeply, sucking and licking on my tongue hungrily before sucking on each of my lips. He then started licking my face. He licked my chin and my cheeks and my forehead and my neck. Two years ago I would've been disgusted. But this stranger...worshiping me turned me on so intensely that I felt a little gush of juices in my pussy. I kissed him back with radical fervor.
I heard Thato's hurried breaths, coming in muffled gasps and grunts, hidden from everyone else by the chatter from the crowd. He was quickening his pace against his best attempts not to. I was squeezing his cock with my pussy, trying to relish every impulse the walls of my pussy were sending to me. I felt the thrusts of his cock push me closer to an orgasm.
The Indian man looked behind him to see if anyone was looking, and then quickly bent down to suck on my nipples. I stifled a moan and held his hair as he licked and sucked on my nipples one my one, nibbling on them and pulling on them with his lips. Here was the difference in the sex I had with Paul and the need that fuck fest on the bus had awakened in me. Paul loved me. When he sucked on my breast he did so with gentle adoration. These men worshiped me. I was a goddess to all of those men on that bus. I needed to be worshiped like some wanton goddess of lust. And my need was being fulfilled right now.
Thato threw all caution to the wind and slammed his cock in me thrice and brought me almost to my orgasm before he bottomed out in my cunt and froze. He grunted as his cock pulsated wildly and began shooting cum up my pussy. I shut my eyes and lost myself to the pleasure of feeling his powerful jets of cum periodically shooting into me. After what felt like an eternity he slowly pulled his hulking cock, slick with my juices, out of me, the head exiting my wet pussy with a faint pop. I immediately turned around and kneeled in front of his magnificent glistening member, and went to work cleaning it up.
When I took the sopping wet cock into my mouth Thato's knees almost gave way. He put a hand on the wall for support and shut his eyes in ecstasy as he enjoyed the sensations from my mouth. I took him deep into my mouth. This time it was easier to deep throat him because his cock was already slick from our juices coating it. I almost took all of it down my mouth and then formed a seal with my lips and withdrew, cleaning every bit of his cum and my pussy juice that lingered on his long, thick cock. Then I gently kissed his balls. When I withdrew he quickly zipped up his quickly softening cock, with a bit of struggle and regained himself, standing to shield me as much as he could.
Without wasting time I stuck my ass out for the man behind me and wiggled it at him, giving him my best version of an inviting smile. The black stud needed no more signals. He lined his cock up with my entrance and began fucking me in earnest. Unlike Thato, he didn't seem to give a shit about us getting caught. Very soon the sound of his flesh slapping mine was loud enough for more people to hear. Alarm bells went off in my head. But those alarm bells were overshadowed by the intense pleasure the pumping in my pussy was sending to my head. I knew I should've stopped him but all I found myself doing was thrusting back at him. Through barely open eyes I saw people turning to look at us, their mouths agape in shock.
The Indian man moved to stand in front of me, his brown cock dangling an inch from my mouth, his heavenly smell filling my nose. I quickly took him into my mouth and began sucking on him while being pounded from the behind. We were in full view now. I saw many people looking at me with crazed lust in their eyes, ogling my breasts that were swinging wildly A very young boy who barely looked 18 was the first of them to act upon his lust. He brought his surprisingly long cock out of his trousers and came near me and began to rub my cheek and my forehead with it.
I looked up at his handsome face and smiled as I enveloped his cock with my mouth and began giving him the best blowjob he would ever receive. Seeing the boy's actions emboldened most of the men who were looking in on the action and they unzipped and revealed their cocks, much to my delight. Some of them were white, some of them looked Indian, some were pure black. I was where I truly belonged. I took the marvelous sight in as my pussy continued to be pounded by the man behind me.
I realized the cat was out of the bag, and I didn't really have a reason to hold back now. I openly started moaning with the pleasure from my pussy and stroking my hard nipples and pinching them. I saw Thato wink at me and come forward to take my dress off and take my purse from me, before backing away as his place was taken by someone else. Men came over and completely surrounded me with their cocks now. I was licking the soft balls of the boy now and kissed them before I moved on to the next man. Men now changed positions in front of me, and I sucked on the cock of whoever stood in front of me before he waddled to the back with his pants around his ankles and someone else waddled in. The jerking motions of the fucking I was receiving was helping me blow the guys in front of me.
The fucking I was receiving increased in pace, and I moaned more onto the two dicks in my hands whose heads I was trying to fit at once in my mouth which was stretched open. His quickened thrusting was very swiftly edging me close to my orgasm. The man behind me grunted loudly and then tightly grabbed my hips and slammed his cock in and I felt his steaming hot cum hit my cervix. The sensation was enough to push me over the edge to as I screamed and my orgasm hit.
“Jesus Christ!” he shouted in a very heavy and held onto my ass as his orgasm slowly subsided, my pussy squeezing and milking his cock, riding the waves of my orgasm.
We were both dazed and breathing heavily. The two cocks in my hands were forgotten as I tried to regain myself.
“Thank you,” I said, turning bleary eyed to the man who had just given me an earth-shattering orgasm.
He still looked to be dazed and trembling, and his cock slid out of me with a wet squish.
“Who's next boys?” I shouted to the crowd, who cheered in reply.
A black man with a humongous cock replaced him. As he slid into my well lubricated pussy I felt myself stretch wide open. The pleasure was overwhelming. I tried focusing on the two cocks in my hands and the one being rubbed on my face. Two men had sat down and were sucking on my nipples like infants. I felt incredible. Every woman deserves to feel the sensation of being pleasured by multiple men at least once.
The black man's style of fucking reeked of his sexual prowess. His thrusts were slow and calculated and each one felt like a stab of pure pleasure in my pussy. He lasted very long, and when he was about to cum he pulled out of my pussy, leaving it gaping open and pushed me to my knees. Then I told me to open my mouth. I opened it wide and he let out ropes of cum that showered my entire face. The first shot hit my open mouth, the second trailed across my chin and cheek and the third trailed across my nose and forehead. If only Paul could cum like this. I paid special attention to his cock after he was done, and gave him an extra loving blowjob and gently sucked on his balls, thanking them for the beautiful load of cum on my face.
The train had been stranded in the tunnel for thirty minutes now and the stream of men continued. The men who had decided they would have no part in this lewd conjugation were on the other side of the carriage and on my side all the men who hadn't cum had their cocks out. I was in my element. I would have asked the people of the entire train to line up so I could suck and fuck them if I could.
“Alright guys, the train will start moving in a minute now, thank you for your patience,” came the voice over the PA system.
There were cheers of relief on the other side of the carriage and the groans of disappointment from the men on my side. I had to hurry and finish up. Cum dripping down my cheek and my thighs, I stood up.
“Alright guys, we need to finish up here. Come on,” I said. I walked into the crowd and got to my knees.
The guys got the hint and formed a tight circle around me, and began to jack themselves off. My own fingers were a blur between my legs, rubbing my wet, sloppy clit in circles. The guys stroked themselves wildly and some of them moved forwards and rubbed their cocks on my face. I stuck my tongue out and they rubbed their shafts and some even rubbed their balls on it. The first guy to come was the young boy from earlier. As I saw the contorted look of ecstasy on his face I pulled him close to me by his ass and took his cock deep in my throat where he deposited his load. Looking at this, another guy lost control and started cumming a huge load, which plastered my face and my breasts.
The train lurched forward and began to move. I encouraged the rest of the guys' orgasms by sucking their cocks and their balls and soon one by one they began to come. Some of them gifted me with their thick milky loads in my mouth, others came on my face and yet others on my breasts. Some of the poor guys couldn't handle my hands and covered my fingers, and I licked their cocks clean because I felt bad for them.
Within a few minutes the last guy was looking down into my eyes as his cock spurted its remaining cum down my mouth and I tickled the head of his cock with my tongue. It was done. I had been gangbanged again, and it was just as good as last time. I had just cuckolded Paul again and he could never know.
“I need help cleaning up guys, can someone help?” I asked the crowd.
I saw Thato move towards me with my dress and my purse, and him and two other guys accompanied me to the washroom, and we shut the door behind us. They took water and began to wash away the cum from different parts of my body. The look in their eyes was still of reverence. Thato had a little tissue and was carefully wiping cum from my eyebrows. The others were washing my breasts and my hands. When the guy who was washing my breasts was done, he began to plant little kisses all over them and sucked on my nipple. I held his head and ran my fingers through his dark hair as Thato kissed me again, sucking on my tongue. The guy cleaning my fingers sat and kissed my ass all over.
“You're a very special woman, Sam,” Thato whispered to me.
When we got out, the train had already passed one station and there were new people near the doorway, who greeted us with bewildered looks as they saw a white woman come out of the carriage washroom with 3 black guys. When my stop came the guys cheered as I left, and some who were stopping at the same station gave my ass a good rub and squeeze as they got down with me.
I flopped down onto the bed beside Paul, who was watching the news.
“So how was it?”
“Amazing,” I replied excitedly.
He turned to look at me.
“Why's your hair wet?” he asked, pointing at a spot where Thato had to clean cum off my hair.
“Some kids on the street threw water on me, probably wanted to see my dress wet,” I said with mock disgust.
“Shit, that sucks,” he said. “I saw there's some kind of a festival going on. The news says the trains will be very crowded. You didn't have any trouble, did you?” he asked, concerned.
“Well yeah, there was a bit of a crowd but it was okay once I made some friends,” I said, truthfully.
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Marie and Lily's Wild Adventure: 
Part I
[image: Vara Damon]



1. The Disappearance of Bradley Archer

A column of sunlight found its way through the curtains and painted Marie’s chest, which softly heaved with her breathing, golden. The gentle warmth of the room lulled her out of her slumber. When she awoke, she reached out to her husband, on his side of the bed.

Only Bradley wasn't there.

Instantly she was wide awake. She looked at the small clock beside the bed. It was eight-thirty in the morning and Bradley still wasn't home! She threw the blankets off her naked, voluptuous body, her mind spinning as she thought about what might have happened to him.

Bradley’s nights with his friends had always made her feel insecure and afraid that he would have his fun with some other pretty young girl. Last night she’d tried to ensure nothing of the sort would happen, by letting him take her anally, something that she was usually really reluctant to do. Now that she was up again and Bradley wasn’t home like he said would be, her insecurities came back in full force.

She caught a glance of herself in the mirror, wishing she felt as beautiful and sexy as she knew she looked. Marie Archer stood five-foot-three and had a delightfully curvaceous body. Her most impressive feature were her breasts. Marie's breasts billowed out from her body, huge and creamy, with areolas a chocolate-brown color. They were wider across than a man's palm. Her nipples stood out prominently, and Marie wasn't afraid to wear clothes that showed off her tits to their best advantage. She had a flat stomach and rather wide hips with strong, full, muscular thighs that could hold a man's head trapped against her pussy if she wanted to.

Marie's physique had turned Bradley on for years, and never once had she turned him down when he wanted to fuck, have his cock sucked, or stick his tongue deep into her pussy until she came. She had a medium-size mouth with lips that were neither full nor thin; large, dark brown eyes with slender eyebrows that arched above them whenever she thought seriously, and a narrow nose with rather high cheekbones that gave her something of an aristocratic appearance. Her hair was auburn, not quite red or brown, and she usually wore it loosely pinned atop her head in an indistinct bun, with satiny tendrils of hair falling down her smooth cheeks

Marie checked her phone. Nothing. Her worries only intensified. She touched Bradley’s contact and the call begun. It rung. And rung. And no one picked up. Dejected, she had almost laid the phone down onto the table again when it rang, vibrating in her hand. She eagerly looked at the ID but it wasn’t Bradley.

‘Unknown Number’ flashed on the screen.

She quickly answered it.

"Hello? Who is this? Bradley? " she asked.

"Mrs. Archer?" a strange male voice asked.

"Yes?"

Marie held her breath. She was convinced without being told that something terrible had happened to her beloved husband.

"Mrs. Archer, this is Sheriff Jefferson, and I've got some bad news for you."

Sheriff Jefferson did have some bad news for Marie, and when he was finished telling it, it didn't leave Marie feeling sad. It left her feeling pissed as hell.

Bradley had been arrested in the wee hours of the morning on a Driving While Intoxicated charge. What made matters worse was that he had a woman with him and she was giving him a blowjob when Bradley was pulled over and subsequently arrested.

By the time Marie hung up the phone, she had a slow burning anger inside her that she knew wouldn't easily be soothed. 'The lousy, rotten, two-timing son of a bitch!' Thought Marie as she sat in her bedroom. All her insecurities had been validated. He’d gone out and cheated. Right after he had taken her in the most intimate ways a woman can be taken by her man. God, men were trash.

Her asshole was still tingling a little from taking Bradley's monstrous, bone-hard prick into it the previous evening. Marie remembered how she'd wantonly told Bradley that he could have her any way he wanted to. She was even going to let him fuck her breasts and cum on her face, if that would please him. She did all that for him and how did she get treated in return? He goes out and gets a blow-job from some slut!

Marie was fuming. She had to go to jail to get him out, but she really felt like leaving him in there over the weekend. If it wasn't for the fact that he had an extremely important business appointment early on Monday morning, she'd let him stay in jail. But, of course, Marie knew she couldn't let him stay there. The business appointment could change their lives. It might just possibly almost double their yearly income. No matter how angry Marie was at her husband, she wouldn't allow herself to destroy an opportunity like that. He'd worked too hard to set the meeting up for her own petty grievances to stand in the way.

Still angry but thinking a bit more rationally, Marie got up from the bed, wondering what she should do next.
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"I'm sorry. You weren't supposed to hear that. It's not really your problem, I don't want you to feel like you need to solve it."

Marie felt guilty about unloading her stressed out rants on Lily. She didn’t have to know things like this about Bradley. She was just 18 after all. But Marie had just been so stressed. When Lily had walked into the kitchen and seen Marie hunched over at the table with her face in her palms, she’d gently asked her what had happened. And Marie had just dumped all her stress onto her.

Lily was a sweet eighteen year old girl who Marie had known ever since Bradley and her had moved into this house. She was an exceedingly beautiful little girl, free of spirit and gentle of nature. In Marie Lily had found a very trustworthy confidante and someone to look up to, and in Lily Marie had found a daughter-figure, and the two had grown very close over the years. Marie told Lily everything, even about her and Bradley's escapades in the bedroom. Bradley and her were close too, she was almost like a daughter to him and he adored her and was protective of her.

"That's okay," Lily said, standing with her back against the kitchen top. "I want to help if I can. I'm not a baby, you know. You two are like family to me."

Marie looked at Lily and smiled. It was true. Lily wasn't a little girl any more. She was young and beautiful, and there was a toughness to her spirit that Marie knew she herself didn't possess.

"Well, we'll see if there's anything you can do later," Marie said finally. "Right now I've got to go to the police station and see what I can do to get Bradley out."

Lily nodded her head thoughtfully. "Then I'll see you when you get back."
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Deputy Andrews' Misbehavior

"Just a pat down search. Sorry, standard procedure," Deputy Andrews said to Marie, with a distinct disinterest. "Put your hands against the wall and don't move 'em until I tell you otherwise."

A shiver of fear went through Marie as she put her hands against the wall, placed her feet back a little more, and spread her feet in the standard position she'd seen on so many television shows. She felt vulnerable. She’d put on a short sundress and yoga pants without giving any thought to it and now, with her legs spread, it had lifted up further on her thighs than she was comfortable. 

To complicate matters, Andrews had a rotten reputation in town as a man who would abuse his authority, and the reputation was well deserved.

"I've only come here to see my husband," Marie said, surprised that her voice was just a whisper.

"Shut up!" Deputy Andrews snapped harshly. "Don't talk unless you're spoken to."

Marie felt the deputy's hands at her ankle. His hands traveled up her leg, over her calf to her thigh. Marie groaned softly as she felt Deputy Andrews' fingers kneading her thigh.

"What are you doing?" Marie asked as the deputy's hands moved slowly up her thigh.

Marie closed her eyes. She dropped her head, her chin on her chest now. Despite her contempt for the deputy, she could feel a new warmth in her cunt from the way he was massaging her thigh, his hands moving closer and closer to her pussy. At the top of her leg, his fingers nearly touching her pussy through her yoga pants and panties, the deputy's upward progress stopped and he started on her other ankle, once again working this way up. Marie sighed with relief. She didn't want him to touch her cunt because if he did he'd surely feel the pussy juice that was heating and moistening her cunt.

The hands were at her other thigh, kneading and massaging the muscular flesh. This time, however, the deputy boldly put his hand at the juncture of Marie's thighs, pressing his fingers against her cunt lips.

"Oh!" Marie gasped.

Deputy Andrews rubbed his hand back and forth over Marie's cunt lips, forcing her panties to press hard against her tingling clit. She bit her lower lip softly to keep from moaning. Even though she despised the cruel bastard, his fingers were igniting a fire in her cunt that she knew wouldn't easily be doused.

"You've got one hell of a body," Deputy Andrews said, a cruel tone to his words. "One of the absolute best in town. You sure as hell have the biggest tits!"

He laughed and Marie felt a sense of dread sweeping over her. There was nothing she could do to fight the bastard. If she didn't please Deputy Andrews, he could turn her away and she wouldn't have a chance to talk to Bradley.

When Marie felt the deputy's fingers sliding under her dress in back, touching her flesh, her clit throbbed hotly between her pink, juicy cunt lips. Not even her own personal revulsion of the man could stop her passion-hungry, wanton body from responding to what he was doing to her.

He pushed both hands up Marie's dress, all the way up to her shoulders. Then Andrews' right hand slipped around her body and he cupped her tit in his palm, the fingers pressing into her firm tit through her bra. The tingles that went from Marie's nipple through her body was like a powerful electric shock. She had a man's hand grabbing her tit, squeezing and rubbing it. Marie's tits hadn't been touched by anyone but herself and Bradley in years. She hated Deputy Andrews for what he was doing to her, and yet she was getting turned on, too.

“Incredible…" the deputy whispered.

He reached around Marie's body with both hands and grabbed her tits under her dress. His fingers bore deep into the 38D cup tits. As he fondled her tits, he rubbed his crotch against her ass cheeks, sliding his hips from side to side as his cock got hard inside his pants.

Marie remained in the position, feet spread wide, leaning forward with her hands against the wall. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut as she tried to ignore the swirling sensations of lust that were going through her. The heat of the deputy's prick seemed to go straight into her. It was almost as though neither of them had any clothes on and she could feel the burning heat of his throbbing cock against her naked ass cheeks.

Deputy Andrews pushed Marie's dress up so that it was bunched above her tits and was above her shoulder blades in back. He chuckled as he grabbed her bra and unfastened the clasp at her back.

"Oh!" Marie moaned softly as she felt her bra loosening around her body, the cups releasing their tension against her huge boobs.

A moment later Marie heard a zipping sound and felt the deputy's cock press between her ass cheeks. His arms wound around her body and he grabbed her tits, his fingers pushing the cups away from the boobs. He pinched her nipples hard and rolled them, which sent a fresh wave of pussy juice to Marie's cunt.

"Suck my cock," the deputy hissed viciously.

Marie shook her head. She wouldn't suck his cock no matter what. The only man in the world she'd ever given a blow-job to was her husband, and she wasn't going to change that fact with a cruel son of a bitch who forced himself upon her. His uniform pants were down to his knees and his cock, all nine thick, fiery inches of it, was trapped between his body and Marie's ass cheeks, rubbing against the fabric of her slacks. Marie could really feel the heat of the deputy's prick now. Her clit was tingling madly, erect with the lust that was sizzling through her, seething with passion. She wished that Deputy Andrews would once again reach between her wide-spread thighs to rub his hand against her cunt lips, then cursed herself silently for thinking such thoughts.

"You bastard," Marie mumbled under her breath.

She waited for retribution, but apparently the deputy hadn't heard her. Marie ran the tip of her tongue around her mouth, licking her lips to moisten them. The hands that worked over her tits had become more gentle, and the response her body had to having her tits fondled and her nipples pinched softly and rolled was powerful.

Slick, juicy cum flowed to Marie's cunt lips and she wondered if there was so much pussy juice there that it would seep through her panties and slacks. She could never see Bradley with a wet spot in her slacks. He knew what kind of horny woman she was, and he'd suspect, and accurately, what had happened the moment he saw her.

"Oh yeah! Oh yeah!" the deputy moaned, sliding his hips back and forth.

His cock pulsated hotly as he rubbed it in the crevice of his captive's magnificent ass cheeks. Deputy Andrews kept his prick trapped between his own body and hers and though he wasn't actually fucking her, the stimulation the situation gave him made the cum simmer in his balls.

Marie tried to control her breathing and the response her fiery body was having to what the deputy was doing to her. She tried and she failed. Her clit was too aroused to be calmed down. The cups of her bra were above her tits and the deputy was squeezing her big mounds of tit flesh firmly but without undue force, just the way Marie liked her ultra-sensitive tits to be massaged. Her mouth was bone dry. The heat of the deputy's prick as it slid up and down through the tight valley of her ass cheeks was making her shiver with ecstasy. Andrews felt his balls beginning to burn. He jerked his hips back and forth faster, huffing and panting as the underside of his prick slid against Marie's slacks. He held tightly onto her tits, pressing his fingers deep into the biggest tits he'd ever felt in his life.

Marie's eyes were squeezed tightly shut. She tried to picture the deputy's prick, mentally judging its length and thickness. She hadn't seen his cock, but from what she could tell he had a big, hard, delicious cock that she would love to suck and have jamming hard and fast into her dripping cunt. She would love to fuck the deputy, if only he wasn't forcing himself upon her, if only she wasn't married to Bradley, that two-timing bastard.

The hoarse gasp that Marie heard behind her was followed almost instantly by the hot, juicy feel of cum splashing up her back. Deputy Andrews released Marie's tits and grabbed her hips, holding her securely as she leaned against the wall. His hips pumped back and forth furiously as cum squirted from his balls and spit out of his pee hole. Thick, white jets of cum shot out of the deputy's cock head. The cum lanced through the air and splashed onto Marie's back, hitting her almost as high as her shoulder blades, leaving trails of gooey white cum down to the waistband of her pants.

"Oh Fuck!" the khaki-clad deputy groaned as cum exploded out of his free-swinging, overheated balls.

Marie almost came herself just from the feel of the cum on her back. She felt the rivers of cum hitting her on the small of the back. Her cunt tightened up in response. Marie shivered as her clit throbbed hotly between her tingling cunt lips.

"Ohhhhhh god!" Deputy Andrews sighed.

He let go of Marie's hips and grabbed the shaft of his prick. He stroked the shaft and cum trickled out of his cock. He rubbed his cock head against Marie's ass cheeks, rubbing off the white cum on her pants.

When he had shot his entire load of cum and completely emptied his balls, he stepped away from Marie, his face flushed with the exertion of what he'd just done.

"Okay...now you can go see your husband," he said, hitching up his pants, his breath still heavy from the encounter.

Marie, her chin on her chest, remained motionless for a couple seconds. She could feel every drop of cum that the deputy had squirted onto her turgid flesh. Her tits, hanging beneath her, were still tingling hotly from his fingers. Her cunt lips were aching for a hard cock to spread them wide, her clit sizzling with anticipation.

Slowly she straightened up, not really knowing what to do. She kept her back toward the deputy so that he couldn't see her big, creamy tits. Reaching behind her, Marie tried to hook her bra together again. The move caused her tits to swell out from her chest even more than they normally did.

When she caught the ends of her bra and started to hook them together, Marie felt cum on her fingers. She groaned her disapproval, hoping that the deputy would think she wasn't in the least bit aroused by what he'd just done to her.

When she had her bra back together and her tits nestled tightly inside the cups, she smoothed her dress down over the huge swells of her boobs. She could feel the cum sticking to the dress, and though she wouldn't admit it, the feel of the cum against her skin was an erotic sensation to the big-titted brunette.
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"The only way I can get out of here is if you can come up with a thousand dollars in cash," Bradley Archer said, looking through the bars of the holding cell.

Marie cursed under her breath. Her cunt was hot and juicy and even though she was so goddamn angry with Bradley that she could scream, she wanted to fuck him. Having the deputy's prick sliding between her ass cheeks, even though he hadn't taken her pants down, had fired up her lust so much that she was horny as hell.

"Okay, I'll see what I can do," Marie said.

"Tell me everything that happened, Bradley. And you'd better tell me the truth or I'll turn around and let you rot in here."

Marie was surprised that Bradley gave her the whole truth, detail for detail, without trying to varnish the facts to make them appear less offensive. And the facts were simple enough, Bradley had gotten drunk and said he'd give this woman a ride home. In his car she whipped out his cock and started to give him a blow-job. It was then that he got picked up for DWI.

"And I didn't even cum," Bradley said softly.

"I'll bet you're going crazy then," Marie replied. "I know how you hate getting your cock sucked without cumming."

"I'm going out of my mind. Please, Marie, can't you help me?"

"With the thousand dollars for bail?"

"Yes, of course with that. But also with this."

Even as angry as she was with Bradley, Marie's mouth watered like she was anticipating a delicious steak when her husband whipped out his half-hard cock and stuck it between the bars of his cell. Marie looked at Bradley's prick, remembering how it had fucked her into ecstasy countless times.

"Goddamn you, Bradley!" she spat, fighting to have venom in her words.

She couldn't take her eyes off his prick. It looked absolutely beautiful to her, and her cunt was already heated up from the deputy's hands and cock.

"I hate you."

Marie sank to her knees on the hard concrete floor of the jail. She looked at her husband's cock head. The prick was growing even though she wasn't touching it. In a couple seconds Bradley's prick stretched out to its full, throbbing size of ten inches long, and the head hovered inches from her face, its hot smell reaching her nose and driving her crazy.

"You're a lousy bastard, but I love you," Marie murmured.

She kissed Bradley's cock head, smacking her lips softly on the spongy prick tip. Her pink tongue slithered out between her lips and Marie licked the underside of the cock head. The taste of the cock, as it always did, turned Marie on. Her aching cunt pulsed hotly, needing a cock to spread her cunt lips more than ever before.

"Mmmmmm!" she purred softly, licking around the fat, bullet-shaped head of her husband's meaty cock.

Marie grabbed the bars of the cell, using just her mouth on her husband's cock. He was pressing himself hard against the bars, trying to avail as much of his red-hot cock to Marie's lips and tongue as he could.

When she had the cock head moist with her saliva, Marie kissed the pee hole. She used the tip of her tongue against the end of her husband's cock, flicking her tongue against his pee hole in away she knew he enjoyed. Bradley sighed, looking through the bars at his beautiful wife as she knelt on the other side of the cell. 

"Oh, baby, no one can do this like you! I never should have let anybody suck my cock. Nobody but you, Marie! I'll never let it happen again I swear."

That was small consolation for Marie, but she couldn't think about it because her pussy was sizzling with lust and even though she couldn't get fucked, at least she could have a cock to fill her mouth.

She nodded her head and shoulders, slowly taking more and more of Bradley's meaty cock head into her mouth. Finally, her lips stretching wide, she sucked the entire prick tip into her mouth. Her tingling lips tightened around the broad, throbbing shaft, right behind the rim of the cock head.

"Mmmmmm!" Marie passionately moaned, swirling her tongue against the underside of the cock head.

She drew a suction on the cock head and her cheeks caved in, conforming  perfectly to the bulbous prick tip that filled her mouth. Marie breathed deeply through her nostrils, and her 4OD-cup tits jiggled from her chest, confined inside the bra. Nibbling on the shaft, Marie chewed tenderly on her husband's cock, sucking more of it into her mouth. She could feel the throbbing prick tip rubbing against the roof of her mouth, traveling slowly toward her throat.

"Mmmmm!" she moaned again, kneading her butter-soft lips on the shaft of Bradley's prick as her tongue rubbed against the pulsing underside of the cock.

Marie squeezed the bars of the cell so tightly that her knuckles turned white. Her back felt clammy with the deputy's cum making her dress stick to her skin. The cum had cooled now and Marie wished that she could wash it off. The cum felt good on her when it was hot. Now the cum was caked and cold, and she didn't like it at all.

"Deeper, Marie," Bradley sighed.

Marie sucked the prick between her lips until Bradley's cock head was at the back of her mouth. She inhaled through her nose deeply, swelling her tits out, feeling her nipples itching for attention.

"Mmmmmmft!" she slurped, withdrawing the cock from the hot, moist recesses of her mouth.

Marie's lips crept over the ridge of the cock head. Once again holding just the tip of the prick in her mouth, she whipped the pee hole with her tongue, searching for and finally receiving a pungent drop of pre-cum. Marie's large, deep brown eyes glazed over with the lust for cock that consumed all her thoughts and emotions. She licked the head of her husband's cock, tilting her head back to look up at his face. His eyes, too, were glassy with lust as he peered through the bars of the cell down at her.

"I love your cock," Marie whispered, nuzzling the prick tip with her lips as she spoke. "You're a cheating bastard, but I'm in love with your cock. It tastes so good in my mouth."

Marie could only hope that Deputy Andrews would stay in the office area of the jail. Swallowing Bradley's hot load of cum wouldn't satisfy her lusty needs, but it would be enough to give her some pleasure, and that was all she really hoped for as she pushed her lips over his cock head. She bobbed her head over the end of Bradley's prick, running her lips back and forth over the cock head. Her tongue curled around the thick, throbbing shaft of his cock as she held it deep in the sucking recesses of her hot, juicy mouth.

Drops of pre-cum oozed out of Bradley's cock and Marie licked them off the moment they came out. She shivered, her nipples hard as pebbles inside her tight-fitting bra. Marie thought of grabbing her tits, or perhaps rubbing her cunt lips. She needed to cum, to feel her clit exploding as slick waves of pussy juice streamed out of her tight cunt.

But Marie also didn't want to get caught with her pants down, literally, if Deputy Andrews came in. She had managed to keep his prick out of her mouth and cunt, but if he caught her with her cunt exposed, she was certain that he would just throw her down on the concrete floor and give her the hard fucking that she needed right now.

Marie bobbed her lovely face over her husband's prick faster and faster. The pre-cum was oozing from his piss hole steadily now, making her thirsty for his full load of cum. She wanted to feel his thick, juicy wads of cum splattering against the roof of her mouth and against her throat, feel his cock head pulsating with lust as his balls emptied themselves down her throat.

"Mmmmmmmm!" Marie purred, hollowing her cheeks in to squeeze the sides of Bradley's cock head as she tongued the underside of the cock crown.

Taking her right hand from the iron bar, Marie gripped her husband's cock tightly. She squeezed the shaft, watching the cock head expanding in size, the end of her husband's prick just a couple inches from her face.

"Hurry, Bradley," Marie whispered, staring at her husband's pulsing prick tip. "We haven't got much time."

She stroked the cock from the cock head down to the shaft, working her fist over the entire length of Bradley's prick hard and fast. The throbbing, pulsing prick sent heat through Marie's palm. Pussy juice had made her cunt extremely wet. Looking down, she saw that there was indeed a wet spot in her slacks from her own excitement.

Marie pushed her lips over the meaty cock head. The moment her glistening lips slipped over the rim of Bradley's prick tip, she felt the cock head throb against her tongue. A thick, milky squirt of cum raced through the length of Bradley's cock, washing against Marie's tonsils. She was shocked at the force of her husband's blast, caught off guard, and Marie nearly choked. Before she had time to regain her composure, another rich, salty blast of cum squirted out of Bradley's cock head.

"Ahh!" he sighed, his face pressed between two bars of the cell as his balls detonated out their hot, gushing load of cum.

Marie pulled back so that only Bradley's pee hole was still between her lips. She swallowed furiously, feeling the gooey cum trickling down her throat as more of the salty, syrup-like cum jetted out of Bradley's piss hole and gushed against her tongue.

Bradley groaned, his face contorted with the wild, bone-jarring ecstasy of cumming in his wife's hot mouth. After the third eruption of cum, Marie finally caught up with her husband. She twirled her tongue around his pee hole as gooey blasts of cum spewed out. The hot, salty flavor of the cum made her hot clit tingle delightfully. She wondered when she would be able to get Bradley's cock pumping inside her.

"Mmmmmmmmm!" she slurped soulfully, swallowing the last of her husband's cum.

Marie sucked the cock as deep into her mouth as she could take it, feeling the prick tip rubbing against her tonsils, nearly reaming out her throat. She stroked the cock shaft and worked a couple final drops of cum from the tube of his prick, then leaned back, sitting on the backs of her heels, taking his cock out of her mouth.

"You're still a bastard, I want you to know that," she whispered, looking up into Bradley's face as she tenderly worked her fingertips over the length of his cock. "I only did this so that you wouldn't go crazy. But I'm angry with you, Bradley. I don't want you to forget that."

Marie leaned forward, her tits shaking a little beneath the dress, and sucked for another couple seconds on her husband's cock. She finally got to her feet, her entire body twitching a little with the need to have her pussy stuffed with a bone-hard, driving cock.

"You've got to get me out of here by Monday morning," Bradley whispered, looking down into his wife's dark brown eyes. "Do whatever you have to, Marie. I need to get out of here so that I can make that appointment. You know how much that would mean to both of us!"

Marie nodded her head. It was true. The appointment would be wonderful for them. As she walked out of the jail she thought about what Bradley had told her. The words 'Do whatever you have to, Marie' seemed to ring in her ears.
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2. Lily's Plan
Lily pulled the mesh stocking up her leg until the elasticized top was in her fingertips. She smoothed the stocking around her thigh. The stocking came up her leg, the dark elasticized band at the top of the stocking about six or seven inches below her cunt. She was dressing quickly and angrily. Since talking with Marie, Lily realized she had to take charge of the situation.
Marie had told Lily everything and Lily had listened with total concentration as Marie told of how Deputy Andrews had felt her tits and jerked off on her back, and how she had sucked Bradley's cock through the bars of his jail cell until he came in her mouth and she swallowed his salty cum.
All of it had done two things for Lily, excited her and it made her realize how naive her neighbor could be. If Lily was certain of anything it was that Marie really didn't understand the whole scope of the problems that they had to face if they were ever going to get her husband out of jail before his all important Monday morning business appointment.
One: they had to raise a thousand dollars in cash for bail money. Since the banks were closed, they would have to borrow the money from friends.
Two: they had to somehow find someone who would vouch for Bradley, so that he could get released on bail before having to go before a judge when court opened Monday afternoon.
As she thought about what she'd said to Marie, Lily smiled. Marie had just stepped out of the shower when Lily started laying out clothes for her to wear.
"Marie, put these on and nothing else," Lily said, her voice sharp, strong and full of authority. "You've got a beautiful body and maybe that can work for us. We've got a lot to do and it won't help if you hide those big tits under fluffy dress."
Lily had gotten no argument from her as she laid out the clothes she figured Marie would look sexiest in. Not until Marie started getting dressed did Lily leave the bedroom so that she could get ready for the evening's escapades herself. She took her phone out. It was six-thirty.
Lily squirmed into a pair of extremely skimpy bikini panties. They were black, and hardly covered up her bush. At her hips it was just a thin strip of fabric. Next she stepped into a miniskirt. She slipped it around her hips, then pulled up the zipper in back. The miniskirt came down to just below the tops of her black mesh stockings, exactly as Lily had planned.
From her closet Lily extracted a black leather suit coat. She slipped it on and looked at herself in the mirror without buttoning it. The leather looked good against her skin. Her big, creamy tits, which were naturally high and round, looked even more tempting in contrast to the dark leather. She buttoned the jacket, not bothering to put a blouse on at all.
From her right ear two strings of fake-diamond earrings dangled. Lily's right earlobe was pierced twice, her left earlobe only once.
"This is going to be one crazy fuckin' night," she murmured under her breath.
The teenager's auburn hair was swirled into a wave in front, with a curl of bangs coming down over her left eye. The diamond earring in her left lobe glittered. The single diamond stud in her left lobe, which was really just glass, couldn't be seen.
Also from her closet Lily took out her most daring shoes. They were open-toed, with high stiletto heels. Although the shoes were a little uncomfortable to wear for extended periods of time, Lily figured it wouldn't matter. She doubted she'd be spending much time on her feet that evening.
Dropping a tube of lipstick into the pocket of her coat, Lily left the house after checking to see on her neighbor's progress.
"I'm hurrying! I'm hurrying!" Marie replied angrily, buttoning up the lacy white lacy blouse that Lily had selected for her. "I'm just not used to going without a bra, that's all."
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On her motorcycle, Lily felt daring and wild. The miniskirt was bunched around her hips, and the wind was blowing against her pussy, through her panties, as she rode through the suburban streets.
Unlike her beautiful neighbor, Lily was fully aware of her own raging sexuality and of her bizarre fetishes. She wanted more than anything to be a rock 'n' roll queen, to stand on a stage and sing to huge crowds. This desire to be on stage manifested itself in a full-blown exhibitionist streak. Lily was a performer and as such she loved having an audience.
For the teenager, it almost seemed a waste of time to fuck someone unless she had someone else watching her. Despite her tender years, she'd already lost count of the times that she'd fucked some boy from school while all his buddies watched. She really enjoyed giving blow-jobs while having her pussy stuffed with a cock. Group sex was what triggered Lily's most powerful orgasms.
Pulling her motorcycle over to the curb, Lily turned the engine off and swung her leg over the seat, smiling to herself when two young boys got a quick glimpse of her bikini panties. She walked up the narrow concrete path to the front door and pushed the doorbell. She heard a chime sound inside and then the shuffling of feet.
When the door opened, Mr. Kane's bespectacled face appeared in the opening.
"Yes?" he asked in his high-pitched voice.
Lily's big tits were on display, the cleavage tight and milky. It took a moment for the old man to notice her tits, but when he did his eyes got big and round.
"Hello, Mr. Kane," Lily said, confidence surging through her as he stared at her boobs. "I wonder if I might have a moment to talk to you in private. You see, you're the president of the bank that my parents have their money at and there's something very important I must talk to you about."
"Yes, well, I don't know," he said quietly, a tremulous quality in his tone. "This is most unusual. There are normal banking hours for this sort of thing."
"Yes, sir, I'm well aware of that. But an emergency has come up and it's very important that I see you, that I talk to you in private."
It took all of Lily's will-power not to openly laugh when Mrs. Kane's jaw dropped open as she walked by. Lily's legs scissored smoothly as she walked and old Mrs. Kane just about fainted as she sat on the couch knitting.
Lily was escorted to Mr. Kane's small office in the back of the house. The place smelled musty and Lily could tell that he was the kind of man ideally suited for banking. He probably didn't go to the bathroom until he wrote it down in the books, in triplicate, and then he asked for his wife's permission.
Lily told her story without leaving any of the important details out. She told Mr. Kane everything, including the part about Bradley getting a blow-job while he was arrested. When she was finished there was a definite lump in the bank president's crotch.
"So you see, sir, if you could only write a cashier's check for the bail, I could get my father out of jail. I'll pay you back every red cent, and I'd be so grateful to you."
She figured that pretending that she was the Archers' daughter would simplify things for the banker, no need to explain further why she was doing what she was doing. Lily uncrossed her legs and spread them, hiking her miniskirt over the tops of her stockings.
"Wouldn't you want me grateful to you?" she asked sensually, allowing the tip of her tongue to play around her full, glistening red lips. "I think I could do you a world of good. You see, Mrs. Kane may enjoy spending her time knitting, but what I like to do is suck cock. Doesn't that sound interesting to you?"
Lily once again had to keep from laughing. Behind those thick glasses was a pale face and wide eyes that simply couldn't comprehend what was happening.
She slipped off the chair, getting on her knees on the floor of the small, musty office. Within seconds Lily had Mr. Kane's cock out of his pants. Though he hadn't said anything, Lily knew that he'd do what she wanted him to.
It was mildly surprising to Lily that Mr. Kane, who wasn't very tall and really didn't seem like the kind of guy who would have one, was quite well hung. His prick was a decent seven inches long and it was actually quite thick.
Without giving him a chance to stop her, Lily put her face in his lap, pushing her red lips over his prick tip.
"Mmmmmmm!" she moaned, sucking the entire cock head into her mouth, kneading the shaft with her lips while her tongue went to work on the lust-hardened cock meat.
"Oh, my! Oh, my!" Mr. Kane moaned, looking down at the mass of wavy auburn hair that was swirling about at his waist.
Lily guessed that Mrs. Kane wasn't one to give blow-jobs, so she wasn't going to hold anything back from Mr. Kane. She pushed her lips down the shaft of his cock until his prick tip was nudging the back of her mouth. Then, relaxing the muscles in her neck, she sucked the cock completely down her throat.
Mr. Kane's thighs quivered as he felt the entire length of his cock being enveloped in the teenager's warm, clutching throat. Lily pushed her face hard against his body, feeling the edge of the zipper against her nose. She rubbed her chin against his balls and tongued the shaft of his cock as best as she could with her throat crammed with his prick.
After a while Lily pulled her lips up the throbbing shaft of his cock, holding just the prick tip in her mouth. She nodded her head, whipping her lips over the ridge of his cock head while tonguing the underside of the big, meaty, delicious crown of his prick. As she sucked Lily unfastened the two buttons that held her leather jacket together.
She purred lustily, bobbing on the prick, taking it down her throat several times. She loved deep-throating cocks and the only thing that could make it an ever better experience for Lily would be if Mrs. Kane would walk in and watch her as she sucked her husband's bone-hard prick.The teenager's 36C-cup tits jiggled from her chest, the nipples hard, the areolas pink and rosy with the excitement that she felt. Continuing to suck on the prick, massaging its entire length with her lips and tongue, Lily opened Mr. Kane's pants and squirmed them down to his knees.
At last she took the cock out of her mouth. She looked up at his face, smiling lustfully.
"Do you want me to suck you off, or would you like to fuck me, sir?" she asked quietly, mischievously, her eyes shining with the glow of youthful lust.
"I... I guess I want to..."
Lily grabbed Mr. Kane's cock and the words seemed to get choked off in his throat. His eyes were glued to her nipples.
"Why don't you fuck me?" Lily stood up quickly, aware of how her tits were jiggling and the effect that had on the bank president. "I think that would make us both very happy."
She pushed the sleeves of her jacket over the elbows, then pulled her miniskirt up to reveal her bikini panties. Hooking her thumbs into the panties, Lily pulled them slowly past her hips, down her legs over the mesh stockings.
She stepped out of her panties, tucking them into a pocket of her jacket. Standing up again, Lily spread her legs wide, balancing on her five-inch spike heels, and started pushing the fingers of her right hand through her curly, dark bush of cunt hair.
"You want to fuck this pussy, don't you, Mr. Kane?" Lily whispered, promising heights of ecstasy the staid bank president had never before known. "You want to stick your cock in my young cunt and cum inside me, don't you? That's okay. You can say so. I won't get angry with you if you admit it."
It pleased Lily that Mr. Kane couldn't speak. She gave him the full force of her sultry, lusty smile. Spreading her feet wider apart, she brought her left hand up and cupped one luscious tit. With her right hand she slipped a finger into the seething recesses of her hot, juicy pussy.
"Yesssss! You don't have to say it, but I know you want to fuck me. I know you do." Lily turned it on for Mr. Kane, the staid, quiet bank president who spent the vast majority of his life looking at ledgers rather than a sexy teenager who seemed to enjoy finger-fucking herself so much she looked like she was about to cum.
Lily slipped her finger in and out of her cunt until it was wet with her pussy juice. Then, lewdly, she sucked on her finger like it was a small, slender cock, enjoying the flavor of her own feminine cum.
"Mmmmmm!" she moaned, her eyes burning into the bank president.
Walking toward him slowly, holding her mini-skirt up around her waist, Lily straddled his legs as he continued sitting in the chair. Reaching down with her left hand, she used her fingers to spread her cunt lips a little. She used her right hand to guide the cock head to her pink cunt lips.
"See how grateful I can be?" she purred.
Lily lowered herself until she felt the fat crown of the bank president's prick rubbing against her slightly parted cunt lips. She gasped, a little louder than necessary, shivering with the ecstasy that was going through her. It was shocking to her that she could get so turned on by a man who had so little physical charms.
At least he's got a hard cock, the teenager thought happily. She slowly relaxed the muscles in her legs and felt her pussy lips being wedged apart by the mushroom-shaped head of Mr. Kane's cock.
When the prick tip was inside her pussy, Lily released the cock. She put her hands on her stocking-encased thighs, feeling the texture of her mesh stockings against her palms. Slowly, inch by inch, her cunt lips puckering inward, she took the entire length of his prick into the seething pussy that so passionately needed a cock to fill it.
"Ohhhhh!" the young girl moaned softly as she rested on Mr. Kane's thighs, his cock throbbing hotly deep inside her cunt.
"Mr. Kane, you've got a beautiful prick. You really, really do."
She started bouncing on his lap, working her pink, tight cunt lips over the shaft and head of Mr. Kane's fiery, turgid prick. As she raised and lowered her luscious ass on his lap, Lily's tits bounced near his face.
"Suck my tits!" the teenager gasped, cupping her tits from the underside to raise them, pushing her nipples close together.
"You are so..."
The words seem to get lost inside Mr. Kane's mind. He opened his mouth and Lily pushed one tit between his lips. When his lips surrounded her nipple, taking in almost all of her pink areola, she shivered and dropped down, working her cunt lips along the shaft of his cock until she could massage the entire prick in the tight sheath of her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm!" Mr. Kane moaned as he sucked on the girl's tit.
Lily continued to bounce on his lap. When his hands slipped around her waist and he cupped and fondled her tight, smooth ass cheeks as she fucked him, Lily was more pleased than ever. The old man was breaking out of his shell, going for the satisfaction that she wanted to give him, and Lily couldn't have been more happy about it.
"Ohhhhh! You're such a big man!"
Lily inserted her other nipple into his hot, sucking mouth. His tongue sent shocks of ecstasy rippling through her veins. She could feel his red-hot prick getting harder inside her cunt.She dropped down, taking all of his cock in her pussy, then twirled her hips around in a circular motion. Lily could feel the cock head rubbing around deep inside her pussy, spreading her cunt walls as her pussy lips worked on the root of his cock's shaft.
"Kiss me!" the teenager hissed.
Lily forced Mr. Kane's mouth off her tit, bringing her lips to his. She kissed him with fierce passion, knowing that she was turning him on more than he had been in years and years. She thrust her tongue between his lips, slithering it deep into his mouth. When Mr. Kane pushed his tongue into her mouth, she danced her tongue over it, sucking on it lustfully.
"Mmmmmm!" she moaned as he grabbed her tits, pressing his fingers almost timidly into her firm melons of tit flesh.
Lily bounced faster and faster, her clit rubbing against the hard cock as she worked her cunt lips over the shaft of Mr. Kane's prick. When, quite suddenly and without warning, she felt his cum splashing inside her pussy, she kissed his mouth and sucked on his tongue. Dropping down on the prick to satisfy all of it with the liquid warmth of her cunt, Lily churned her lips as blasts of cum detonated out of the old man's balls.
"Ohhhh! Mr. Kane, you are absolutely wonderful," Lily whispered, holding his face in her hands as she looked down at him. "You know, there's going to come a day when I walk into your glass-lined office at the bank and suddenly nobody is going to see me. And do you know why they won't be able to see me? It's going to be because I'm under your desk sucking your beautiful cock!"
She got off his lap, groaning softly as her cunt was suddenly emptied of his prick. As Mr. Kane regained his breath, Lily carefully worked her panties back up her leg, pulled her stockings a little higher up her thighs, then smoothed her leather miniskirt down once again.
"Thank you, Mr. Kane. If you do agree to give a loan so that I can get my father out of jail, that's great. And if you don't, I still thank you for that wonderful fucking."
Lily put her hands on his shoulders and bent down, kissing his head lightly.
"And I wasn't lying. I really am going to show up at your office some day and give you the best blow-job you've ever had, and all your bank tellers and customers will be able to see you and not me and not be able to figure out why you've got this strange, satisfied look on your face."
She buttoned up her jacket, waved good-bye to him, then left his house feeling quite satisfied. Lily wasn't the kind of teenager who usually fucked older men, but they could be quite surprising, quite interesting. Mr. Kane really had tickled her clit and filled her pussy nicely, and she could still feel his hot cum inside her.
With a bounce in her step, Lily headed for her motorcycle, anxious to tell Marie about how she'd made sure Bradley would have his bail money. She'd been riding for a minute when Lily saw the flashing red lights and pulled her motorcycle over to the curb. Before she had a chance to even ask questions, Deputy Andrews and Sheriff Jefferson had her thrown against the squad car and were reading her, her rights.
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Marie and Lily's Wild Adventure: 
Part II
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3. James Volkoff

Marie felt certain she'd made a mistake by listening to Lily. The clothes that Lily had taken from her closet were fine, but Marie thought the least she should have done was taken out a pair of panties and a bra.

She had on a delicate white lace blouse that had an old-fashioned flair to it. It pinched in at the waist and also from her elbows down to her wrists. Marie's massive 38D-cup tits pressed against the blouse and her brown areolas and nipples, erect with fear, could be seen. The skirt was also white, coming down to her ankles. But Lily hadn't taken out panties, and Marie felt certain that Mayor James Volkoff could see the thick, jet-black, triangular-shaped bush of cunt hair at the apex of her powerful thighs.

James and Marie had studied together in high-school, and Marie had always felt attracted to him. He was now a very tall, muscular man, dark haired and with a scruff beard. He dripped machismo from every pore, and it aroused her on an innate level.

Marie had pinned her dark hair up loosely, allowing several tendrils of satiny hair to fall down from her temples. She had on small gold hoop earrings that shone brightly.

"I've called the sheriff," Mayor James Volkoff said as he handed Marie a snifter of brandy. "Don't worry, I'll get to the bottom of this."

Marie felt her heart rate quicken as James sat next to her on the couch. He was an extremely handsome man and his reputation as a playboy and ladies' man was well deserved. Marie had heard that his cock was positively enormous. She wondered if those were just rumors.

"Thank you," Marie replied quietly. "I've been a little shook up about this thing. I mean, Bradley getting arrested and having another woman with him."

James slipped closer to the brunette, his hip almost touching hers as they sat on the couch in his living room.

"I can imagine that it's been hell for you," James replied, his sincerity showing in his tone.

He glanced down at Marie's tits and felt a stirring in his balls. Marie's big, luscious tits were pressing against the lace blouse and he could just barely see the darkness of her chocolate-brown areolas. Her nipples, however, were making blunt dents in the material. If only the damn blouse didn't button all the way up to her neck he would have had a magnificent view of her cleavage.

"James, I don't know how I can ever repay you."

Marie looked at him, crossing her legs at the knee. She felt the heat in her pussy and wished that she had panties on.

"You've been wonderful through this."

James's face started toward Marie's. She closed her eyes and a moment later felt his lips touching hers softly, tenderly. A soft moan came from her chest as his tongue played over her lips.

"Marie, I've wanted to be with you for years," the handsome mayor whispered.

He kissed her again, putting his brandy snifter on the floor without taking his lips from hers. The blood raced through Marie's veins. Her nipples got even harder and more erect as the mayor's lips nuzzled her neck and earlobe. The big-titted woman's hands were trembling, and she almost dropped her glass.

"Maybe I should leave," she said.

"No, you've got to stay."

James put an arm around her shoulders. With the fingertips of his right hand he turned her face toward himself.

"You've got to stay."

Marie felt her willpower melting. The heat in her pussy was so intense it frightened her. Before, with Deputy Andrews she had been forced into doing things to his cock and she had enjoyed it. But now she was being seduced by a man who had not forced himself upon her.

"Do you want me?" she asked, her eyes closed.

"Yessss! Oh, Marie, I want you so much!"

When his lips came to hers again, Marie kissed him with greater passion, responding openly now to his lust and her own. She put her right hand on his thigh, her left hand still holding onto the brandy snifter.

His tongue pushed between her lips. Marie slithered her tongue against James's delighting in the taste of his mouth. Her clit blazed furiously, making warm, slick pussy juice seep to her cunt lips, preparing her for James Volkoff's nine and a half-inch-long prick.

When he put his hand on her tit, Marie's body jerked. It was like she had been shocked by electricity. His fingers pressed tenderly into her firm flesh. He found her nipple and caressed it through her blouse, making the nipple stand out even more prominently.

Marie felt the long line of buttons down the front of her blouse coming undone. James's fingers moved slowly, deftly, unfastening them one at a time. When her blouse was opened to just below her big tits, she felt him stop.

At first Marie was frightened, thinking that perhaps James was going to follow her pleas for him to stop. But then she felt his fingers slipping inside her blouse and she shivered, kissing him on the mouth as he sought her hard, tingling, bud-like nipple.

Marie sighed, pushing her tongue into his hot mouth as James's hand slipped inside her blouse. She felt his fingers against her electrified flesh searching for her nipple. When at last she felt him pinch her cherry nipple, Marie literally jerked from head to foot from the contact.

"James... "

The word seemed to say everything that Marie felt. He massaged her big tit, working the nipple over lovingly between his fingers and thumb, sending her senses soaring as her cunt got hotter and hotter. Between her cunt lips, Marie's clit felt like it was burning up with anticipation.

She squeezed James's thigh softly, raking her long, painted fingernails over his flesh through his pants. He removed his hand from inside her blouse and made a quick job of unfastening the rest of Marie's buttons. He pushed her blouse open and Marie's tits swelled out, the areolas dark with lust, the nipples aching for attention.

"Oh, God!" Marie gasped, unable to believe the wild fuck-lust that was going through her.

Boldly, surprising herself, Marie reached between James's legs. She found his prick and, like the rumors had said, it was huge. She squeezed the cock head in her palms, feeling it throbbing, feeling the heat of this stud's prick even through his pants.

When James dipped his face down, kissing Marie's neck as he worked his way toward her tits, she laid her head against the back of the couch. Her fingers toyed along the length of his prick, but Marie made no move to pull his zipper down or get his cock out.

There was a moment of doubt on Marie's part as she felt James's hot, moist lips traveling over her tits. He seemed to tease her, licking and kissing her tit without actually licking or sucking on her nipple. Her heart was throbbing in her chest like a jack-hammer and Marie squirmed on the couch, waiting for the bliss of his hungry mouth devouring her ultra-sensitive nipple.

When his mouth opened wide and he sucked in much of Marie's aroused, lust-hardened nipple, whatever doubts had filtered through the big-titted woman's mind vanished. She knew then, with absolute clarity, that she had to feel this man's cock driving into her cunt and rubbing against her fiery, red-hot clit.

"Mmmmmm!" he moaned, flicking his tongue against Marie's nipple. The glass dropped from Marie's hand as she felt her tingling nipple being sucked and licked. Her tits, which had been so much larger than any other woman's even from the time when she was just a very young woman, had always drawn the most attention from men. Perhaps it was because of this reason that Marie so enjoyed it whenever her tits were given such loving, lusty attention.

"Take me, James!" she whispered, stroking his hair as he sucked on her nipples. "I want to feel your cock inside me."

While continuing to nibble on her nipples, James slowly pulled Marie's dress up past her knees. She still had her legs crossed and he pushed her knees apart, forcing her thighs to spread. She cried out softly when his hand slipped under her skirt, fondling her thigh through her silk stocking.

The hand moved higher on her leg, above her stocking top.

When the fingertips touched Marie's clit, she gasped in ecstasy.

"Eat me!" she pleaded, shocked that she had actually said the words. "Eat my pussy, James!"

He slipped off the couch, kneeling before Marie, pushing her skirt up to her waist. His eyes burned into Marie's as she spread her legs wider apart for him.

"So sexy!" she whispered. "So handsome! So... ohhhhh!"

The words could no longer form in Marie's throat when James kissed her knee, then threw his face between her legs, fucking his tongue between her tight, passion-hungry cunt lips.

She arched her back, pushing her cunt at his face as he dragged his tongue through her cunt lips. Marie shivered, her big tits jiggling on her chest, her lips parted slightly as she trembled with ecstasy.

Marie's bush was thick and curly. James buried his nose in her hair as he stuffed her hot, seething pussy with his tongue. She took her hands from James's head and grabbed her tits, pinching and tugging lightly on the nipples to add to the wild thrills that were already going through her.

James shoved his middle finger full-length into the brunette's cunt as he sucked on her clit lightly. He finger-fucked her slowly and steadily, pushing her finger into the woman's cunt until his knuckles pushed against her pussy lips.

"Ohhhhhhh! Yes, that's beautiful!" Marie sighed, pinching her nipples as she felt the lips, tongue and finger working over her cunt lips and clit.

She eagerly waited for James to fuck his massive prick into the tight, juicy recesses of her cunt, but that didn't happen. James was an experienced cocksman and he was in no hurry to shove his prick between Marie's pink cunt-lips. Instead, still fully clothed, he slithered his tongue over her clit and watched as she twisted and turned on the couch in the throes of ecstasy.

"Cum, Marie," he purred, looking at her face through the valley of her mountainous tits, a sly, confident smile on his mouth. "Cum on my tongue, Marie! Let me drink all of you."

The words were the final straw for Marie. There was no turning back. Her beautiful eyes were clouded over with lust. She pinched her nipples harder, spreading her legs wider apart, her ass cheeks on the edge of the couch's cushions as James fucked his tongue and finger into her cunt.

"I'm going to... Oh GOD! I'm going to cummmmm!"

Marie raised her ass off the couch to push her fiery, aching cunt harder against James's mouth. The heels of her shoes ground into the carpet and her shoulders pushed against the top of the couch as Marie's massive tits quivered on her chest.

"Awwww! Ohhhh! Lick me, James! Fuck me with your tongue!"

When her orgasm subsided, Marie fell heavily back down on the couch. But James didn't stop finger-fucking her cunt.

She looked at him, shivering a little from the after-effects of her powerful orgasm. His handsome face was shiny with her pussy juice.

"You liked having my tongue in your cunt, didn't you?"

Marie nodded her head. She started to smooth her skirt over her knees, but James stopped her with his free hand.

"Not yet. I'm not done with you just yet."

He shoved his finger in her cunt, pulled back, then thrust two fingers into the juicy pussy, making Marie whimper softly with lust. 

"You've got a long way to go before this evening is over.You really don't want to stop now, do you?"

"No... no... I want to fuck you," Marie whispered, stunned to hear the words coming out of her mouth.

Marie leaned forward on the couch and took off her blouse. She dropped it on the floor, then took off her long skirt. When she started to unhook the clasp of her garter belt that held up her black silk stockings, James stopped her.

"Don't," he said, his eyes blazing with lust. "Leave them on while I fuck you."

Naked except for the garter belt, silk stockings and her shoes, Marie reclined on the couch. She felt more sexy and alive than she could remember being in years. James's tongue had brought a new awareness out in her that turned her on so much she felt like she could fuck all night long.

"Take your clothes off for me," Marie whispered as James got to his feet. "Do it from across the room so I can see all of you."

James did as had been asked of him, and when his cock sprang out, Marie couldn't even speak.

James Volkoff, the handsome mayor of her city, had the largest cock in town. When fully erect, his incredible hunk of cock meat stretched to a monstrous, frightening length. The only thing that made it look like it wasn't actually a dildo was that James's prick wasn't overly thick.

"My God! I never dreamed you were hung like that," Marie gasped, finally able to force her throat to work. "I'd heard stories about you before, but I always thought they were just fantasies from the women who want to fuck you."

"No, my dear, it's all me and it's all real and it's all for you." He walked forward slowly, holding his prick gently in his hand. "Now spread your legs, my dear. I'm about to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."

Marie put her head on the armrest of the couch. She kicked her right foot up on the back of the couch, putting her left foot on the floor so that her cunt lips, so pink and juicy, were open and available to the handsome, big-cocked stud who made her feel so fantastic. Marie purred softly, watching the cock head coming closer and closer to her pussy.

"Drill me deep with your cock!"

James got between Marie's legs. He ran his hands up and down over her thighs, enjoying the feel of the silk under his fingertips. Then, holding his huge prick by the shaft, he brought his prick tip slowly to Marie's tingling, lusty cunt lips.

"You want it, don't you?"

"Yes! Oh, yes! Please fuck me! Please!"

James had one foot on the floor, the other curled beneath him, as he pushed his hips forward. His cock head easily pried apart Marie's cunt lips. Though her luscious, voluptuous body was quivering, she could feel everything that was happening to her.

"Fuck meeeeee!" she wailed suddenly, unable to take the tension and suspense any longer.

James threw himself down on top of Marie, delighting in the fullness of her massive tits against his chest. His prick burrowed a path deep into Marie, driving full-length into her slick, hungry cunt.

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Marie chanted, keeping her legs wide apart so that James could move about freely.

He fucked her with long, slow, measured strokes. Each time James shoved his prick the entire length into her cunt, Marie could feel his cock head pushing against her womb and spreading the walls of her pussy. His cock drove like an oil well into her, forcing her cunt lips to roll inward as he skewered her juicy cunt, then pulling out to squeeze the long shaft as he withdrew almost all of his prick from her.

Marie's arms were around James's neck as he impaled her with his long, throbbing, slender cock. She kissed his cheek lovingly, trying to control her breathing, fighting against the almost overwhelming urge to cum again instantly.

Heaving with exertion, James fucked Marie's pussy with harder and stronger strokes as the fire in his balls increased in intensity. Her hot, juicy cunt was squeezing his prick, enticing the huge prick to get even longer. Stroking all of his cock into her cunt, James reamed out Marie's pussy and ground himself against her cunt lips, feeling his balls rubbing against her ass cheeks.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered in Marie's ear.

Marie stroked the nape of his neck as she felt her sizzling clit getting rubbed by the upper surface of  James's prick. His cock seemed to plow straight through her, driving deeper into her cunt than any cock ever had.

"I love the way you fuck me," Marie whispered, churning her full hips in a circular motion to take the mayor's prick into her cunt from different angles, adding different and new sensations of friction against her turgid, red-hot clit.

James pushed a hand between their bodies and squeezed Marie's magnificent left tit. He pressed his fingers deep into the luscious mound, moaning his approval of them.

"Fuck me," Marie cooed, raking her fingernails lightly over the mayor's broad, naked shoulders as he heaved above her, plowing his massive prick to the hilt in her pussy.

Marie's thighs, encased in tight black silk, quivered as James threw himself between her legs, driving his cock with determination into her cunt again and again and again. She felt his fingers pressing into her tit, his palm scraping against her tingling, fiery nipple.

When he kissed her lips, he pressed his mouth almost bruisingly against hers, thrusting his tongue into her mouth, demanding that Marie respond lustfully to everything he was doing to her.

Marie had never known such incredible heights of ecstasy. The long, hard-driving prick rubbed against her turgid clit. She could feel the tightness in the pit of her stomach that signified the closeness of her orgasm.

She sucked on James's tongue, writhing in ecstasy beneath him, shaking her full, womanly hips from side to side as her cunt lips stretched around the undulating shaft of his manly cock.

"Sweet lover," James hissed.

Now Marie could see in his eyes how he was fighting against the pleasure she was giving him. To know that she could turn him on so powerfully delighted the big-titted woman.

The scream of exultation caught Marie by surprise and it took a moment before she realized the scream was her own and her juice was gushing out of her pussy.

"Fuck meeeeee!" she wailed helplessly, lost in the extraordinary, blinding, all-consuming sensations that ripped through her curvaceous body.

Pussy juice gushed from her sweet cunt. Her clit detonated, unable to take the slick friction James's cock gave her any longer without exploding.

She writhed and shook, her voluptuous body bucking and convulsing beneath James as he skewered her overheated cunt with his long, powerful cock. Marie opened her mouth to scream again but was silenced when James's mouth covered hers and his tongue pressed hotly, hungrily against her own.

Just as Marie was coming down from her climax she felt the masculine throbbing of the mayor's cock head as it plowed against her womb. He pulled up, uncorking almost all of his incredible cock from her cunt, then stabbed hard into her again. This time, when her cunt lips were around the base of his cock's shaft and his prick tip was deep up her cunt, she felt his balls pull up between his legs as they rubbed against her ass cheeks.

A mighty river of cum spewed from James's balls, gushing like lava into Marie's receptive pussy. He jerked his cock out of her until only his cock head still parted her pink, tight cunt lips, then drove into her again. As before, when all of his prick was fully embedded in Marie's pussy, he exploded in a fountain of hot, thick creamy cum.

"Give me your cum," Marie hissed, the words coming out choked and strained as she trembled through the last of her own orgasm.

It felt like the mayor's cum was boiling hot inside her cunt. Marie shook her hips, keeping her right foot up on the top of the couch, her left foot on the floor to allow her hot-blooded lover full access to her cunt.

As he came, James's fingers pressed deep into Marie's luscious, massive tit, nearly bruising her. She didn't care. Now that she finally had his long, throbbing cock spitting out hot jets of cum into her pussy, she was willing to do anything he wanted, give him any thrill he desired.

"Ohhhhhh!" James sighed.

As the sound that rumbled from his chest died away, the climax stopped. Marie held him close, feeling his heart pounding so close to hers, feeling his cock still twitching inside her cunt.

"You're a wonderful lover," Marie whispered tenderly, her whole body tingling with the aftereffects of the magnificent fucking she'd just gotten from him. "I never thought we could be so good together, so good for each other."

James kissed her cheek softly, then her eyelids.

With her eyes closed Marie asked, "What do you want to do?

What fantasy of yours can I fulfill? I want to please you more than any woman ever has."

He laid her down gently on the bed, his long cock dangling between his powerful thighs.

"You're so beautiful, so lovely," he whispered, standing at the edge of the bed, looking down at Marie's  body. "Goddamn it, Marie, you turn me on so much!"

Marie rolled onto her side, propped up on one elbow. Her massive tits swayed, one on top of the other, the areolas still dark with lust, the nipples hard and ready for excitement.

"Come here," the doe-eyed woman whispered, her eyes smoldering with lust. "Give me your cock. I want you to feed it to me."

Marie purred softly. She watched as James raised his cock, holding it lightly in his finger-tips, bringing the massive prick up so the head was near her mouth.

"You know, you've fucked me so wonderfully and yet I've never tasted your cock," Marie whispered.

"Then taste it now."

Marie kissed the cock head, pretending to be rather nonchalant about the whole thing. In truth, the moment her lips touched James's cock, she could feel the acceleration of her heart and a warming in her pussy that told her she was getting excited once again.

"Mmmmmm!" she purred, smacking her lips loudly on the prick tip for James's benefit.

Inhaling, she caught the deliciously masculine aroma of James's cock and balls and the musky, feminine smell of her own pussy juice. Marie enjoyed the fragrance. It made her cunt hotter still.

With James holding his soft cock, Marie opened her lips and allowed her tongue to graze over the prick tip. The taste of his cock was as delightful and erotic to her as she had hoped it would be. Moaning softly, she licked around the cock head, feeling it twitching softly as it stretched out slowly.

She curled her tongue around the cock head, enjoying its manly taste. Her pink, moist lips sort of sipped at the very tip of James's prick. Holding little more than half of the cock head between her lips, Marie used her tongue on James's pee hole and felt the bulbous head of his prick throbbing more powerfully in her mouth.

"Mmmmmm!" she moaned.

She could taste her own pussy juice on the cock head, and Marie wondered what it would be like to have her tongue pushing into a cunt, lapping up the juice straight from the source. Silly thought! she chided herself in her mind. Why think about eating pussy when you've got a cock in your mouth?

The cock was harder now and Marie allowed the ridge of the cock head to slip between her lips, pushing deeper into her gorgeous, rather sophisticated-looking face. As she caved her cheeks in around the prick tip, sucking on the burgeoning cock, she was happy that she'd pinned her hair loosely up. With her hair up James had an unimpeded view of the blow-job that she was giving him.

"Ohhhhhh! Use your tongue on it," James sighed, putting his hands on his hips as he watched his long, fiery prick pushing deeper into the big-titted brunette's hot, moist, hungrily sucking mouth.

Marie could feel James's eyes on her as she took more of his delicious, meaty prick into her mouth. She sucked the cock in until his prick tip was pushing against the back of her mouth and she could take no more of his succulent meat into her moist, hot mouth.

"Mmmmmm!" she moaned soulfully, rotating her face around the cock, kneading the shaft with her lips while the cock head rubbed against her tonsils.

Marie used her tongue on the shaft, curling it around the growing, pulsing meat. Between her cunt lips, she could feel her clit getting erect, just like the cock in her mouth was. Hot, oily pussy juice lubricated her cunt lips, surprising Marie at how rapidly she was ready to take the mayor's awesome prick into her pussy again.

"That's it! Ohhhhh! You really know how to suck cock, Marie!"

She trembled at the compliment. Pulling her head back until the rim of James's prick tip slipped out between her tight pink lips, Marie flicked her tongue against the pee-hole and sighed when she tasted a salty drop of pre-cum.

The cock flexed a little and once again reached its full, jaw-stretching size.

Marie bobbed over the cock, her 4OD-cup tits shaking from her chest, the nipples hard and excited as she bubbled sensually on the prick that filled her luscious mouth and distorted her lovely facial features.

James pumped his hips slowly, working the end of his gigantic prick in and out of the brunette's tight, pink, soft lips. He shivered, his balls swinging between his thighs, as he felt her tongue grazing over his cock head. From the glazed look in her eyes when she looked up at him, her lips ovalled around his prick, James could tell that this was a woman who really enjoyed giving blow-jobs.

"Mmmmmmm!" Marie slurped.

As she sucked on the cock that pushed into her mouth, Marie used her left hand to fondle her cunt lips. She spread her full, muscular thighs a little, giving herself easier access to her juicy cunt.

"Yessss!" James groaned softly, seeing what Marie was doing to herself. "Spread your legs, baby, and let me watch you finger-fucking yourself! I love watching you when you finger your beautiful, hairy cunt!"

Marie put her left foot near her right knee, turning just a little so that she was certain James could see the pink lips of her cunt as she sucked on his prick.

Touching her cunt lips with her fingers, she manipulated her clit until it was hard, erect and visible at the top of her pussy. She rubbed her clit until the tip of her middle finger was wet with pussy juice. Then, slowly, careful that she wouldn't hurt herself with her long fingernails, she slipped the finger between her cunt lips.

Moaning softly, twirling her tongue around James's cock head, Marie shivered as she pushed the finger into her pussy until the heel of her palm was pressed against her cunt lips.

"Mmmmmmmft!" she slurped, sucking more hungrily on the mayor's red-hot prick.

James's eyes danced over Marie's body. Everything he saw excited him. From her strong legs sheathed in black silk to the big tits that trembled and shook to her beautiful face that bobbed over his throbbing cock.Though she was beautiful from head to foot, it was Marie's tits that held his eyes like a magnet. He'd never seen such big, fuckable tits in all his life.

"Wait a second," he mumbled, touching Marie's hollowed cheek with his fingertips. "There's something I want to do."

Marie whipped her lips off his cock head and looked up at him.

"What? I'll do anything you want! Should I stop playing with my pussy?"

"No, don't stop doing that. That's beautiful. I just want to feel your tits around my cock."

It was a dream come true for Marie. Her big, milky, lusty tits were going to be treated to James's massive cock. She had been fascinated with her own tits since she realized that they were so much bigger and more beautiful than anyone else's. And now, joyously, she was about to have her tits fucked by the handsome James Volkoff.

Marie rolled onto her back, grabbing her tits from the outside and pushing them together. Her mountainous tits swelled out as she forced them together, giant creamy melons of succulent, feminine tit flesh that practically begged to be fucked.

"No, you finger-fuck yourself," James said, getting up on the bed. "I'll hold your tits. Just worry about your own pleasure."

"How could I not feel pleasure with your cock touching me?" Marie asked.

She put both hands between her thighs and fucked two fingers deep into her pussy as James straddled her body, his knees on the outsides of her arms, his gigantic prick resting in the valley of her tits. When he grabbed them, Marie shivered as she watched her tits surround his colossal cock. The heat of his prick seeped through her tits, making the fire of her cock-hungry lust burn brighter, hotter. The hot-blooded woman stared at his cock. She could feel the massive shaft pulsing between her tits as the prick tip flexed with lust.

A low growl of ecstasy came from James's throat as he pushed his hips forward. His balls rubbed against Marie's warm body, his prick sliding through the tight valley of her tits. He squeezed her tits in his hands, gripping them firmly, watching the way her nipples became larger because of the pressure he was putting on her tits.

"Ohhhhh!" she sighed, flicking her tongue out to graze it against the clefted bottom of James's cock head when it pushed near her face. "You can cum on my face if you want to. I don't mind."

James shook his head slow, an expression of wild passion on his face. "Let me cum on your tits. I want to see my cum on your big, womanly tits!"

Marie closed her eyes, thrusting two fingers into the seething hole of her cunt. She would, she realized, greedily and hungrily accept anything that James wanted to do to her. Even if he wanted to ram that gargantuan cock of his up her asshole, she would gladly spread her ass cheeks for him. Nothing he could do would displease her. If she was hurt by his incredible cock, then it was a least his cock that was doing the hurting. His cock, which had brought such spine-tingling satisfaction, could never be evil to her.

"Fuck my tits," Marie purred, trembling on the bed as James's hips rocked back and forth, driving his prick through the succulent cleavage of her tits.

Occasionally Marie raised her head and licked James's cock head when he pushed it at her face, but this had no apparent effect on him so she stopped doing it. James seemed totally and completely enraptured by fucking her tits. It was almost as though Marie wasn't even there, only her tits were, but this didn't bother her. As long as there was something about herself that turned him on, Marie was pleased.

She fingered her pussy, driving two stiff fingers of her right hand between her cunt lips. As she finger-fucked her hot, turgid pussy, she rubbed her clit with her thumb, working over the fiery nubbin of tingling, raw flesh to send jolting waves of pure ecstasy rippling through her curvaceous body.

"Ohhhhh! Awwwwww!" Marie moaned, feeling the throbbing of her lover's cock against the inside of her tits.

James squeezed Marie's tits tighter around his prick. He jerked his hips back and forth, rubbing his balls harder against her luscious body than he had done before. When he pushed his prick a little further than normal, the head of his cock nudged against Marie's chin. She, however, seemed oblivious to this, lost in the world of lust that finger-fucking herself had carried her to.

"Ohhhhh!" James sighed.

He had fucked a few women's tits before, but never before had James Volkoff found a woman with tits the size and shape of Marie's. They were absolutely perfect for this.

He watched her nipples pulsing, the areolas a dark chocolate-brown in color. His fingers burrowed deeper into Marie's tits, pressing so hard that his knuckles were turning white. He felt certain that he must be hurting her, but nothing she did indicated that she was even aware of the pain that her abused tits must surely be feeling.

Marie rolled her head from side to side on the bed. Her hair, once delicately pinned up, was now loose and disheveled, falling over her cheeks, sometimes clinging to her moist, parted lips. Her hand was a blur between her legs as she finger-fucked herself furiously, driving two hard fingers into her cunt until her palm literally smashed against her clit.

She jammed her fingers between her pink cunt lips, spreading them wide. Then, rubbing her clit with the heel of her hand, Marie felt her pussy juice spewing out of her cunt.

"Fuck my titsssssss!" she screamed.

Her feet twitched and bounced on the bed. Marie worked the fingers back and forth between her cunt lips, never allowing her palm to break contact with her clit. The ecstasy of cumming that James could see on Marie's face was more than he could take. He shoved his prick through the succulent valley of her tits and squirted out a thick, gooey stream of cum.

The super-heated cum splashed against the underside of Marie's chin. She felt the hot cum hitting her flesh and a fresh burst of girl-cum streamed out of her pussy. The cum trickled down, pooling in the hollow of her neck. James pulled back so that his prick tip was trapped between Marie's tits and another blast of cum shot through the long tube of his prick. This time the cum blasted between Marie's tits, clinging to her hot, tumid tit flesh.

More sticky, thick cum shot from James's balls, squirting onto Marie's neck and tits. At last the gushing torrent of cum slowed and James released Marie's tits. He leaned back, his cock still hard.

"L-Let me... taste you," Marie whispered, feeling completely exhausted.

James pushed his cum-smeared cock head between her lips and Marie moaned her satisfaction, curling her tongue around the delicious-tasting prick tip.

They fell asleep shortly thereafter, a happy, contented smile on Marie's face.

"Stop it now," Marie chided, slipping her arms into her blouse. "I've got to button my blouse."

"Why?" James asked, sucking her nipple into his mouth again.

Marie sighed, shivering a little as she felt his tongue working over her tingling nipple. Damn, he turned her on so much! She was already completely dressed. Everything was in place except the fronts of her blouse. It looked like they might be a little difficult to button up.

"Come on now, James. I've got to get my husband out of jail. I shouldn't have stayed here the whole night as it is. Someone might have seen my car outside."

James put his face between her tits, then pressed her tits together against his cheeks. She giggled and he smiled, enjoying the fragrance of her flesh and the perfume she'd just applied between her tits after her shower.

Marie grabbed a handful of hair and pulled his head away from her tits. She quickly buttoned up her blouse.

"Good-bye, darling," she purred, kissing his mouth lightly.

"I'll be seeing you again, soon."

Before he had a chance to protest further, Marie was out the door of his home. As she walked to her car, she could feel her nipples rubbing against the inside of her blouse as her tits bounced freely, unconfined.

Marie thought about her neighbor's daughter. Lily was a lot more world wise than Marie had ever given her credit for. Another thought came to mind, making Marie smile to herself. Only a couple hours earlier she had felt terribly uncomfortable about being dressed as she was in the see-through blouse, with no bra or panties. But now all she felt was sexy and daring, and she liked the feelings.

She started the engine, hoping Lily had had some luck in getting the bank president, Mr. Kane, to come up with a cashier's check for Bradley's bail money.
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4. Sheriff Jefferson's Deception
Lily blinked her eyes. It took a moment before she realized that she was in jail!
She kicked her feet over the edge of the cot and sat upright. She looked at her naked pussy, then remembered that her leather miniskirt had been left in the alley where Deputy Andrews butt-fucked her. Her mesh stockings were at the end of the cot, her shoes on the floor. At least her leather coat was buttoned up to hide her tits.
"Good morning," Bradley said, turning over. He was on the cot opposite Lily's. "How did you sleep?"
"Pretty good, under the circumstances."
Lily folded her hands between her legs, feeling the need to hide her pussy even though she knew he had probably spent half the night staring at it.
"Ol' Zachery was sure pissed off when they threw him out at the same time they brought you in here."
Bradley made no attempt to hide the fact that he was staring at his eighteen year old neighbour's beautiful legs.
"I think he would have done something the moment I fell asleep if the deputy and sheriff would have let him stay."
Lily took her hands away from her pussy, figuring she had nothing to hide from him now anyway.
"With any luck at all Marie will come with all we need to get out of here."
Lily took her stockings and rolled them up her legs slowly, teasingly, feeling her Bradley's hungry, lusty gaze on her. It excited her to know that he wanted to fuck her.
She took her time smoothing the stocking top around her thigh. When she put her shoes on and buckled them, Lily made sure that she always stayed in a position so that Bradley could see her pussy.
When Lily looked up, she saw the lump of hard cock that was trapped inside Bradley's pants. She wondered for a moment why she hadn't fucked him the night before, cursing herself for missing the opportunity to take his cock into her cunt.
Something in Lily's subconscious said it would be a real turn-on to give a deep-throat blow-job to Marie's husband. She wondered what his cum would taste like gushing over her tongue, filling her mouth as she gulped it down thirstily. She was just about to get off the cot when the outer door of the jail opened and Sheriff Jefferson, Deputy Andrews and Marie stepped in.
"Come on, Bradley, let's get you home," Marie said.
Then she saw Lily and stopped dead in her tracks. Her eyes went down to Lily's naked cunt bush and her pink pussy lips.
"Lily! What happened!"
"Just about everything. But I enjoyed it all!"
It was all set for his release. Mayor James Volkoff had vouched for Bradley so that he could be released from jail Sunday morning and Mr. Kane, the bank president, had come by at four a.m. with a cashier's check for the bail money.
"How the hell you ladies managed it I'll never know," Sheriff Jefferson said, hooking his thumbs into his gun belt. "But you did, so we've got to let you go. After."
Marie knew what that tone of voice meant. She turned to the sheriff.
"After what?" she asked.
"After you and Lily there prove what model citizens you are. You know, ain't nothin' here says anything about having Lily released. It only says we got to let go of Bradley. That's it."
Lily had gotten herself horny thinking about fucking Bradley, so she was ready for a little excitement. Holding onto the cell bars, pressing her face between the iron, she looked at Marie.
"They want us. What difference does it make? If it'll get me out of here, what choice do we have?"
"But in front of Bradley?" Marie looked at Bradley.
Then the memory of him getting drunk and having some bitch sucking on his prick came to her, and she decided it would be perfect retribution if he had to watch his perfect little Lily get fucked by the deputy or sheriff.
Deputy Andrews opened the jail cell and Lily stepped out. The moment she was out of the cell, Deputy Andrews closed and locked the door again. Bradley glared at the deputy, who just gave a sarcastic smile in return.
"Don't be afraid," Lily said. "The sheriff and deputy just want to get their rocks off and they want us to do it in front of your husband. That's all there is to it. It doesn't really have to mean anything."
Lily looked at the sheriff and sensed instinctively what he wanted. She stepped closer to Marie and put her hands on her shoulders.
"They want a show, so let's give them one." Lily leaned forward, getting up on her tip-toes to kiss her mouth softly. "Who knows? Maybe we'll even enjoy ourselves."
Lily could tell that Marie wasn't into what was happening. But she also knew that there was a fire in her own cunt that was burning hotter and hotter and wouldn't be quenched until her clit exploded and her hot, slick juice spewed out.
Running the tip of her tongue over Marie's lips, Lily felt her huge tits pressing lightly against her own. Even through the leather jacket she had on, the contact was electrifying for her. Her nipples grew hard instantly and the jacket pressed against the fiery nipples made them itch hungrily for attention.
"Mmmmm!" Lily purred, flicking her tongue between Marie's lips, the tip of her tongue touching her's briefly.
Though she had done many crazy and sexy things in her life, Lily couldn't believe how this particular situation was turning her on. She was going to make out with an older woman, her neighbor who was almost like her mother, while the deputy, sheriff and Bradley all watched.
'What more could an exhibitionist ask for?' thought Lily.
Her hands were trembling badly as she unbuttoned Marie's blouse. The moment the huge mounds of Marie's tits burst into view, Lily dipped her face down and captured one nipple. She'd never tasted anything quite so delicious. Lily opened her mouth as wide as she possibly could, sinking her teeth lightly into the tit flesh, lashing at the hard nipple with her tongue.
"Mmmmmmm!" Lily moaned again, this time out of pure, raw, unbridled passion.
Lily realized that Marie wouldn't initiate anything, so as she sucked on the big, lusty nipples she wrapped her arms around Marie and pulled the zipper to her long white skirt down. A moment later the skirt fell around Marie's ankles and Lily's hands forced her thighs apart so she could get to that hairy, tasty pussy. She soon felt her pussy juice on her fingertips.
"Mmmmmm!" Lily moaned soulfully, sucking hungrily on one nipple as she played her fingertips over Marie's cunt lips and clit.
Marie rolled her head back on her shoulders and sighed, not really wanting to believe what was happening to her, not wanting to admit that she was getting hot and wet and ready for action. Lily's hot mouth was working over her nipples, biting and sucking on them, and the fingers playing with her pussy were doing it so gently and so expertly that Marie was convinced Lily had been making it with women for a long, long time.
"Ohhhhhh! Please stop!"
But Lily knew she didn't want her to stop. The heat and moisture on her finger-tips from Marie's pussy told her that much.
Boldly the teenager thrust a finger between Marie's cunt lips. Her finger pushed into Marie's cunt easily. The cunt lips were slippery with pussy juice.
"Ohhh! Ohhhhh!" Marie sighed as her clit turned red-hot.
Lily nibbled on her left nipple. With her right hand she eased her finger in and out of the hot pussy. Her left hand trailed up and down Marie's thighs, feeling the silk stockings against her palm and sensitive fingertips. She thirsted for the taste of her pussy juice, wanted to feel Marie's cunt lips tightening around her own invading, probing tongue.
The teenager kissed Marie's sucked-in stomach, intent of burrowing her tongue deep into the hot, juicy pussy that she hungered for.
"Over here," Sheriff Jefferson said in that gravel-voiced, commanding tone of his. "This ain't a party for yourselves, you know!"
Lily's head was spinning with lust. She didn't really know what had happened. All those eyes on her as she sucked on Marie's tits and fingered her seething pussy had fired up her own lust so strongly that she was tingling from head to foot. The rickety wooden table was pulled close to the cell so that Bradley could have a front row seat on the action that was about to take place.
"What are you d-.."
The words came from Marie as though she was in a trance. She didn't fight against the men as she was turned away from the table, then pushed backward over it. The table wasn't very large. Marie could feel the sharp edges of the table against her thighs just above the tops of her black silk stockings and against her shoulders. Her high-heeled shoes dangled several inches above the floor. Her head hung down on the other side of the table, her lips parted slightly from the position she was in. Her big tits spread slightly, the nipples hard and moist from Lily's mouth.
"Go on, Lily," Sheriff Jefferson said, pushing the girl between Marie's spread thighs. "You know what to do."
Lily started to get to her knees, but the sheriff slipped his hand between her legs, grabbing her by the pussy, keeping her in a standing position. She put her hands on her Marie's thighs and looked at the hairy cunt and pink pussy lips for a moment, feeling the sheriff's fingers working over her own cunt lips and clit.
This is going to be fan-fucking-tastic! the girl thought. Marie moaned softly as she looked at the world upside-down. She saw Deputy Andrews' crotch and shivered on the table as he slowly, almost tauntingly, unzipped his pants and brought his cock and balls out of the fly of his trousers.
Marie didn't say anything, but she was as hungry for the deputy's cock as he was for her to suck on it. He brought the fleshy, conical head of his prick to her mouth and she opened her lips in invitation, not even making any pretense of not liking to give blow-jobs.
"Mmmmmm!" Marie purred as her lips wrapped around the fat, meaty cock head.
Lily used her thumbs to pry her  cunt lips apart just a little. A finger was pushed into her pussy and she groaned her pleasure, then stuck her tongue as far out of her mouth as she could and tasted her cunt lips.
After the first taste of pussy juice from a cunt instead of on a cock after it had fucked her, Lily was addicted. She groaned softly, her firm tits jiggling inside her leather jacket, and threw her face between Marie's thighs. Stiffening her tongue, she thrust it between the tight, juicy pink cunt lips, fucking her tongue as far into her hot, wet pussy as she could.
Standing with his face pressed between the bars, Bradley couldn't believe what he was seeing. He groaned softly and took his cock out, not taking his eyes off the action taking place just a few feet away from him.
"Unbelievable," he whispered, beginning to stroke his cock.
Marie was on the table, her legs dangling over one side, her head over the other. Deputy Andrews was standing near her face, pushing his prick back and forth between her lips, driving his cock deep into her hot mouth. On the other side of the table, Lily was bent over at the waist, licking Marie's cunt, naked from the waist down except for the thigh-high black mesh stockings. Behind Lily, Sheriff Jefferson was rubbing the head of his prick back and forth over her cunt lips and through the crevice of her firm, satiny smooth ass cheeks.
Curling her tongue inside Marie's cunt, Lily licked at the delicious pussy juice. As she tongued the pink, juicy cunt lips, she could feel the head of the sheriff's prick gliding threateningly against her cunt lips. She wondered if he would fuck her pussy or her asshole, but didn't really care which one he fucked. She was so horny that even her asshole would enjoy the colossal prick into it.
Lily fucked her tongue into Marie's cunt. She pushed one finger between her cunt lips to get it slick with pussy juice, then started finger-fucking Marie's asshole. Behind her, Lily felt the blunt, throbbing head of the sheriff's cock pushing her own cunt lips apart as he started to fuck her seething pussy.
"Ohhhhh! I love a tight cunt," the sheriff groaned, watching his cock head sinking into the girl's pussy. He shoved the prick tip deeper into her pussy, pulled back, then bore into her again, this time plowing almost all of his huge prick into Lily's superheated cunt.
Lily shivered, fucking her tongue into her hot cunt as the sheriff bored into her, driving the entire length of his monstrous prick into her pussy. The incredibly thick shaft of his cock forced her cunt lips wide apart, giving the teenager a delicious sensation of being completely filled with cock meat as she tongue-fucked her.
Marie was oblivious to the discomfort she felt at having the table biting into the flesh of her thighs and shoulders as her body was being worked over. Her legs twitched as she shivered on the table, her clit getting hotter by the second from Lily's expert tongue and tantalizing lips.
"Suck me," the deputy whispered, grabbing onto Marie's big, jiggling tits and pinching them.
Marie wasn't actually giving a blow-job. With her head hanging over the edge of the table, all she could do was avail her hot, sucking mouth to the deputy as he pushed and pulled his cock head in and out of her mouth.
She swirled her tongue around his prick tip, shivering with delight at the taste of his hard, strong prick. The cock head pushed against the back of her mouth, and for a second Marie thought that the deputy would choke her with his prick. But then, just when Marie was certain she would choke, he pulled back and let her tongue his cock head.
"Mmmmmmm!" Marie moaned, feeling her husband's eyes on her as she mouthed and sucked on the big prick that sprouted from the deputy's waist.
His hands were driving her wild with lust, pinching and twisting her nipples to send hot tingles throughout her body as she got face-fucked. Between her legs, Marie could feel Lily's tongue fucking deep into her pussy, spreading her cunt lips apart to lap at the juice that oozed freely from her pussy.
Lily rocked to and fro, trying to concentrate on licking Marie's pussy and ignore the big, throbbing cock that rolled to and fro between her cunt lips, sinking deep into her hot pussy. But she couldn't. Her clit was tingling madly, getting hotter by the second as the sheriff's enormous prick lanced full-length into her pussy.
"Mmmmmmft!" she slurped, dragging her tongue through the tight crevice of her  cunt lips until she reached the pink, erect, throbbing clit at the top of Marie's pussy.
Lily whipped the clit with her tongue and then was shocked when a spurt of juice gushed out of Marie's pussy. The slick, oily, clear pussy juice washed over Lily's lips and cheeks. She threw her face forward, fucking her tongue as deeply into Marie's overheated pussy as she possibly could, shivering as pussy juice splashed into her mouth and over her cheeks and chin. Slick drops of pussy juice dripped off the teenager's chin onto the concrete floor as she shivered, trying to savor the delicious girl-cum as much as possible.
Behind her, the sheriff was pumping his hips faster and harder, sinking his prick into Lily's pussy until his balls slapped against her quivering thighs. He groaned and looked at Bradley, a twisted smile curling up his lips.
Bradley pounded his prick furiously as he watched the action. It was the most erotic thing he'd ever gone through and the strangest thing of all was that nobody was doing anything to him and he still didn't care.
The deputy and the sheriff both unloaded. Thick, spurting jets of cum raced through the tube of his prick as Sheriff Jefferson uncorked his prick from Lily's pussy and rubbed it between her ass cheeks.
"Awwwwww!" the sheriff groaned as his balls exploded.
Bradley watched as thick, white spurts of cum jetted out of the sheriff's cock head, sailing through the air to land heavily on Lily's black leather jacket. Looking at Lily's face, Bradley saw his wife's pussy juice all over her cheeks and lips.
A moment later Deputy Andrews pulled his prick out of 
Marie's mouth and started whacking on it. Marie kept her mouth open, her eyes closed, as the deputy's thick, sticky white cum shot on her face. Cum hit her lips and cheeks and chin. More spurts of cum hit her nose and neck. Some cum hit her on the forehead and stuck in her dark hair.
And when it was all over, Marie sat upright on the table and then walked slowly over to Bradley, her big tits jiggling as she walked.
"Look, Bradley," Marie whispered, looking straight into her husband's eyes.
She had cum clinging from her eyelashes to her cheekbone. It was strange and exciting for Marie to look at her husband's through another man's cum.
"See what he did to me? Do you want to do it, too?"
"Yes," Bradley said, pounding faster on his cock.
Marie sank to her knees in front of her husband's cock. A moment later Lily was beside her. Marie put her arm around Lily's shoulder, pulling her in close. They pressed their cheeks together, both staring at Bradley's cock head.
"Fuck!" Bradley hissed as he came.
He watched his thick, hot cum splatter over his wife's and neighbor's daughter's face. And when it was over, Marie and Lily kissed each other lovingly.
"Come on, Bradley, it's time to go home," Marie said as she slipped her skirt around her hips. "And don't think I've forgiven you for what you've done. From now on you're going to have to keep Lily and me very, very happy and well fucked, or I'll throw your ass out the door!"
As they left the jail, Lily shivered with anticipation, already wondering what it would be like to take Bradley's cock into her pussy until he came.
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I

I could feel the legs of the Mahogany table slide almost imperceptibly across the floor each time my body was pushed against it from the wild thrusts of Jake’s cock inside me. My sundress was bunched up at my waist, leaving my soft, round rear exposed. Jake’s palm flew down and slapped it, the sound of it ringing across the classroom. I could feel stinging heat where his hand had connected, and I knew that the boys were seeing the crimson outline of his palm form on my pale skin. With wet squishy sounds Jake fucked me, and a moan of pure delight escaped my lips. Maybe it was the sound of his teacher moaning from his fucking that titillated Jake, because I immediately felt him tense up and fuck me a little harder.

“Hurry…up….” I managed to squeal in between my heavy breaths. “I need…to continue…the lesson…”

But since when were boys so polite? I knew Jake would try his hardest to prolong this immoral act for as long as he could. Not many 18 year old high schoolers get to bend their English teachers over the table and fuck them in front of all their friends, no matter how much they fantasize of it. I needed him to finish up quickly so I could continue with my lesson. But…did I really want to? His large cock felt so amazing. It was so much longer than my husband's…and his youthful boyish energy was so powerful. Unlike my husband who had lost his touch so quickly after marriage.

Jake was getting frantic now, and I could feel that he couldn’t hold himself back for much longer. He started grunting as he tightly gripped my ass with his large dark hands and started slamming his cock deep into me with as much force as he could muster, heaving my feet off the ground a little every time he thrust, and sending waves of indescribable pleasure throughout my body.

"Just a little more, Miss Page.." He whispered, his pace quickening as his orgasm thundered towards him.

I couldn’t help but meet his powerful thrusts and squeeze his dark monster with my pussy. It must’ve been too much for Jake, because he finally thrust himself deep inside me and I felt his balls swing forward and graze my clit, making me gasp. He started to shudder as his orgasm hit him like a train. I felt the first jet of his thick cum hit my cervix, and I quivered with the sensory overload I was being provided. I shrieked as my orgasm boiled over and my pussy frantically began to milk his cock for every drop of cum it could obtain.We stayed connected for a while, Jake deep inside me as his cock continued to pulsate and his breath began to get steady once more. We were both now covered with a fine glistening sheen of sweat.

Finally Jake drew away. I could feel our juices trailing from my pussy to the head of his softening cock. My mouth was agape and I was still desperately trying to catch my breath. The waves of afterglow washing over me. He reached out and took a tissue from the box on my desk and began to wipe his cock. I took one and started soaking the cum trailing down my pale thigh.

“I feel much better now, Miss Page,” he said.

“Uh huh. Of course you do,” I said.
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II

It hadn’t even been a full year since we had moved to the big city. I had always lived in our small little town since I was a child, but the offer Louis had got for the coding position he’d applied for was just too big and too good to turn down. And so we found ourselves in Chicago. I was an English teacher at the high school in our town and I immediately started searching for openings in schools and colleges in the city. For the first month there was nothing and then I found one! Lazarus High, a revered Inner City high school. I’m not going to lie, I had my reservations about the job but Louis told me to go for it! It would be good for me. And boy has it been good.

I remember the first time I walked into their classroom. Standing in front of the door I couldn't hear anything. The heavy wooden door and the tapestries and the soft carpet absorbed any noise that may have been contained within. I breathed in and opened the door, and the loud noise of 20 boys talking at once hit me. But as I walked in and shut the door the noise very quickly died down so that the only sound in the classroom was the sound of my heels thudding on the carpet.

I quickly became the boys’ favourite. I guess they really liked my teaching methods and my lessons because almost no one was ever absent. But I very soon noticed there was a problem. The boys were seemingly always distracted during my lessons. When I'd ask them a question most of them would just fumble and stutter over their words. The results of their first unit test proved it. All of the class had done so poorly, most of them had only passed because I'd handed out marks like candy on Halloween night.

Something was wrong. And I had to do something about it before my teaching methods came into question. I just decided to be open about it and ask the boys first off before I started working on a solution. Like it always did, the chatter died down instantly once I stepped in and the boys hurried to take their seats.

"What's for today, Miss Page?" asked David, a tall, very dark skinned boy with a smooth voice.

"Today," I said, pausing for dramatic effect, "we talk."

"What about?" asked James.

"I'm going to need you guys to be honest with me," I began. "All of you are quiet during class and listen to what I say attentively. So why are your test results so in the dirt? Is there something wrong?"

"Of course not, Miss Page! You're a great teacher," said Star, who was sitting in the back.

"All your test results really say otherwise, Star. And I've noticed that you're all so...distracted by something whenever I ask anyone a question related to what I'm teaching. You know all of you can tell me anything, right?"

"It's nothing, Miss Page. There's no problem," said Jake.

"That's a lie, Mr Bryant," I sighed. "I'm going to need answers or there will be no lessons."

A little groan went up from the students.

"Hey, if you're not going to tell me what's up you're forcing me to take hard measures!" I said, defensively.

"Alright," Jake began. "If you want us to tell you, we will."

"Thanks a lot, Jake! Go ahead tell me the problem and I promise I'll fix it!" I said, trying to sound as reassuring as I could.

"Well...it's just that..." He said, hesitant.

"Yes?" I urged him on.

"It's you, Miss Page," he finally admitted.

I was taken aback.

"Me?" I was unsure of what to say. "Well...I'm sure can solve whatever issue you have with my methods, that's the essence of being a teacher!"

"It's not your methods, Miss Page...it's you." Jake said.

"What does that mean?" I asked. I was feeling a bit exasperated at this point.

"It's just that...you're really beautiful, Miss Page....and..." He turned his gaze away sheepishly. "We're just distracted by it. We stop listening to the lesson and just stare at you..."

I hadn't expected this at all. I was stumped. At a very clear loss for words. And yet I couldn't help but feel flattered. Four years of marriage with Louis and living in our little town hadn't really helped much with people flattering me like this. It was nice to have such a compliment from a class full of young red blooded boys. But I was their teacher. I was there to help them not be flattered by them.

"That's very nice of you to say, Mr Bryant but that's no excuse to not pay attention. All of you need to get your priorities in order." I tried to sound a bit stern.

"No Miss Page, you don't understand. There's no way we can. You're...you're.." He was straining to find the words and say them.

"Look!" he finally said, standing up quickly and unzipping before I had the chance to protest.

Out popped his mammoth cock, bouncing as it dropped and then steadily pointed at the roof. My first thought wasn't 'this is improper' or 'how dare he' or anything of the sort. The first thought in my mind was 'that's so much bigger than Louis's cock.' And the second one was just 'wow.' I should've told him to put it away. I should've chided him on daring to do this in front of a teacher. But...I did ask for the boys to be honest with me didn't I? And now I couldn't go and break their trust....they'd never respect my word again! I had told them I would fix it. I couldn't back out like this. "Is this...is this the same with all of you?" I asked...hesitating.

All the boys nodded. Many of them got up and unzipped too and their cocks flopped out. It was true. They were all hard as rock. I had done this to them. This did successfully explain everything though, didn't it? They were just boys. 18 and 19 years old. If this wasn't expected of them then what was? They were looking at me expectantly. I noticed some were staring at my breasts, and others at my thighs. Boys. I had to quickly think of something. I had promised a solution, hadn't I? It was time to deliver. I had never acted like this, and I had never thought I'd say this to a room full of young students, but then I'd never expected to be facing a room full of hard cocks bobbing up and down now, had I?

"Okay. I've thought about it. Look, I understand. You're all just young boys. There's hormones raging inside of you and a chilly breeze is liable to set you off. But we can't have this. We can't have you distracted like this during class. All of your futures depend on it. So here's what we're going to do."

I took a deep breath.

"From now on when I'm in the class, you'll all have ten minutes to...uh...bring yourself off. I'll keep a box of tissues and you can wipe yourself off and then focus. Really focus. And we can get along with the lesson. Is that okay with everyone?"

"If you say so, Miss Page," said Jake.

"Now cover yourselves and let's study, okay?" I said.

Everyone was quiet. "Okay?" I repeated, louder.

"We're all hard and distracted right now, Miss Page," said James. "You sure we can't just start today?"

I didn't know what to do. He was right. They were hard and clearly distracted and there was no way this class was going to proceed like this. I knew I had a few tissues in my purse. It would be alright to start right then wouldn't it?

"Okay," I said. "All of you, get yourself off quickly and let's start studying."

As soon as I said it I heard the sounds of unzipping from every desk. I shook my head and smiled to myself. Boys. Trying my hardest not to stare at the collection of cocks in the room open to my view, I walked around the desk to my chair, sat down and took my phone out to look like I was doing something. All this time it was the boys talking about the effect I'd had on them but...but now I could feel that they were having an effect on me. I was mentally repeating Jake's words to myself and I could feel myself blushing slightly. After resisting for so long from looking at their cocks…I gave in. I peeked quickly, to see the whole class stroking their cocks…while looking hungrily at me. I felt my pussy immediately soak. It was the hottest and the most wrong thing I’d seen in my entire life. What would Louis say if he ever found out? I would make sure that’s never going to happen.

For a few minutes I fiddled pointlessly with my phone, knowing full well where all my attention was centred. Then I looked up.

“Are you guys done?” I asked, pretending to feel impatient.

“It’s not working, Miss Page,” said David. I glimpsed his cock which was very long and very dark, and his balls were out too, slightly hairy and tight.

“What do you mean,” I asked, knowing fully well what he meant.

“I mean, like we have nothing to arouse us if you’re sitting behind the desk,” he said.

“Well what do you want me to do?” I asked, knowing fully well what he wanted me to do. What they all wanted me to do.

David looked at the other boys, trying to have someone back him up but failing. I sighed. He was right. How could I expect the boys to bring themselves off while staring at a wooden desk? After all, I was the one who had them all horny…looking at me would really speed things up and then we could have a normal class.

“Okay…” I said. “I’ll help. But this doesn’t ever leave this room, got it? I could get into major trouble for this if any of you talks about this outside this class.”

I took a deep breath and then put my hands on the desk and hoisted myself up to sit on it, facing them. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I tried to push all thought of my husband out of my head. This was necessary for the good of this class. I could see that many of the boys had increased the pace of their masturbation, staring hungrily at my legs. My dress had ridden up on my thighs, exposing more skin which the boys were eating up with their eyes. All the attention centred on me had me so wet. I wasn’t ever going to admit it but this was so much fun. It was time to get started. I slowly parted my legs, allowing the boys an unobstructed view of my white panties.

“Is this better, David?” I asked, and to my own surprise my voice was a little whisper of seduction. David was in no state to reply. Like much of the class, his mouth was hanging open and his hand was a blur on his cock. He just stupidly nodded while staring right between my legs. Boys.

I slowly pulled the edge of my dress up, revealing my thighs inch by inch until my dress was bunched up at my hips. I spread my legs further apart and looked up at the boys to see their hungry eyes. They were breathing heavily, some rapidly jacking off while others barely touching themselves. They were trying not to cum early! Well I wasn’t going to make it this easy for them.

I placed one hand on my thighs tracing the skin with my fingers, teasing myself by slowly edging near my panties while with my other hand I gingerly touched my breasts from over my dress, rubbing my nipples over the layers of cloth that were my dress and bra. My nipples were hard. Despite the bra I felt slight visible bumps over the dress. I pulled on the top of the dress, making the edge slide down just a little, baring the top of my breasts just a little more. The boys loved it. Half the eyes were focused on my breasts now, which I was touching and squeezing and jiggling.

Meanwhile my other hand reached my panties. The first touch of my fingers on my clit over the cloth made me gasp in pleasure. There definitely was a wet spot on my panties now. I was soaking. I wouldn’t be surprised if I got some of my juice on the table. My husband loved how wet I could get. He would eat me for such a delightfully long time, and lick my copious juices and lick me clean. His cock was on the shorter size of average, so he made up for it in other ways. Looking at the cocks in front of me right now, there wasn’t even one that came close to my husband’s. All my life is heard that the average length of men’s penis was six inches but the sight in front of me really made me doubt it was the truth.

When I booked my finger in the side of my panties and pulled on it, I heard the guys hold their breath. I shut my eyes and pulled it to the side, and I heard the horny murmurs coming from the guys. When I felt the chilly air of the room on my wet pussy I let out a gasp. My fingers held the panties to the side as my other hand went to work on my clit. A jolt of electricity went through my body and made me shudder in pleasure when my finger touched the little pleasure button. I instinctively spread my legs further. The thought of being on display for a class full of young men was familiar and felt natural now and I was steadily becoming more comfortable.

My breath was becoming heavier and quicker. I slowly began the real show as I wet my fingers from the juices from my pussy and began to slowly rub my clit. I don't masturbate a lot. I believe it's my husband's job to please me. But what I was feeling right then was a hundred times more intense and pleasurable than any of the times I have. I quickly got into it and started rubbing my clit.

"Take them off, Miss Page," one of the boys shouted.

"Yeah Miss Page!" Shouted someone else.

I smiled at them and hooked my fingers on my panties and pulled my legs up to slide the panties down them. The boys in turn got a good look at the slightly hairy, glistening pussy of their teacher. Then I pulled the top of my dress down and my white bra came into view. I unhooked it from the back and looked at the guys, teasing them before I unveiled my perky breasts. Slowly I let the bra slide down and enjoyed watching the boys stroke themselves even harder. Not one boy in the class was holding back now. I started to fondle my breasts and squeezing them together and jiggling them for the boys' viewing pleasure.

Most of the boys had dropped their pants to their knees or off completely along with me, and had stretched their legs out to masturbate without any constraints. I was greeted with unobstructed views of young cocks and the large balls of my gorgeous, hard students. It was mutual masturbation. My fingers were in my pussy now and my other hand was still playing with my breasts. I started fingering myself, pausing in between to pay some attention to my clit, rubbing it and moaning slightly in absolute delight. I started picturing the hard, large cocks of my students inside me. I'd never known how a cock bigger than my husband's felt. That's the problem when you marry early. I looked at David, his eyes hungrily fixed on my fingers going in and out of my pussy. I pictured him kissing me and pushing his hard cock inside my wet, accepting pussy slowly. I pictured him bottoming out and I imagined the moan that would escape my lips as it did. As I imagined this my fingers automatically started picking up their pace and quickly I was masturbating like a machine, droplets of my juices were flying off my fingers and onto the desk and my thighs and the squishy sound of my pleasure down below was the only thing in the room apart from my gasps and moans and the labored breathing of the boys.

I was impressed that even by now none of the boys had cum. They had expressed tremendous self control. Louis would've been done twice by about now. The pleasure my fingers were giving me was too much and my orgasm was quickly nearing. I started moaning in pleasure. That was enough for a couple of the boys who grunted and started cumming into their hands. I saw a look of pure disappointment in their faces as they walked to my desk, dicks hanging and started wiping themselves off.

I only rarely let Louis cum in my mouth. I don’t really like the taste and feel of it. But mostly the idea. And yet when I saw the boys cum into their hands the first thought in my head was “that’s such a waste of young cum.” The thought of the boys fucking my horny pussy in turns was replaced with me picturing one of them holding their cock while I sucked on it and brought it to orgasm and greedily sucked the cum out and swallowed it. After all that was my job right? My job was to care for my students. But there was no way I was going to actually do it. As it was this had come too far.

As I continued fingering my pussy, the boys started to lose control one after the other and came in their hands and wiped themselves off. My orgasm was so close. I’d only cum twice in my life, and only from Louis's tongue and fingers. And never like this. I laid back on the table and shamelessly spread my legs wide and hoisted them into the air and started fucking my pussy with my fingers wantonly. One by one the boys came and wiped themselves and walked away. My orgasm edged nearer and nearer. My eyes were shut and I was moaning lewdly in pure ecstasy. My other hand was playing with my breasts and tweaking my nipples. For some time there I forgot where I was. In my mind I was in my own bed bringing myself off. The ecstasy built and built. And then I came.

My orgasm hit me like a train. I screamed. I’d never felt this way before. My pussy tensed up and….I squirted. For the first time in my entire life. I felt the spray of my hot love juice on my thighs and the sweet relief of being emptied. My fingers were drenched. I wrenched my hand away. I was too sensitive to touch. I just absent mindedly my played with my breasts for a while, eyes closed with a slight smile of contentment on my face. I only suddenly remembered where I was. I propped myself up on my elbows and looked at my audience. A whole class full of boys, rapt, staring at my pussy with eyes full of absolute adoration and awe. They were all dressed. How long ago had the last boy cum? Who was I putting on the lewd show for? Was I so lost in my own pleasure that I hadn’t noticed? The answer was clearly yes.

So that’s how it started. Our relationship changed from a normal teacher-training relationship to something else entirely. I would walk into the room. I would sit on the desk. The boys would unzip. I would play with myself and masturbate and they would masturbate to me. The whole affair would be done with in ten minutes and we would go on with our classes. Within a few days I just stopped wearing a bra and panties. The boys loved seeing my free breasts heave under my dress, and my pointed nipples jut out. Things ramped up another level after a month. I had to be ovulating because that was the only time that I would wake up so god damn horny. I’d tried to wake Louis up so he could help me out but he just groaned and rolled over. And so I made breakfast and got ready and went to the school, on edge the entire time. I would get release during my classmates with the Inner City boys and the thought made me shiver with excitement.

“I have some good news for all of you,” I said. “The unit is complete and I’ll start with the next one on Monday. So today we have the whole hour to ourselves!” The boys cheered and clapped.

“So let’s get started then,” said a tall Latino boy named Leon and he stood up and dropped his pants and sat back down. The whole class laughed, and I chuckled. “Alright, alright.”

As usual I got up on the desk and began the show. Today we had the whole hour. There was no need for a rush. I leaned back and hoisted my legs up and lifted my dress, giving the boys the best view of my pussy. I started rubbing myself. I was insanely horny at that point, the staying on edge for hours had primed me like gunpowder. The moment I started my whole body shuddered and I started moaning animatedly.

But something was wrong. As my masturbation continued I realised I’d hit a ceiling. I was ready to cum but I just wasn’t getting any closer. My fingers were…they just weren’t doing it for me. And then I knew what I needed. On this day it was only a cock that could make me cum. I was too horny to resist and there was a collection of beautiful cocks in front of me. There was only one thing to be done. I looked at the boys.

“Alright boys. Today is a special day. You’re going to be helping your teacher out today. So come on. Get up!” I said, the thought of me commuting infidelity for the first time in my life not even crossing my mind. All that I needed right then was a cock in my pussy. And another one to replace it when it had cum.

The students looked at me incredulously at first.

“Well?” I asked. “What are you waiting for?”

They didn’t need to be told twice. Everyone simultaneously got out of their desks as fast as they could and rushed to get to my waiting pussy first. Jake was closest to me so he so he won.

“Oh my God Miss Page..” he said.

He stood in between my thighs and pointed his long cock at my entrance. He was so nervous he couldn’t even hold it straight. I reached out and pulled his head down to mine and kissed him. Passionately. Like lovers on their wedding day. With my other hand I held his cock and guided him in. Once the head of his cock was nestled between my pussy lips he needed no further instruction. He pushed. Inch by delightful inch his large cock pushed into me, sliding along, stretching me out.

He had already stretched me out girth-wise more than Louis ever had and I knew he was about to touch places Louis had never dreamed of touching either. Our tongues intertwined and slid against each other and when our lips parted a string of our saliva mixed together trailed in between them. His cock was farther in now than anything had ever been in my pussy. And after another couple of laborious inches he bottomed out. That's when I felt it. A rush of satisfaction like I'd never felt before. This was what I’d needed all day. Maybe since months and years. My pussy gripped him member in a vice and I shut my eyes in pleasure. And then he started fucking. Out his cock slid, my pussy desperately pulsing to try to stop and milk it. He pulled out until just the head of his cock was inside me. And then he pushed again and I opened my eyes wide. Out again. And in. Thus truly began the first gangbang of my life.

Three of the boys walked around the desk to my face and offered their hard cocks to me. I took a cock in each hand and the boy closest to my face moved forward to put his cock right in front of my lips. I have never been very eager to suck my husband's cock. The idea has never really resonated with me. But here….I don’t know what it was. Was it the lust I felt today? It was it these guys cocks? I don’t know but I wanted to suck on them and suck the manly cream out of them. There was nothing else to be done. I kissed it. I kissed the head of his cock and kissed my way down his shaft. Then I stuck my tongue out and licked his cock all over. All this while I was stroking the hot cocks of the 2 boys. The rest of the boys stood around jacking off. Someone got the courage and reached out and squeezed and grabbed my breasts. Then he leaned forward and started sucking on my nipple. Another boy got the same courage and started sucking on my other breast.

Meanwhile Jake had fallen into a steady rhythm. In and out his cock went, and I could feel myself stretching a little bit more each time. It was getting easier for him fuck me faster. I cannot possibly describe the sensations going through my body. I was in ecstasy. Is this what having a drug felt like? Because I already wanted another hit of this. Jake's fucking was bringing me closer to my orgasm little by little. I was right, it was a cock I needed. Too bad it hadn't been my husband's. But then, I doubt it would have satisfied me anyways.

Jake had picked up pace now and the sounds of our flesh slapping together filled the room and his balls tickled my perineum each time they tapped against it when he thrust. My pussy clung to his long cock like a tight glove and I savoured the delicious friction in between us. I felt myself getting closer and closer to my orgasm.

I was caressing and squeezing the tight butt of the boy who had his cock in my mouth. His frantic breathing let me know that he was just about to cum. I pulled him by the ass against my face and his cock popped deep into my throat, and my chin rubbed his balls. It was simply too much for him and he moaned and spread his legs and started cumming like I had never seen my husband cum before. I could feel the pulsations in his cock travel all the way from his shaft to his head and his cum squirt into my throat. He thrust against my face and tried to go deeper. Finally he pulled out so only the head of his cock was embedded in my mouth and squirted the last of his cum there, filling my mouth. I relished the taste in my mouth. It was delicious and I couldn’t believe it. My husband had never tasted this good. How did this work? I swallowed. Then I took his softening cock into my mouth and licked the remainders of his semen that stuck to him.

If you’d told me that one day I would be laid out naked on a desk in the middle of a classroom, surrounded by young boys with my legs hoisted up in the air and a young thing pumping away at me and boys sucking my breasts and a my mouth full of cum, I’d have told you to go fuck yourself. And yet here I was. It was surreal.

Watching his classmate have his cock sucked by his beautiful English teacher and seeing him cum in my mouth and me swallow it pushed Jake into a right frenzy. He would cum at any moment. And his rapid thrusts had me bursting with pleasure. I screamed with as he pushed me over first and I started to orgasm. It was the strongest orgasm I had ever had. My entire body shuddered and quivered and the boys looked on in awe as the dam inside me burst and a torrent of sexual energy drained at once. I squeezed Jake's cock wildly with my pussy and gripped the table tightly. This was just too much for Jake and he groaned and hugged my legs and pushed his cock deep inside my pulsating pussy and started unloading his thick cum load there.

For a few moments I laid on the table, feeling nothing else but pure satisfaction and contentment. Jake leaned forward and rested on top of me, and I felt our skin slip a little against each other from our sweat and his chest move against me from his heavy breaths. His cock was buried inside me and still pulsating, although slowly now. After a minute that felt a lot longer than that Jake pulled away and got to his feet, and his cock plopped out of my sopping vagina. Dazedly I saw the boys look wide eyed at his thick creamy cum slowly oozing from my gaping, twitching pussy.

“Is that it, Miss Page? For today?” asked someone.

I couldn’t deny, I was completely sated. But I looked around me at the boys still stroking their cocks almost drooling while looking at me. I couldn’t just leave everyone like this. I had started something and as their teacher it was my responsibility to finish it.

“Why, are you boys tired already?” I replied, winking at him. I got off the table and then turned around and bent over it.

“Come on now,” I said, wiggling my butt at them. “Who’s next?”

I didn’t actually get to see who it was, because the boys rushed and pushed among each other and I felt a huge cock, a little smaller than Jake though, penetrate me. The boy didn’t wait around. In one thrust he pushed himself balls deep in me and I felt some of the mixture of my juices and Jake's cum squish out of my pussy and onto the carpet. Hope it wouldn’t stain. Meanwhile some boys climbed onto the table and crammed themselves in front of my face, offering their beautiful cocks to me.

The guy behind me began a violent bout of copulation and held my butt cheeks tightly as his cock slammed inside of me. I took a cock each in my hand and began sucking the one that was dangling directly in front of me. I sucked on the head of his cock at first, then I licked it all over and sucked on his balls. Then back to taking it as deep down my throat as I could. And then it would be time to switch to the next cock and keep the rotation on. The quaking my body was getting from the violent sex was helping me maintain a steady sucking motion.

I wondered which of the four boys would cum first. I didn’t have to think long. The boy I was sucking off groaned and pulled out and aimed his manhood square at my face and shot off like a squirt gun, spewing his thick load on my cheek and my lips. When his balls had emptied I took him into my mouth and sucked him clean with a care only a loving teacher could exhibit. After him it was the guy fucking me who lost control and plunged deep and deposited his manly load inside me. God I loved my life at this point. It felt so good. So so good.

The guys who came were very quickly replaced. The boys in front of me mostly decided to add their cum in the mix dropping down my face and neck. Some decided they wanted me to swallow theirs. I didn’t complain, I was in heaven. As the number of loads in my pussy increased the friction between the succeeding cocks and my pussy decreased a lot. Everything was slipper. Some boys decided to pull out and squirt their cum on my ass. I could feel a thick mixture run down from my pussy to my thighs and down my legs onto the carpet.

Somehow I didn’t really feel tired. I was re-energised. I was alive. I swallowed load after load and took a hard fucking after a hard fucking and still found the strength to fuck back. Something inside me had unlocked, some instinct I had pushed down over the years maybe.

When it was all over and done I was left a cum covered, satisfied and content mess, a crimson tint under the man cream covering my cheeks and a slight dazed smile of happiness. My body was glowing. The boys helped me clean up. I started wiping myself but soon I was surrounded again, and the boys began wiping my body. Someone wet their gym shorts and used that to wipe my legs. In the middle of this some boys just couldn’t help it and kissed me or gave my tits quick sucks or kissed my slight bush. Someone else stuffed the dirty tissues into their own bags to throw outside of the school. The boys showed me great love.

[image: lineBreak]


III
So this is how it all started. Now it was a delightful routine, and I was happy. Did I feel guilty about having such a lustful life outside my marriage? No. The love I have for Louis and the love I have for my students are very different. Louis still pleases me with his tongue and his fingers and he does a great job, and I’m thinking of him when I make love to him. Because I know I’m going to get a real good fucking with my students.
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Ganged Before Her Wedding
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I

I was sitting in a room on the first floor, looking into the mirror and daydreaming. My dad and Julia had just left. I looked beautiful. And I was happy. The wedding dress looked amazing, my hair was beautifully done and even the weather outside was delightful, all sunny and blue skies.

It was the 17th of March, my wedding day, and I was almost giddy from happiness. The venue for the wedding was the beautiful beach that was half an hour's drive away. Nate had picked it out and he had come to me gushing at how pretty it was. Everyone was at a banquet hall and inn and we would leave in a 3 bus convoy.

With one last lingering look I stood up, fixed my dress and walked out of the room. I was just about to walk down the stairs when someone else walked up them. A familiar handsome face.

“Sarah!” said Steve and walked forward and hugged me.

I always did like having Steve hug me. His big muscular arms always made sure you felt them no matter how many layers of cloth lay between you. They always comforted me in a way. There was another big thing that made itself felt whenever he hugged me.

“You look stunning!” he said, moving his eyes up and down my body. “But then you’d find it tough not to, wouldn’t you?”

Always the charmer. I playfully hit him on the shoulder.

“You’re not too homeless looking yourself. Finally bought some clean clothes I see?” I said, smiling at him.

“Well, what could I do? It’s your wedding after all,” he replied. Then he sighed. “Man. How long has it been since we last met?”

“Since I moved out,” I answered. I tried to resist remembering those times.

“Where are the rest of the guys?” I enquired. “Don’t tell me they’re late,” I said, frowning. “We leave soon!”

“They’re here, they’re here. Don’t worry,” he said.

I noticed how good he looked. No…that was an understatement. He looked hot. He looked hotter than I’d ever seen him look. It was sad that this wasn’t a few months ago when we could’ve done something about it.

There were scattered columns of sunlight painting us in their warm glow. He looked radiant and powerful and strong. And I’m sure my wedding dress must have been sparkling. His words broke the brief silence.

“So…Nathan, huh? Is he treating you right?” he asked.

“We’re getting married aren’t we?” I replied.

Steve chuckled.

“Right, of course. How is he…” he tilted his head and gestured.

“At chess?” I prompted, joking.

“…in bed, is what I was going to say,” he finished.

I giggled.

“You can’t be asking about a bride's sex life on her wedding day, what’s wrong with you?” I answered, and hit him on the shoulder again.

“I’m just curious, you know? When you lived with us things were insane…How does he compare?” asked Steve.

“He’s great alright?” I lied.

“Don’t you miss the times you had with us?” Steve pressed again. I bit my lip. I just couldn’t hold it in.

“Actually…” I sighed. “I do miss you guys. Nate is alright but…he will never compare to the way all of you were with me.”

God it felt so good to finally admit it to someone. I’d been holding this in ever since I moved in with Nate and had sex with him. Ever since that night whenever I had been horny I had wanted to be in my old apartment with Steve, Raze and Logan.

“I understand, baby. We miss you too. Hasn’t been the same since you left, really,” said Steve.
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II

I guess at this point I should tell you what my life was like before I moved in with Nathan. See the thing is, when I first came to New York it was my dad who set me up with an apartment. But the landlady turned out to be a right bitch so I had to move out. One day I just happened to be at a diner with Steve in the booth behind me talking to his sister about finding another roommate. My ears perked up and I walked over, introduced myself and asked him about it.

It was a reasonable price and it was just a couple of blocks away from my office. It was a god send and the only catch was that my other roommates would be 3 guys. Well, first impressions said Steve was a charming, funny guy and how different could his company be? If Zooey Deschanel could pull it off so could I, and I agreed to check it out the very next day. Steve helped me move the next weekend and soon I had a nice little room all to myself, sans any bitchy landladies. The guys turned out to be nice, charming men. I was intimidated at first. I was a petite white girl and up till that point in my life I hadn’t had much contact with any black men and now I was roofing with 3 black hulks. They were funny and nice and I was soon comfortable with them.

The turning point in our normal roommate relationship started when I came home late and swung open the living room door to see the three on the couch watching porn. Soon as I stepped in their heads whipped together towards me and Raze fumbled with the remote and managed to get it off the screen. What followed were a string of excuses simultaneously erupting from their mouths. What I gathered was that Logan was clearing out some of his old stuff and had found a porno in there. They obviously were expecting me to be very offended.

Here’s the thing. At first when I began living with the guys I was conscious of the difference in our genders and of being a proper lady around their company. But lately I wanted to feel more…comfortable. I wanted to feel at home and it wasn’t helping that I was a girl. So I decided to be the cool mom. I told them it was fine and they could watch it and…and I asked if I could join them. I figured I’d just laugh it off, I’d seen how ridiculous porn was before. So I changed into comfortable pyjamas and sat down on a bean bag and watched a little white girl get reamed by a monstrous black cock. It was unlike any porn I had ever seen before. I saw pure bliss on the girl's face and I heard it in her moans as the black man reached out and squeezed her breasts while plowing her from the rear. It was different than what I’d expected and I found myself getting aroused. I sneaked looks at the guys and saw them fixated at the screen. And occasionally sneaking looks at me! I suddenly became hyper aware of my hardening nipples that were quickly beginning to jut out through my thin PJ top. Why oh why did I not wear a bra? On screen a friend of the man appeared and began to kiss the woman, who moaned into his mouth from the pumping she was receiving.

Somehow this sudden conversion into a threesome just thickened up the air in the room even further. I was getting more aroused. I had never in my life thought about group sex. And witnessing such an act was…so sexy. I felt my pussy become very increasingly wet. My breaths became heavy. When I sneaked a look at the guys again my eyes noticed the large bulges in their jeans. My cheeks turned red and I stared straight ahead after that. Soon after the girl on screen got on her knees and began to lick the humungous cocks of the two men while they strokes them and aimed them right at her face. I was incredibly turned on at this point. I realised I’d been unconsciously crossing and uncrossing my legs trying to provide some sort of relief to my throbbing hot pussy. When the two on screen shot their thick loads onto the girls face my heart rate shot up and I almost orgasmed just from my arousal. The girl licked them clean and swallowed the remains as the cum oozed down her cheeks and lips and the video ended. I gulped.

“That was so ridiculous!” I said.

“I know right? Porn is just so stupid,” said Steve.

“Yeah so bad, it was funny more than hot to be honest,” agreed Raze and Logan.

We all got up and I hoped none of the guys noticed my knees shake a little as I did. I did a quick walked to my room, locked the door, threw my pajamas off and got on the bed and fingered myself like I hadn’t in years. The images of the black men spit roasting the white girl floated in my head and interspersed with them were the images of the guys' bulges. As I rubbed my clit and got close to my orgasm I didn’t even notice the images that crept up in my head…of me on my knees….Steve, Raze and Logan naked…all around me, their giant cocks pointing right at me….me licking their manhood and sucking on their large balls. I arched my back as I wildly rubbed my clit. My orgasm hit me and I barely managed to hold a scream in as I squirted juices all over the sheets and fell back, trying to madly catch my breath. I didn’t think much of what I had just masturbated to and fell asleep almost immediately.

We carried on normally for a week. Well, I pretended to. I couldn’t stop thinking of the video. And I couldn’t stop imagining glimpses of the guys in very sexual, obscene ways. Then it happened again. I was again in my PJs and sitting in between Logan and Steve and we were watching news on the TV.

“This could not be more boring,” Logan groaned.

He switched between thirty more channels before throwing the remote to Steve in frustration. It was me this time who initiated it. It was so unlike me but…I wanted a repeat. I’d been thinking about the last time since it happened.

“We could just watch another porn vid, if you guys want,” I said, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible about it but feeling my heart rate noticeably shoot up as I said it.

Steve looked like he was mulling it over.

“Sure, that sounds fun. Last time wasn’t too bad. Hold on I’ll choose one and cast it on the TV,” he said.

It couldn’t have just been coincidence that he chose another black guys on white girl video could it? The video was a cheesy story about a woman who didn’t have money to pay her car mechanics so she seduced them. I did find moments to joke about it and the guys joined in but everyone fell silent quickly after the action began. The girl was now nude and on her knees sucking cock after cock. I began to feel aroused and I suddenly became aware of the physical contact between me and the guys on either side of me. I was thankfully wearing a bra this time and no nipple outlines were on display. I sneaked a look at Steve's pants and saw a large noticeable bulge there. The same with Logan. Raze sat on the beanbag and he tried to sneakily adjust his uncomfortable boner. The next half hour passed by in thick, hot silence and again I rushed to my room and had an exquisite orgasm.

After Raze brought in a rented porno the next week again, this quickly developed into a weekly tradition. We’d get together and we even had popcorn and we watched a porno, 4 aroused bodies in close proximity. Then one day while watching it the whole dynamic between us shifted when Steve said:

“This is too hot. I gotta jerk off. Sarah dyou mind going into your room?” For a moment I looked at him surprised while a look of regret crept over his face. Then I did something I hadn’t even thought I’d ever do. I disagreed and said we could all do it right there. After all we were so comfortable with one another. Raze and Logan seemed hesitant.

“Are you sure?” Steve asked.

“Yeah or course,” said I, who wasn’t sure. “I can be one of the guys.”

Steve looked at Raze and Logan and shrugged. He lifted his butt off the couch and then slowly slid his pants off. I tried to look at the white girl getting gangbanged on screen but I couldn’t help looking at him. As the pants cleared it, out popped his big black cock. As large as the one on screen. My eyes were wide looking at him. I caught his eyes and looked away hastily as he smiled. Logan, right beside me and Raze, on the beanbag, did the same and they both had almost identical cocks. Wide and long with big balls. I couldn’t believe my eyes as they began to stroke it while looking at the screen. I was nervous about getting naked in front of them. I stared straight ahead trying to ignore the beautiful acts happening on either side.

After a while it became too much. The girl was now in the arms of one giant while another prepared to penetrate her ass and in her hands she stroked a cock each. I tried to be discreet and slowly pulled my pajamas down to about 3/4th of the length of my thighs. The guys didn’t let this go unnoticed and sneaked looks at my fingers going to my crotch. I had a full hairy bush and I blushed knowing 3 black guys were seeing my pussy. The embarrassment was too much and I had to shut my eyes as I touched myself. My pussy was soaking wet. As my finger made contact with my clit I shuddered as a current ran through my whole body. I could feel the hungry eyes of the guys digging into my body.

I began to slowly touch myself imagining that it was the guys who were standing all around me with their big black beautiful cocks aimed at my face. I let out a soft moan as I pictured it. Without thinking I pulled my shirt up and put my hand up my bra and played with my nipples, as I always did whenever I masturbated. I opened my guys and now none of the guys were looking at the screen. All three pairs of handsome dark eyes were on me, burning with lust. On screen the white girl was on her knees surrounded by all the black men.

Suddenly I felt Steve's touch on my arm. I looked at him, dazed with arousal. His face was full of raw lust. He held my arm and brought my hand to his huge cock, never once breaking his eye contact with me. As I touched it my hand closed around it. Well not really. His girth didn't let my fingers reach all the way around him. Then he leaned forward and began to kiss me.

And that's how it began. It wasn't long before Logan and Raze joined in on the action. Not one of us noticed when the video ended. I was on the couch naked with Steve and Logan sucking on my pink nipples, while Raze knelt before me with my pale thighs on his shoulders, licking my pussy as if my juices were an elixir. Then I was on my knees like those little white girls in the videos, and my arms were around their big strong thighs and they were standing so close to me that their cocks kept brushing against my nose or my ears or my forehead. I sucked their cocks so lovingly. I kissed their balls and I tried to take them as deep as I could. Then Steve sat on the couch and held his cock straight as I placed myself on top of it very slowly. It's large bulbous head penetrated me and I moaned like I had never moaned before and inch after inch of his delicious black meat slid into my wet, willing pussy. Raze and Logan stood on either side and I stroked their cocks and sucked them off. The guys rotated in this position until all of them had fucked me and then I was flipped and I had my breasts sucked as well.

Then I was placed on the carpet again and I got on my knees and stuck my tongue out awaiting my delicious creamy prize. The guys stroked and stroked and I licked their balls to encourage them. It was Logan who shot off first and missed, and hit my neck and only some of my cheek. But he rubbed his cock clean on my face to compensate. Raze came next and his cum landed square on my tongue with the first squirt and then he squirted it on my cheeks and my nose. Steve was still stroking and I began to give him a blowjob to make him cum. After a minute he unloaded a hot thick load right into my mouth that made my cheeks swell before I could swallow it.

In a couple of months our relationship had changed completely. It was almost polyamorous and I was like a wife to the three men except there were no romantic feelings involved. I barely wore any clothes at home and the guys used me whenever they wanted. I'd be cooking them a dinner when Logan would come up behind me and squeeze my ass and I'd turn my head around and kiss him as he'd rub his cock on my pussy and slowly begin to fuck me and proceed to cum deep inside me. When I felt naughty in the morning and someone had slept in I would get on their bed and wake them up by sitting on their face. Sometimes when I came home late and tired from the office I'd lie down on the couch and have whoever else was in the apartment lick my sweaty pussy until I came in their face. I left the door unlocked while showering in the morning so if someone had to shower and the other one was occupied they could just climb in with me. And those showers always had a happy ending. We still carried on the porno night tradition but now we'd all start off naked and I'd sit in one of their laps and watch it and then switch and sit on someone else's lap, grinding on them and making them hard as a rock. We'd try out the exact same positions that we'd see in the videos and the satisfaction I'd feel when it was over and done was soul-sating.

Meanwhile I met Nathan at college and we began dating. He was a bit surprised when he learnt I had three men as roommates but I convinced him he had nothing to fear and that the guys were absolute gentlemen. Nathan and I progressed slowly and soon Nathan wanted me to move in with him. I didn't want to but Nathan was a really good guy and I did love him. But life with the guys was so amazing. And I was always satisfied. That night I got home and fucked the guys until I was sore.

The guys were sad to learn that I was going to move out. Nevertheless they stayed true to their nature and helped me move to Nate's place without any complaints. We were just like four normal friends. The day before though had consisted of a day long farewell gangbang session. I had been double penetrated, passed around and bukkake'd and we all ravished our last moments of the heaven we had built for ourselves.
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III

"Looking at you in that beautiful dress has got me going. Feel me," said Steve and he gently took my hand and placed it over his cock while looking into my eyes.

I didn't resist. Under that soft fabric I felt his giant manhood. It was so familiar to me by now. I knew it could grow much harder than it was right then. I squeezed it and felt it reacting. I missed it so much. Nate was a really good man. But his cock was barely half the size and no matter what he did there was no way he could ever compare to Steve or Logan or Raze.

Steve put his arms around my waist and pulled him against me, squashing his erect cock between us. I felt its heat radiating through the layers between us. Then he bent down and kissed me. I kissed back. I missed him so much. Our tongues played together like they had all those times we had been together. Then I pulled away.

"I can't. Someone might see us," I whispered.

Steve held my hand.

"Come," he said.

I followed. He led me up the stairs and down the corridor, which was mostly empty. We stood facing the wooden door of room 034. He knocked. The door opened and he led me in.

Raze and Logan stood inside, dressed smartly.

"Oh my God guys!" I squealed as I rushed to hug them, my veil bouncing around.

"It's so good to see you again Sarah," said Logan, hugging me tightly and deeply kissing me as his hands found my ass and grabbed it.

"You look so stunning," said Raze as he hugged me and kissed me hard as well.

"You both look so amazing!" I squealed.

"We thought we wouldn't catch you alone at all. Well done, Steve!" said Logan.

"Let's show Sarah how much we missed her, guys," said Steve.

Before I could say anything all three of them unzipped and whipped out their hard cocks. After they had I just looked at them in awe.

"Look, after you get married this will stop forever. So be with us just once more, for old times' sake," said Steve.

My mind was racing. I'd be cheating on Nate. It was my wedding day. But my eyes were fixating on their cocks and my pussy was burning and needed to be quenched. My body made the decision for me. I nodded and slowly got to my knees as they got close to me and crowded around me.

Three black angry cocks hovered right above my face. I got to work. I held Raze and Logan's cocks in each hand and begun to stroke them. I missed the feeling of these large meaty cocks in my palm so much. Steve's cock aimed at me directly and I leaned forward, stuck my tongue out and licked his head. Then I used my face to prop it up and licked it from his balls to the head of his cock and then back, and kissed and sucked on his massive balls. Each of his balls filled my mouth whereas Nate had a small tight sack I could barely kiss. I opened my mouth wide and took the head of his cock in my mouth. I started sucking on it greedily and soon I was blowing him like a mad woman. I had missed everything about it. I had missed the taste, the feel, the feeling of having my mouth be filled..

I switched to Logan and moved my hand to my breasts, pulling my dress down to expose them so I could play with them. Logan leaned and started squeezing my other breast as I began sucking his long delicious cock. He got the same treatment as Steve, and I tried to give him a good fuck with my mouth, attempting to take him as deep as I could. But all three of the guys were really well hung so it was almost an impossible task and I would always bottom out at a little bit ahead of half point. I could gobble up Nathan's cock easily in one go though. Something that he loved and that I secretly disliked.

I kissed Logan's large balls and began stroking him while I turned to suck Raze off. He was now dripping precum watching the rest get sucked off by me and I smiled up at him as I stuck my tongue out and licked the slit on his cock, and pulled away, letting his precum trail between my tongue and his cock. Then I licked it clean and began to lick his cock up and down from the head to his balls. I took each ball in my mouth and sucked on it like a lollipop before popping it out and going back to sucking him. I could taste him leaking precum into my mouth and I was sucking it hungrily out of his cock.

After a few minutes of sucking him I pulled away and kissed his balls.

"We don't have a lot of time okay guys? They're gonna start to wonder where I am, and we've go to leave soon," I said.

"Let us give you your wedding present first, baby," said Logan as he lifted me up in his strong arms and laid me flat on the soft bed.

Logan and Raze quickly took place beside me and leaned to start sucking on my breasts. Meanwhile Steve had taken his place between my legs which held open. He pulled my dress up and began to kiss his way up my stocking clad calves, my thighs and began kissing his way to my pussy. He kissed all around my garter belt and the kissed the bare skin of my inner thighs, making me shudder. Logan and Raze were squeezing my breasts and sucking on them and occasionally twisting my nipples and I had my hands in their hair. Steve pulled my thong aside and planted a wet kiss on my now sopping wet pussy. Then he moved up and kissed my clit.

"First time I've seen your pussy bare," he said.

"It's my wedding day, what do you expect?" I moaned.

Logan moved up and gave me a deep kiss at the same time that Steve pressed his tongue on my pussy and began to lick it. I moaned into Logan's mouth and clenched the sheets in my hands. Steve held my pussy lips between his lips and began to gently pull on them and slightly nibble on them with his lips. My nipples were fully hard now and I was in heaven. Two mouths on my breasts and a mouth on my pussy. All that I'd ever need. I forgot where I was and what day it was and all thought of Nathan. I was back in my bed in my apartment and the guys and I were having a perfect Sunday afternoon.

Raze left my breast and kissed my shoulder and my neck and my cheek and began to kiss me, our tongues dancing together. Steve was focusing his attention on my clit and expertly licking it, making me shudder again and again from intense pleasure. Suddenly a thought struck me.

"Please tell me you guys brought a make up kit," I said.

"You think we'd forget all those pre-work sessions? Of course we did!" said Logan. "It's in the bathroom."

"Oh thank GooOOOO-" I moaned and trailed off. Steve had just pushed two of his fingers deep into my pussy and was beginning a slow fingering which I knew would very quickly turn into a fast pumping. He knew all the buttons to push on me.

He began to stimulate my G-spot and immediately my pussy gushed with my juices and my entire body clenched in extreme pleasure. While fingering me he laid his tongue on the hood of my clit and began his oral ministration, sending me flying into heaven. I lost all thought and fell into a deep pool of ecstasy. He was slowly increasing the pace of his fingering and soon the slight squishing noises his fingers were making turned into the slapping sounds of his hand hitting my pussy and the wet splashing sound of my juices splattering out of my pussy from his increasingly violent fingering. I felt an orgasm quickly begin to bubble up inside of me. I closed my thighs around his head and held it in a vice like grip as his fingering increased and his licking kept on. Suddenly he intensely began stimulating my G-spot. The sensation coupled with the pleasure I was receiving from Raze and Logan's work on my breasts was just too much to handle and that was it. I screamed as my orgasm hit me. A carnal scream of nothing but raw pleasure. Steve knew the signs and he dodged the violent squirt of juice my pussy produced as my entire body shuddered and my face contorted in ecstasy. I tried to catch my breath. The guys all let me have a few moments as my breasts heaved up and down with my heavy breaths.

"Still remember which buttons to push huh?" I said in between laboured breaths.

"We could never forget, Sarah," said Raze.

"Congratulations on the wedding!" said Logan and we all laughed.

"My turn now," I said, smiling devilishly at them. "So in which way do you want this young bride, huh guys?" I asked, turning around and wiggling my ass at them playfully. All of froze.

"Sarah?" I heard a faint voice calling out. It was definitely Nathan's.

"They're searching for me...we have to hurry up," I said urgently.

"Shit. I was hoping we'd have more time together," said Steve.

"Trust me. So did I," I said with a tinge of genuine disappointment in my voice.

Raze laid down on the bed and I straddled him and hovered my pussy right above his angry cock. Then I slowly descended. I couldn't help but moan as his big cockhead pushed my pussy lips apart and penetrated me. I hadn't been penetrated like this ever since that farewell gangbang at my old apartment. Raze leaned his head forward and began to suckle on my breasts and Steve walked beside me and offered me his delicious cock which I immediately nestled in my mouth and began to suck. Then I felt Logan's fingers rub a cold gel on my asshole. He was lubing me up. I moaned into Steve's cock as I felt him slip a finger into my asshole. I love having my asshole played with. Raze began to slowly thrust inside of me.

“Yo Raze can’t you wait until I’m in at least?” Logan complained.

“We don’t have much time, jackass,” he replied.

“There’s always time for lube,” I commented.

Logan slipped another finger inside my asshole and began thrusting it in and out slowly, trying to stretch me out. Then he withdrew his fingers. A few seconds later I felt the tip of his cock graze my asshole. I moaned into Steve's cock again as he pressed the head against my asshole and pushed, making it pop inside. Then he began to push it in inch by inch. I was already full of a gigantic cock and another was pushing its way up my ass, and they were stretching me out like a rubber band. I felt Logan bottom out inside me as his balls grazed the skin between my asshole and pussy. Then he slowly began to thrust.

The guys had double penetrated me before and it always felt like pure ecstasy. The feeling of being so...full...is indescribable. Steve was stroking my hair as I sucked his cock. I pulled away and licked his heavy balls as Logan and Raze began to thrust rhythmically and developed a co ordinated movement. The friction between their cocks and the walls of my orifices gave me incredible pleasure and I began moaning, my voice being muffled by Steve's huge cock. A good thing too, since my voice would have most definitely carried over outside of the room. And with people outside searching for me, that wasn't a very good idea.

Logan and Raze increased their pace. Soon they were slamming into me and I was positively screaming with raw pleasure. After a few minutes Steve decided it was his time to get a piece of me too. I balanced myself on my arms as Raze pulled out of me and slipped out from under me, swapping positions with Steve. Steve lined his massive cock up with my sopping wet, glistening opening and pushed in. I smiled at Raze as he began to rub his cock, soaking wet from my juices, all over my face, ruining my makeup. He'd always liked to do that. Whenever I used to fuck the guys after coming home from work it was him who ruined my makeup with his cock. I began to suck him as Steve bottomed out inside me. He too began to suck on my nipples.

The fucking resumed and my entire body quaked with the force with which I was being fucked in the ass and pussy. My wedding dress was still bunched up at my waist. Logan slapped my pale ass and I felt the warmth where I was sure a crimson handprint must have been quickly forming. God I love being spanked. As the fucking continued I felt my orgasm begin to approach. I began to moan continuously with the pleasure I was receiving from the DP and having my tits sucked on by Steve. They must have sensed my heightened arousal because they redoubled their efforts and began to pump into me mercilessly. Logan slapped my ass again and Steve wrapped his arms around me and hugged me hard as he slammed his cock hard inside me. It pushed me over the edge. My entire body froze and began to quake as a powerful orgasm ripped me apart. I just squealed and mewed into Steve's shoulder like a little girl, twitching from the currents swirling through my body.

"It's time for your feeding, baby," Steve said.

"Bet you haven't been fed properly since you moved in with the white guy, right?" Said Logan.

"No I haven't," I replied. Nate could never cum as much as these guys did. I had even tried to have him abstain for a week so I could have a good load in my mouth the next time I sucked him off but it just didn't work. It was never like that with these guys though.

Logan pulled away and his cock exited my ass with a loud pop. I kissed Steve and he kissed me back passionately for a while and then I got off his cock. Now I sat on the bed, my wedding dress spread around me. The guys stood all around me. We had been in this situation so many times before and each time it was just as hot as the time before. They began to stroke their hard cocks. Then they rubbed all of their cocks on my face at once, covering me with their delicious man meat. I stuck my tongue out trying to catch a taste of their manhood wherever I could and I breathed in deeply. The smell of my pussy and their manliness combined was a heady mixture.

I began to suck on each of their cocks one by one, grabbing their asses and massaging them and rubbing their assholes to encourage them. It didn't take very long before I was rewarded. It was Logan who held my head and turned it towards his cock. I quickly enveloped his cock with my mouth and took him deep, almost gagging. He groaned and held my head steady and I felt the waves of pulsation travel through his cock as it began to spew a hot creamy load directly into my throat. I took the first two or three spurts down my throat and I pulled away a bit so I could feel the rest of it in my mouth. Even now he came so much that some of it threatened to leak from my lips. I could only enjoy the taste of his semen for a little while before I had to swallow it. I held his cock and licked it clean and sucked the remaining cum out of it. Then I kissed his balls as he backed away and sat on the bed, drained.

Then it was Raze who lost control. He pushed the head of his cock into my mouth and deposited his load right there, letting me taste and savour all of it. I swallowed hungrily. Somehow all the cum in the world never made me feel full. After I'd cleaned him up and kissed his balls as well it was just Steve and I and I grabbed his ass and began giving him a passionate blowjob. He held my head and shut his eyes and savoured every second of it. I licked his balls and I licked his shaft and I sucked out every drop of precum that he had to give. I put him into my mouth and tried to take him down my throat as far as I could. That was where he came. His powerful cock began to pulsate as it deposited a giant load of cum right in my throat. In He pulled out a bit and deposited some of his tasty cum on my tongue which I swirled around and relished before drinking. Finally I fell back on the bed, drained, my white dress spread around me, crumpled.
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IV
"Where have you been? We've all been searching for you!" Said Nathan when he saw me.
"I'm sorry baby I was in the top floor washroom for a while, it was urgent," I said, trying to put forward my best puppy eyes.
"Your makeup is different," he observed.
"Yeah, I decided to go for a more minimal look, you know?" I lied.
It was a beautiful evening. The clouds that framed the setting sun had took on its orange glow on the horizon, reflected on the waves whose constant roar filled the air. In the sand on the makeshift altar stood Nathan and I, in front of the seated audience.
"Do you, Nathan Schmidt, take this woman, Sarah Anderson, to be your wife?" Asked the priest.
"I do," said Nathan.
"And do you, Sarah Anderson, take this man, Nathan Schmidt, to be your husband?" I looked at the three black men sitting in the back, and I felt myself tearing up. I forced myself to smile.
"I do," I said.
"You may now kiss the bride," said the priest.
Nate kissed me. And all I wanted was to be back in my old apartment.
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Ganged Inside The Crowded Bus
[image: Vara Damon]



Standing there in the hot sun on the side of the road carrying my shopping bags, I was regretting the decision to go shopping now. My mother had warned me of this, but I just couldn't help it! It had been ages since I went and shopped, what with the 12th standard exams that had been going on for the past month and a half. I needed a day by myself. The hot wind felt like it would burn the skin off my arms and legs.
It had been ten minutes since I'd been standing there and all of my body was covered with a fine sheen of sweat. Why couldn't the damn buses ever be on schedule? And God damn the driver and the broken down car for stranding me here. If I’d known I wasn’t going to have a ride back I would’ve worn something more weather appropriate and modest than my sleeveless light pink dress. It barely covered half my thighs. Sigh.
And round the corner the bus came! My joy at its appearance was short lived as it creaked to a halt in front of me and I saw how packed with bodies it was. There was no way I was going to take it. I had barely ever travelled on one before, and never alone. I stood still for a moment or two as the few people around me got on and I observed their struggle as they pushed themselves inside. I was horrified. But I had waited so long and the five missed calls on my phone my mum had left me made it clear that I had to get home as soon as possible.
And so I made the decision. I reached out, trying to manage my shopping bags in my hands as I grabbed the handles and stepped on the platform. The bus was mainly full of guys and they jostled to make way as I pushed myself inside. As I made my way through to get into the middle of the crowd I felt hands on my ass and my thighs and a few hands even caught my breasts. But I told myself these were accidents. It was a crowded bus, after all, these things had to happen. No use assuming stuff unnecessarily. I finally found myself standing beside a man on the seat engrossed in his newspaper. He was a guy in his thirties, fair skinned and bespectacled in a cute way.
The shopping bags were making everything much harder than it needed to be. I had bags in both hands so I couldn't raise an arm to hold on to the rail above or grab a seat for support so I just tried to hold my balance as much as I could.
It soon became clear how much of a futile exercise it was. The bus kept making stops, suddenly speeding up or abruptly jerking to a halt in traffic, and I was like a rag doll in between the sea of men. Sometimes I'd get pushed into the back of the man in front of me, squashing my breasts against his back, and sometimes I'd get pushed into the man behind me, pushing my ass against him. I felt flushed and I just hoped the ride would be over soon. My height wasn't helping, I was barely 5'3'', lost and unseen in the sea of men around me. I was regretting my choice of wardrobe even more now that my body was being rubbed and squashed against men all around me. This wasn't a good situation to be in for someone like me.
The bus went over a pothole and I fell to the side, and almost collapsed on the man reading the newspaper. The seat was low and I basically squeezed my ass on his shoulder as I fell. As I collected myself and got back up again it became even worse. I swear I felt him turn his head so that his face rubbed against my ass! I apologized to him profusely while stammering while he smiled genially at me and told me it wasn't a big deal. After that though I noticed he was way less focused on the newspaper and way more focused on my thighs beside him.
I suddenly heard traces of a familiar sound. I realized my phone had been ringing! I fumbled through the bags in my hands to produce my purse and god knows how I took my phone out and picked it up, squeezing it in between my shoulder and cheek.
It was mum, and she sounded pissed.
"Disha, where are you?"
"It's really noisy in here mom, you need to speak up!" I shouted into the phone. I could barely hear her over the noise of the bus and the crowd.
"How long until you get home?"
"I’m in the bus mom, can't talk right now. I'll be about fifteen minutes I guess. It's the longer route but there were no other buses," I said.
"You sure you'll be alright?" she asked.
"Yeah mom I'm fi- ahh!"
I shrieked as the bus suddenly swerved and I was thrown back into the man behind me. He was very dark skinned but still sort of handsome in a very rugged way. Again my ass made contact with his groin and this time I felt something hard pushing back. He grabbed me with one hand cupping my ass as he performed what I could only assume was a stage play where he pretended he was steadying me while really trying his best to acquaint himself with my cloth covered ass to his best extent.
"Yeah mom I'm fi- ohh!"
This time I was cut off by the gasp that I gave out when I felt him squeeze my ass. He'd dropped the pretense now and his hand was grabbing my ass and squeezing it.
"I'll... be alright... see you when I'm home okay?" I stammered out and shoved my phone into my purse, while trying to think of how to react to being molested by this man publicly.
My mind was racing. What do I do? Make a scene in this crowded bus? Did I want to draw attention to what was happening? The man was cupping and squeezing my ass and moving his hands down to caress my thighs. As shameful as it felt, I had to admit to myself that I was getting aroused. I hadn't been touched like that in half an year since I broke up with my last boyfriend, and the thrill of being touched like this in a public place was getting to me. I decided to let him get his way. How far could he go surrounded by people after all? And I was enjoying it too, although there was no way I was going to let that fact become public.
I looked down and saw that the man reading the newspaper was looking directly at my ass and seeing what was happening. Busted! When he saw me looking at him he winked. Then he reached out and began caressing my thighs. I bit my lip. This was getting out of hand. And yet... my arousal was only increasing. What was wrong with me?
The man beside me decided he had had enough of my ass and so he pushed himself forward against me. Through my dress my ass pressed against his bulge which made my eyes go wide. From what I could feel, his cock was enormous! Bigger than any I had ever seen. Very slightly he began to grind it into my ass, and he put his hands around me and grabbed my breasts instead. He began to squeeze and rub my breasts. And then he moved his mouth close to my ear and whispered to me.
"I've always wanted to know what a high class girl like you would smell like," he whispered. His voice was deep and clear and made me shiver. I felt him nuzzle my neck and take a deep whiff.
"Your sweat is almost suffocating your perfume, miss," he whispered as his grinding continued and I stood there, eyes closed, feeling his hands squeeze my boobs and gasping as he pinched a nipple from over the cloth.
Meanwhile the newspaper man's hands had been travelling all along the length of my pale legs, from my calves to my inner thighs, making me shiver and clench. I had never felt anything like this before. The forbidden nature of all of it was making my pussy wet, much to my own shock.
I guess it was the way these guys were treating me. Almost reverently. Maybe they never had the chance to get their way with a rich upper class fair skinned girl like me and maybe they never would again. The thought turned me on even more and I felt my nipples getting hard, which didn't go unnoticed by the man squeezing my breasts.
"You're liking this, aren't you?" He whispered into my ear. "All you upper class sluts always need the touch of a real man."
I would've slapped him if I wasn't so incredibly turned on. God damn it.
"Bet you've never even seen a cock this big, have you?"
He ground his crotch into my ass, and instinctively I pushed back and ground back against him. Seeing me respond to his brazenness encouraged the newspaper man and I barely held a moan in as I felt him touch my panties. I was getting touched everywhere now and to my own surprise I was loving every bit of it. I felt the newspaper man pull my panties aside and begin to rub my bare, soaking wet pussy. I looked down at his lust filled face, my own face flushed and red and my expression betraying my ecstasy. He took his fingers off and tasted my juices on them. Then he went back for more. He pushed his fingers deep inside me, making me gasp again and clench my thighs together, sandwiching his hand. He wiggled his fingers in there, making me shudder. And then he took them out and put them into his mouth again, tasting me. He shut his eyes and swallowed the remnants.
The bus suddenly braked and I was pushed against the man in front of me. My breasts which were still covered by probing hands were pushed into the back of the man and he, wondering what he felt right then, turned his face back. I then witnessed multiple emotions flashing across his face. First surprise followed by wonder, then indecision and finally pure lust.
The man behind me decided to step it up a notch and unzipped and fished out his large, hard cock while the new participant to this game managed to discreetly turn around so that he was facing me. Now only the person on my left had his back to us, no idea what he was missing out on. I didn't get to feel the now exposed cock until the man behind me grabbed me by the hips and pulled my ass against him. His cock was sandwiched by my ass cheeks and it was radiating heat right into me. Somehow feeling that monster cock right against my ass, separated by just the thin layer of cloth that was my dress turned a switch inside me. I needed it inside me. I needed to feel that giant cock and I desperately ground my ass against him. He took his hands away from my breasts and for a moment the absence was missed by me before his hands were replaced by the man who had just turned around and joined the festivities. The man behind me moved his hands to the bags I was still somehow clinging on to and took them from me and placed them on the ground.
I soon found out why as his hands found my hand and led it to his cock. And so I had the first delicious feel of his cock in my hand. It was warm and throbbing and alive and holding it instantly made my mouth water. Well I say I was holding it but 'I was trying to' would be a better description because there was no way my fingers were going all round the thick girthy hunk of meat that was his cock.
The man on the seat had now lifted my dress up on his side exposing my hips and now was sending currents of electricity where he was licking my thigh. He then started pulling my panties down and I shimmied to help him drag it down my legs. He dragged them down to my mid-thigh region and then they just plopped to the ground and I stepped out of them. He reached down and picked them up and sniffed them deeply, and I saw a smile of contentment on his face before he winked at me and stuffed them into his pockets.
He then grabbed my leg, confusing me for a moment before I realized what he was doing as he lifted it up onto his seat. Then he leaned in low under my leg up on the seat and came eye to eye with my exposed, hairy, sopping wet pussy. I couldn't bear to have a man, a stranger nonetheless, look at my most intimate girlie bits and I shut my eyes in embarrassment and excitement, all mixed together in a heady lusty mixture. As I did this I felt his tongue on my pussy. I moaned before I could stop myself but no one else could hear it because instantly the man in front of me had held my chin and pulled me into a deep kiss.
His tongue darted into my mouth and began playing with mine, licking on it and sucking on it and then licking my lips. It was the most erotic kiss I had ever experienced. None of my boyfriends I had ever had could ever compare. As we kissed, he pulled my free hand to his crotch and made me hold his cock from over his jeans, which I gladly did. He was big. Not as big as the monster I was stroking in my other hand but big nonetheless, bigger than all my ex-boyfriends.
Newspaper guy was getting into it and licking my pussy like an expert. I was constantly moaning into the mouth of the guy I was kissing. Thank god no one heard my pleasure over the sounds of the bus and the crowd. I felt the newspaper guy stopping licking me and then lean forward and rub his whole face in my pussy. I was so turned on right then that I felt like I would faint. He got back to licking my pussy and sucking my juices out and cleaning me. I could feel my pubic hair were now soaked with his saliva and my own juices. He flicked my clit with his tongue and I felt my orgasm immediately begin to build. I was getting restless and my breaths were heavy as if I had been sprinting. The man continued his oral assault on my pussy, and he sucked on my pussy lips and gently held them between his lips and nibbled on them. Then he pulled away, much to my despair. I broke from the kiss and looked at him in anguish. But not for long because next he jammed two of his fingers right up my wet pussy and began licking my clit. He began to relentlessly finger my pussy while sucking on my clit. The pleasure was too much to bear. I freed my hand of the cock of the man behind me and grabbed my oral pleaser's head and began thrusting my pussy on it and trying to grind my pussy as much as I could on his face while pulling his head against my groin. My orgasm built and built and then it hit me. My whole body clenched and shuddered and I immediately pulled the man in front of me into another deep kiss as I began squealing into his mouth from pleasure.
This was the first orgasm I had ever been given from a man. None of my ex-boyfriends had ever succeeded. The only reason I even knew what it felt like was because of my plentiful and long masturbation sessions. This was also the strongest orgasms I had ever had. I had never thought there could be so much pleasure involved in the act of sex.
The man on the seat was now gently cleaning the gush of juice that my orgasm had produced, his tongue on my pussy making me twitch and shudder. His tongue moved from my pussy to my thighs and down my leg until he was kissing and licking my calf. Then he went further and took my shoe off and dropped it to the floor and lifted my leg further and began to kiss my foot all over. I would've found it digusting, this man kissing my foot on a day like this if, again, I wasn't so turned on by it. I had no idea my feet were evidently an erogenous zone for me. I shut my eyes and just enjoyed the sensation.
Now that my pussy was free and exposed again the man behind me decided to give me what I'd wanted since I felt his manhood. He pushed his cock forward and it went right in between my thighs, rubbing deliciously along my pussy until I peered down and saw the pink head emerge from in between my dark bush. He held me steady by my waist and slowly began thrusting forward and backwards. I could feel my pussy secrete its juices right on his cock, making it slippery and wet and decreasing the friction between my pussy and it. Right as I really began to enjoy it he stopped, and then held his cock and directed it so that the head would line up upwards against my pussy. He lifted me up slightly so I had to get on my tip-toes and then he dropped me right on top of his cock, pushing it into my pussy. I had never had something so large enter me. My face must've looked ridiculous and contorted as I scrunched trying my best not to scream out loud in immense pleasure as it entered and stretched my pussy beyond anything ever had.
He began to push and retreat slowly, thrusting in and out as my pussy wildly clenched around his cock. Meanwhile the man in front of me pulled my dress down and then pulled my bra aside exposing my milky white breasts, which felt cool on being exposed to the atmosphere after hours of being stifled in the sweaty bra, staring hungrily at them and squeezing my bare skin. Then he leaned down and took my nipple into his mouth and began sucking on it like a greedy baby as I grabbed his hair and held him close. The man behind me was increasing his pace now and my entire body was being thrust back and forward by his motion. It's a miracle no one else on the bus had noticed.
I began to be fucked hard and I was gasping with every thrust. Soon enough the man began to slam his cock inside me, hitting my cervix with every thrust. I was being assaulted with sinful pleasure on all three fronts. The man in front of me was playing with my breasts and teasing me and licking my sweaty breasts. He twisted my nipples and tweaked them and went up and kissed me again and again, making me taste my own salty sweat on his tongue. At the same time I was having my leg worshipped by the man on my seat, who seemingly just couldn't get enough. I felt a second orgasm start to build up inside of me, as I thrust my ass back at the big cock penetrating me.
The man on the seat unzipped now as well, and so did the man in front of me, the golden zipper on his blue jeans parting to reveal his manhood. The seated man positioned my foot over his cock and began to rub my foot on it, and I could see that he was getting extreme pleasure from it. It showed on his face. The man in front of me took my hands and brought them to his cock and I began to earnestly stroke him, enjoying the feel of his warm manhood. I played with his large, hairy balls and pulled his foreskin as far back as it could go, before tickling the head of his cock with my fingers.
The man behind me must have been getting close to edging over, because he increased the pace of his fucking, becoming more frantic by the second. I could feel his cock engorge even more. He then grabbed my chin and turned my head back towards him and kissed me deeply. He put his arms around me, holding tightly onto my breasts as he slammed into me and began to cum. I could feel his massive cock pulsate inside me. It was a feeling I had never imagined I would ever get to know or feel and it felt absolutely fucking amazing. I felt his thick cum squirt inside of me, its warmth spreading through me despite the heat of the day around me already. He stayed inside me, kissing me at the same time, as his cock slowly twitched and spurted the remnants of his cum inside me, slowly softening.
Women. If you haven't felt what I felt that day in the middle of that bus, you don't know what true pleasure is. A man worshipping my feet, another man worshipping my breasts, and a giant cock inside of me. That's what heaven is.
The man pulled back, and his cock popped out of me with a wet plop, which I felt more than I heard. He had deposited a load inside of me which I didn't even think was possible for a man. It immediately began to ooze out of pussy and down my thighs. I broke away from our sensual kiss, scooped it up on my fingers and brought it to my mouth and sucked it clean. Mmmm. Delicious. I'm honestly not lying.
I felt the man in front of me grab me and turn me around so now I was facing my big cocked temporary husband. It was his turn now to lean down and begin his feasting on my breasts. Meanwhile Mr blue jeans was having his fill of my bubble butt. He spread my ass cheeks and rubbed his cock on my asshole, he squeezed the cheeks and even went so far as to slap them as hard as he could without making a distinct slapping noise that would turn heads. Soon after he decided he had had enough and that it was time for his cock to extract more pleasure from my body, and so he gently made me lean a bit forward as he too lined his cock up with my pussy and pushed in. His cock didn't have to be eased inside like Mr Big Cock. I was already sloppy wet from cum and his cock slipped right in, balls deep. He began to thrust in and out.
Turning me around had disturbed the playtime of newspaper guy but he didn't miss a beat. He now had access to the other leg which he had been missing out on all this while. When he grabbed my leg to pull it up onto his lap I just looked at him and giggled. He pulled my shoe off and put it down onto the floor next to my other shoe. This time it was I who put my foot onto his cock and began stroking it, and fondling his balls with my toes. Meanwhile he leaned forward and began kissing and licking my thigh. I was really growing fond of this fellow. He made me feel like a goddess.
Mr blue jeans was trying his best to take his time. Many times I felt him begin to pick up pace and then almost freeze mid-thrust. No doubt he was trying to hold off from cumming too fast and withdrawing from this prime piece of ass he'd got his hands on. I'd seen many of my ex-boyfriends do the same thing. All of them, actually. He brought his hand around my hips and began to rub my wet clit along with fucking me. No guy had ever done that with me. It sent a shock of current throughout my body and I felt my orgasm begin to build up again.
Big cock guy was kissing my chest now and kissing his way all over my body. He kissed my neck and my cheeks and my chin and my nose and gave me a deep French kiss, sucking on my tongue wildly. The guy fucking me began to pick up pace again and this time he didn't pause. His rubbing of my clit too increased in intensity and soon it reached a point where my knees went weak and I tightly clamped my legs shut, pressing his fingers in between my thighs, the pleasure just way too much to bear. My orgasm rapidly approached but before it could the man slammed into my pussy and held me tightly pressed against him as he emptied his hairy balls inside me. I relaxed my legs and caught my breaths as a second load was quickly added into my pussy. God what a slut I was.
He pulled me to him and turned my face to him and kissed me deeply as well as he ran his hands all along my body. His cock spewed whatever remaining cum it had left inside my pussy and slowly softened, and then slipped out. When I broke away from the kiss he had on his face the most content look I had ever seen on a man. Made me really happy that I could do that to someone.
The only person who hadn't cum out of the four of us was the man still worshipping my leg, now sucking on my toes. I turned to him and he adjusted himself so that he was facing me, his legs turned towards me. The pulled my dress up and grabbed me by the ass and pulled me against him and buried his face in my hairy pussy. He immediately began to lick it expertly and my whole body shuddered from the intense pleasure that was emanating from wherever his tongue touched my cunt. I put my hands on his head and held it against me and began to grind my pussy on his face with my leg up on the seat still. The two guys closed in and began to kiss me all over my face and neck and breasts and arms, licking my breasts and even my armpits. What was it about a woman’s sweat that turned men on so much?
I turned around so my ass was right in the face of the man on the seat. I bent forward and pushed back so that his face was buried in my ass and I wiggled it. I felt his tongue on my asshole and shivered. This was exquisite. I needed to have more guys do it to me. I stayed that way for a while as he ate my ass out, much to my delight. Then he scooted back a little bit and held my ass brought it down and made me sit on his cock, which slowly impaled me. His cock was just as large as the guy with the blue jeans. My pussy took in inch by inch of his cock and then I was sitting on it with all of him inside me. He leaned me back and kissed me as he fondled my breasts and twisted my nipples, making me moan into his mouth. I squeezed his cock with the muscles of my vagina and then slowly got back up again before slamming down. God this was exquisite pleasure.
The other two were hard again and they closed in, their cocks bobbing up and down right in front of me. I quickly held them in each hand, my pale fingers a contrast against their dark cocks, and began to stroke them eagerly. I quickly had a good rhythm going, bouncing on the newspaper guy's cock while stroking the other two. I hadn't had a taste of these cocks yet, and now was my chance.
I leaned in and planted a girly little kiss on Mr Big Cock's big cock. I then slipped my tongue out and gave his mushroom head a lick. He tasted of my juices, his cum, and sweat. I stretched my tongue out flat and gave him a long lick from his pee hole to his balls, which I kissed and sucked on briefly before returning to the head. I opened my little mouth as wide as I could and stuffed his cock in, which immediately filled my mouth I tried taking as much of him inside as I could, and got only halfway on his shaft before I felt I was going to gag. I must've been quite a sight, dark haired Indian girl staring up at him, my mouth stretched open from his girth, almost about to gag on his meat. I slowly pulled away and licked it again before turning my attention to the other cock at hand.
My breasts were still being fondled by the man in the seat and he was kissing my back and my neck and flicking my clit occasionally as I bounced up and down on his cock, my breath heavy and my arousal sky high. I felt my orgasm about to approach and I started riding him harder while I started sucking on the cock. My impending orgasm made me skip foreplay with his cock and I immediately had him balls deep in my mouth, my nose pressing into his soft dark pubic hair that smelled of his manly pheromones and sweat.
I felt my orgasm very near and I started slamming onto the cock I was fucking. When the man touched my clit, it pushed me over for the second time and I slammed down and clenched, my entire body shuddering. I pulled my mouth off the cock I was sucking, my face contorted in extreme ecstasy, full of unbridled lust. I sat with his cock deep inside me as I twitched and shuddered and tried to catch my breath again. Then slowly I got off his cock, leaving it glistening with my womanly juices.
I got on my knees between the legs of the seated man, and now I was surrounded by the three cocks. I took the big cock and the seated man's cock in my hands and began stroking them as I resumed my sucking of the guy with the blue jeans. I positively began to fuck his cock with my mouth. In between I'd stop to lick the head and the shaft or suck on his hairy balls for a while.
Then I turned my attention to the cock I had just fucked. I first sucked on the balls to my heart's content, bathing them in my saliva, caressing them gently with my tongue and taking each of them one by one into my loving mouth. Then I licked my way to the top and engulfed the cock into my mouth. He tasted like my pussy juice. I sucked hard on it and he held my head and began to thrust into my mouth, gently at first and then straight up fucking my mouth. I was about to pull away when he grabbed my head and held it steady. My eye went wide as he began to cum right into my mouth!
It was a huge load of cum and I had no time to think. I just tasted it and swallowed immediately. When his squirting began to weaken I held his cum in my mouth for a while to taste it, swirling around in my mouth before I swallowed it. I then gripped his cock tight with my lips and pulled away, cleaning his cock completely of cum, and I swallowed the remnants before winking at him. He was now out of this party. This was the first time I had ever let a man cum into my mouth. Why had I missed out on this for so long?
I sat back down on my knees and now the two men closed in further, both their cocks just inches from my face, and they began to stroke it wildly. Occasionally they paused and offered their cocks up to me to lick and suck on them or lick their balls. I put my hand down and began to play with my pussy again gently, sending warm waves of pleasure throughout my body. With my other hand I began to stroke and caress my breasts, giving the men a show worth jacking off to.
They came at the same time. I didn't know which of them to react to so I just sat back as their cocks began to spurt cum. The cum from the large cock almost slapped me, it squirted with such force as it plastered my cheeks and mouth. The blue jeans guy squirted his cum right onto my forehead. The following squirts from him covered my chin part of my forehead. Mr big cock's load was much bigger and while the other cock stopped, his carried on squirting it’s thick cream all over my breasts and my face. When it finally died down I looked like I had taken a bath from semen from a dozen men. I wanted to marry this man. My job wasn’t finished and I leaned forward and licked both of their cocks clean one by one, swallowing their tasty cum. I then scooped up as much cum as I could from my skin with my fingers and swallowed it.
The seated man, who had his cock back inside his pants took a handkerchief and some tissue papers out of his bag and helped wipe me up along with the two guys, who had stuffed their cocks away again. I pulled the shoulder straps of my dress back up and put my shoes on.
“I’m keeping these. As a souvenir,” the seated man said, winking at me, when I asked for my panties.
Men.
“Tell me we can have your number,” said the guy with the beautiful cock.
I thought about it for a second. It would be tough hooking up with them again. But there was no way I was going to live my life without needing to feel the sensations I felt on this ride. And so I gave them all my number. I picked my bags up again.
The guys just couldn’t have enough. My stop was just a minute away now and they were still caressing and squeezing and stroking my ass and my breasts and my legs. Almost like cuddling after sex. When it came, I said goodbye to them, smiling and made my way to the exit. A few guys still copped a feel, and I smiled to myself. If only they knew what they’d missed out on. I stepped off, walked home, and had the best sleep I’d had in years.
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My Roommates And My Childhood Crush:
A Ganging Story
[image: Vara Damon]



I had dreamed of Rachel ever since the teacher introduced her to the class years ago when we were little. I’d gone home that day and said to my mother, “Mommy, we got an angel in our class today.” The years had gone past but my feelings for her had just grown and evolved. If someone described my own obsession for her to me I’d call it creepy, but feeling what I felt, it was beautiful. This was my fourth date with her now. We were both in our first year of college. Ever since she transferred to my school we had studied in the same institutions. I had only really started talking to her over text in the final year of high school. It took until the end of the first college semester for me to gather the courage to ask her out.

Sitting across from her now, I was trying my best to pay attention to what she was saying, but I kept losing focus and getting lost looking into her piercing blue eyes, or her smooth auburn hair that framed her face and just enhanced its loveliness. I don’t think I’d ever seen a girl as beautiful as Rachel. I’d been fantasizing of her since so long. Listening to her voice just made my food taste better. It made my glass of wine more intoxicating. I had everything else blocked out. It was just our table, just her and just me.

We were standing beside my car now.

I gathered my courage. I took a deep breath. The last thing I wanted was for my voice to quiver.

“Doyouwanttohangoutatmyplace?”

She giggled, “…What?”

I couldn’t help but smile at my own idiocy. “I mean, do you want to maybe come over and hang out?”

She said yes and from that point on I was surfing a mighty wave of excitement. I rode that wave as I pulled out of the parking lot, rode it all the way on the drive to my apartment. I rode it as I held her hand and we went up the stairs. I was still riding it standing in front of the door, fumbling with my keys.

That wave crashed hard, as I opened the door to see my roommate Joey, and his friends Rob and Ed on the couch with a bong on the table in front of them, playing Blur on the TV. My roommate Joey was a 6’5” jock who was a year ahead of me at the same college. He DJ’d at the nightclub down by the coast, and often returned with a pretty girl or sometimes, a stunning MILF with him. Always white or Asian. I guess they wanted to experience a black dude. Rob was his classmate, a tall guy with short cut blonde hair. Ed was the same year as me, but in architecture. He inherited his jet black flowing hair and his olive skin from his Latina mother. I’d seen her once, and Jesus Christ I almost had a heart attack, what a stunning woman. The guys turned to us. I saw their eyes just skip over me and then scan Rachel slowly. I unconsciously held her hand a little tighter.

I had planned this date. I had planned it to the last detail. That's what you do when something you only dreamed of actually happens. I had specifically told Joey that I had a very important date, and that I needed him out when I came home.

"Hey man, didn't know you'd be here right," I said, trying my best to hide my frustration and anger.

"Yeah, I'm sorry, Z. The paintball place was shut today, and then Rob came over with a six pack, so." He went back to playing Blur, but he kept glancing at Rachel occasionally. "Aren't you gonna introduce us to your lovely date?" he asked.

"Right, yeah. This is Rachel, I told you about her, remember? And Rachel, this is Joey, that's Ed in the middle and Rob on the left."

"Nice meeting you guys," she said, smiling at them. “Wait…Joey as in the DJ down at LCD?”

He did a little curtsy while seated and said,” The one and only. You a regular there? I must say I would’ve noticed if you were.” He looked at Rachel but not into her eyes. I saw Rachel’s cheek turn the faintest shade of pink. She had really pale skin which betrayed her emotions every time.

“No, I’m not a regular. But a lot of my friends go there. They can’t stop talking about the ‘hot DJ over at LCD.’ They’d be pretty jealous if I told them I was hanging out with him at his apartment,” she replied, laughing a little. “Anyways, nice to meet you guys!"

I leaned in to her and whispered, ”I’m sorry about this, I thought we’d be alone. How about I drop you home?" I said to her.

Apparently Joey heard us. "Come on, don't let us spoil the night, man. Continue your date, we can all have fun I'm sure," he said.

Rachel nodded. "Yeah, I think I can stay for a while," she said.

"Want to join us?" Ed asked Rachel, holding up the third controller.

"Thanks, but I'd rather just watch. Zubin can play with you guys, I'm sure," she replied.

"Awh, but Zubin sucks at this! Come on, I'm sure you can do better than him," Rob said. This wasn’t the first time he was joining a conversation just to deride me.

"Alright, then. I'll try."

There was a recliner perpendicular to the couch and I sat in it as Joey shifted further to the left and Rachel sat down between Ed and him.

"Fuck, where are my manners?" said Joey as he reached out to put the bong away.

Rachel giggled. "It's alright, I can stand the sight of a bong."

"Do you partake?," Ed asked her.

"Sometimes," she replied.

I was kind of surprised by that information. I’d been talking to her for about 2 months now and I didn’t know this. I’d always imagined her as super proper and square, the way she got straight As, submitted her assignments on time at school, never wore anything revealing. The last thing I’d expect would be for her to smoke weed. I always tried to maintain my distance from stoners. Even now I made up an excuse to go into my room or out of the apartment each time Joey or his friends lit up.

"Well then, you wouldnt mind a hit or two, would you? I know Zubin won't smoke," Joey said.

She looked at me and I kind of just shrugged.

She turned to Joey and said “Sure,” smiling. “It has been a while though. Not sure if I can handle the high.”

“It’s much more fun when you can’t handle the high,” said Ed as he loaded the bong and lit it up. He put the bong to his mouth and inhaled through his mouth, covering the little in-hole with his finger. The herb smoldered and the air rushed in, bubbling up through the water and swirling up into the bong, forming a little cloud inside it.

Ed passed it to Rachel.

“You first, my lady,” he said, smiling as he handed her the bong, while still keeping his finger on the in-hole.

“I guess chivalry isn’t dead after all,” said Rachel as she took it. She put the bong to her mouth and fumbled a bit to find the in-hole.

“Wait, let me help,” said Joey, putting his arms around her to hold the bong and keep his finger on the in-hole. “Okay, breathe in when I say ‘now.’ ” Rachel nodded, and after a moment he said “now.”

She breathed in through her mouth and Joey let his finger off the hole, and the cloud of smoke instantly vanished into her mouth. Its effect was almost instantaneous. Her face got a distant look, and she leaned back on the couch and sank into herself and Joey took the bong from hers to take a hit himself.

“Good shit, huh?” Rob asked.

Rachel just smiled and nodded, her eyes glassy now. “Jesus Christ, I haven’t been this high since high school.”

“Alright!” Rob clapped his hands together. “Let’s play. Hand her a controller, Ed.”

They began to play. To my slight dismay, just like Rob had predicted, she was actually better at playing Blur than I was. She was only second to Rob, who was a bona fide gamer. I could see that the weed had significantly relaxed her and put her inhibitions down. She was swearing liberally every time her crash crashed, or every time Ed or Joey managed to get her with one with one of the weapons from the back. Every time Joey got her, he received a playful punch on the shoulder from her or a slap on his thigh. All four of them were laughing and having fun while I sat and switched from looking at the game to looking at Rachel and the others.

The apartment was pretty warm, compared to the cold outside. Rachel took her modest full sleeved sweater off and gave it to me. She was wearing a violet shirt underneath, with the 2 top buttons unbuttoned, revealing a small amount of cleavage.

They played three races. Rob won the first two, but Rachel won the third. When Rachel won she jumped off the couch and did a little victory dance which consisted of her mostly jumping up and down. I could only get a partial side view of her perky breasts bouncing up and down, but I bet the guys got a sight they’d remember for a long, long time. After a few seconds of her happy dance she sat back down and they changed the track to begin racing again. This time she took the lead almost immediately, and began to pull quite ahead of the other three.

“Jesus Christ, Zubin. You’re dating a pro!” Rob said, eyes fixed on the race. “Fuck, I can barely see her on my screen, yo Joey help me out man!”

“No problem bro,” said Joey, and he reached over to snatch Rachel’s controller out of her hands. Rachel did a scream-laugh and tried to save her controller from Joey’s big, strong hands by moving it as far away from him as possible, pressing into Rob in the process. I could see her breasts squeezing against Rob’s thigh, her arms spread out to keep her controller as far away from Joey as she could and Joey’s arms brushing against the side of her breasts. I noticed that there was a bulge forming in his shorts. As he continued to wrestle with Rachel for the controller, the bulge grew bigger and a tent pole started to rise, which he quickly adjusted so that his dick lay flat along his thigh, where it reached a little less than the half-thigh mark. Honestly, I was more than impressed. I wonder if Rachel had had a similar effect on Rob, and I stole a glance at his shorts and yep, there was a noticeably big bulge there too.

They were back to playing the game now. Joey’s hardness hadn’t subsided yet. After a minute of her leading the race, Joey managed to hit her with one of the bonus weapons. She mock cried and slapped his thigh. Her palm landed right on the outline of his cock. She was still looking at the game. She squeezed his cock, confused at what her hand at hit. She looked down to see, and within half a moment she realized, withdrew her hand immediately and looked straight at the TV, her face turning a deep shade of crimson. She turned her eyes to Rob, Ed and I to see if anyone else had noticed. I pretended not to have. My own cock was half hard now. My adorable crush had just squeezed the big, hard cock of my roommate as I watched. For me, the atmosphere had just turned to lead, and I was sure it was the same for Rachel and Joey as well. As the game progressed I noticed she kept on glancing at his cock’s outline and I swear I saw her slightly bite her lips at one point. When Rachel’s car was hit by Joey again, she again mock cried out in frustration and this time she slapped his thigh four times, right on his cock. I saw Joey gasp and look at her, and she looked at him and smiled flirtatiously. My face was turned to the TV, and I was watching this unfold out of the corner of my eye, shocked.

As soon as the race ended (Rachel won and shot her hands up into the air, celebrating.) Joey said,” Hey, how about we give Zubin a turn now. I think Rachel’s had her fair share of victory.”

“I don’t think I can-..” I started to reply but Rachel cut me off,” Yeah that’s a great idea! It’s Zubin’s turn now! Here, take this,” she said and gave Rob her controller to pass to me.

“Your neck must hurt bro, looking at the screen at that angle,” said Joey. My neck did in fact feel a bit sore. The TV was at a right angle to the sofa I was on.

“Yeah, I guess…” I replied. Joey got up from his spot, went round the couch and walked up to me, then turned my chair at an angle so it faced the TV. I didn’t have a view of the couch now.

“Thanks, man…” I said, feeling sick that I couldn’t see Rachel. I was getting a bad feeling about this. “You know what, I shouldn’t play. I’m sure Rachel’s tired by now, I should take her home...”

“No, no, it’s okay. I want to see you play, Zubin,” said Rachel. “I can stay for a while, don’t worry I’m a big girl,” she said, smiling at me. I smiled back. “Okay then, if you say so. I am pretty shit at this, though.”

The race began. Almost immediately I was in the last spot. As the others went farther and farther, my mind went back to Rachel. And Joey. I wanted to see what was happening on the couch, but I didn’t have a view. Desperate, I looked around on the wall the TV was mounted on. And there it was. One of the paintings on the left of the TV had a pretty clear reflection of the entire couch on the glass. I relaxed a little. However, it was not to last. Halfway through the round, and after quite a few cursory glances from me at the reflection of Rachel and Joey, I spotted movement. I saw Joey take Rachel’s hand in his and place it over his thigh. No, not his thigh….his cock. Her hand was on his cock! There was no way she would allow this, would she? She would pull her hand away any moment now. Any moment. But she didn’t. She looked down on where her hand was, then looked back at Joey. He winked at her and she smiled at him. My car crashed right into a tunnel wall, and the violent vibration of my controller brought my head back into its place. What was happening? I needed to put a stop to this. I needed to turn back and tell them to stop. No, not tell. Yell at them, make a scene, do something. I noticed I was uncomfortable. I noticed I was rock hard. My mind was telling me to take Rachel away and take her home and put a stop to this. But my cock was asking me to wait and see how far it would go.

After the wink and the smile it elicited, Rachel quickly looked at me to see if I had any view of her. She then started to gently caress Joey’s cock from outside his shorts. My heart sank. I felt a hole open up in my chest somewhere and suck me in. Every once in a while she would look at me to check if I was seeing her. At first she just gently touched it where her hand was. Then she moved her hand down to where the bulge ended, and she squeezed and pressed the head of his cock. She then moved her hand, tracing her fingers along his cock upwards until it was right at his crotch. She then boldly cupped his balls and squeezed them. I was awestruck. I was heartbroken. I felt many things, and my mouth was dry. Joey took his hand off his controller for a few seconds, lifted himself up from his seat a few inches and sat back down. He had lifted the right sleeve of his shorts ever so slightly up, but it had brought the edge within an inch of the bulge. I guess Rachel got the hint as her hand went down and right up that sleeve. She was touching his bare cock now. The head of his bare black cock was in her hand. My heart racing and I felt dizzy. I still couldn’t decide what to do. Put a stop to this? Let it go on? How far could it go on?

My thoughts were interrupted as I noticed another thing in the reflections. Rob had seen what was going on. His head was turned and he was looking right at Rachel groping Joey’s cock under his shorts. Now the only person actually focused on the game was Ed. The room was fairly silent now, as compared to minutes ago when every five seconds were punctuated with exclamations of various emotions accompanied with the proper expletives. Joey was looking at the game and neither he nor Rachel had noticed that Rob was watching them. I guess Rob didn’t feel like being left out, so he held Rachel’s other hand and placed it on his bulge as well. Rachel’s head whirled to look at Rob and Rob leaned forward and kissed her. Rachel was still for a couple of seconds. Then I felt tears well up in my eyes as I saw Rachel’s hand move, caress and squeeze Rob’s cock too as she started returning his kiss in earnest. Now she had both hands full, and I saw her bite her lip in lust as she looked at one and then at another, with what seemed to be admiration and awe.

I thought it was pretty clear how far she would go now. If the two of them stood in front of her and dropped their shorts she would suck both of them off together, no hesitation. Here was my childhood crush. A cock in each hand. Neither of them mine. The race ended. She withdrew her hands in a flash, and Joey adjusted his shorts to hide himself as much as he could, which wasn’t a lot.

My phone rang. It was work. I picked it up but the voice from the other side was drowned out by the thumping music from the game.

“Hey guys, could you lower the volume for a minute?” I asked.

“You should step outside instead, Zubin. Take the call and come back in” Rachel replied.

I was taken aback. The pit in my chest felt like it was a giant black hole now. She wanted me gone. She wanted them. Not me.

“Okay,” I said, feeling defeated. I walked out of the apartment into the corridor outside and took the call. My manager was telling me some bullshit about the new schedule. I wanted him to just end the call but he droned on and on and on. After 5 minutes I couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted to know what Rachel was doing. What was happening? My phone still to my ear, I dropped to my knees to the keyhole and looked through. The keyhole had almost a direct view of the couch. And the view shattered my heart into a million pieces. Rachel was locked in a deep kiss with Joey. Her hands were back on his and Rob’s cocks over their shorts. She was caressing them, stroking them and cupping their balls in her palms. Rob had her hand up her shirt, squeezing her breasts while kissing her neck. Ed was sitting beside Rob, watching this happen. Occasionally he glanced towards the door. To look out for me, no doubt. Watching her so obscenely kiss Joey made me feel like utter shit. In my 3 dates with her all I had done was hold her hand. The rigidity my dick had lost when I had walked out of the room now returned in full force.

“Hello? Yo Zubin, you there?” My manager’s voice in my ear felt like a distant echo. Somehow I brought myself back to reality.

“Yeah I got it, Eric. See you tomorrow, bye,” I said and I hung up. I didn’t know what to do, go in and bust them? Interrupt this….whatever it was? I had to get back in at some point. I decided to act, and put a stop to this. It was wrong. I didn’t know what I was going to do about Rachel and I, but the first step was this. I detached myself from the keyhole and stood up. I waited another minute so my dick was less obviously visible through my jeans, and then I turned to the door and barged-…the door wouldn’t open. It was locked! I knocked hard on the door. After about thirty seconds Ed came over and opened it.

They were sitting on the couch as if nothing had happened. Rachel’s hair was slightly disheveled, and her shirt crumpled. I had planned to come in here and catch them red-handed but that had gone to shit. Now I was lost. I sat back in the sofa, after turning it back to where it was, with the couch they were sitting on in full view. Joey was packing the bong again.

“Ever tried blowback before?” Joey asked Rachel.

“Not really, what is it?” she replied.

“Well, it’s when you breathe the smoke into someone after you’ve had

a hit,” he said.

“Hmmm, sounds exciting,” she said.

“Oh shit, I forgot Zubin doesn’t smoke. Eh, another day maybe,” he said. The fucking asshole. He didn’t forget shit, I knew.

“You know what, for this one time I ca-“ I started but Rachel interrupted me halfway with, ”That’s alright, you can show me, Joey.”

“Sure, fine with me. You’re okay with this, right?” He asked me.

No I’m not you oaf. Go fuck yourself and leave my girl alone, I thought. And then I found myself surprised by my own words as I mumbled out a “Yeah, okay,” with the image of them kissing from earlier floating in my mind.

“Okay then,” said Joey. He took the bong and breathed in a large amount of smoke, then he quickly turned to Rachel, reached out and pulled her head to his and locked his lips with hers. She closed her eyes and breathed in. I swore their tongues played together slightly in that connect. They stayed that way for a few seconds and then Joey pulled away. I saw Rob and Ed looking at them too, transfixed.

“Jesus Christ. Holy fuck,” said Rachel. She closed her eyes and just smiled.

“That was the worst blowback I’ve ever seen,” said Rob. “Let me show you how it’s done, okay Rachel? How about another one?”

“Sure, I’d love one!” she said. Nobody even asked me this time. I felt like a fourth wheel.

“The only thing that matters with a blowback is the posture and position. Your airways need to be fully aligned,” he said.

What a bunch of horse shit, I thought.

“Come here.” Rob held her hand and made her sit right on his lap! “Pass me the bong, Joey.”

He took the smoke in. Rachel was sitting on his lap with her back to Rob’s chest. Rob then put a hand on the back of her head and she turned her head and their mouths joined as she took the smoke in.

After just a few moments they broke apart. Then he kissed her. Their eyes closed, their tongues danced together. He brought his hand around and cupped her breast and squeezed them as his other hand held her waist tightly. Rachel, in turn kissed him wildly with her arms around his neck and she slightly ground her hips on her crotch. I was aghast. I HAD to speak up now.

“Just what the fuck do you think you two are doing??” I said. I wanted to shout this out but I managed a mere barely above normal conversation level of loudness.

“Don’t act like you don’t like this, Z,” Ed said. “Everyone can see that you’re hard as fuck.”

I saw Rachel’s eyes turn to my crotch and she smiled. “He’s right, Zubin. We both are enjoying this.”

“No I I’m not,” I said. This time I managed a firm voice.

“If you’re not, you can leave,” said Joey. “Or you can stay quiet and stay here.”

“Alright then,” I said. I stood up, “Come on, Rachel,” I said as I turned to walk out of the room.

Rachel was still sitting in Rob’s lap with her arms around him.

“I’m……Sorry Rob, I’m staying the night here. Thanks a lot for the date, though” she said. Ed broke into laughter.

“Come on, man. You gotta stay here now, your girl wants to!” he said.

I stood there for a moment, filled with a toxic cocktail of emotions. Shame…lust…anger…disgust…humiliation, a mixture of everything. Reluctantly I sat back down.

“Good boy,” said Rachel and she turned and kissed Rob with a passion that made my heart start pounding. Ed and Joey were looking at them too, just as transfixed as I was. I noticed both of them sported huge bulges, and Ed was rubbing his. Rob pulled her skirt to her waist slowly, and all of us were greeted with the magnificent sight of her beautiful pale thighs and black lace underwear. He put his palm on her pussy and she immediately let out a muffled moan. I guess the past hour was as much torture for her as it was for me. If only I could let out my cock and cum looking at her.

Joey stood up and lowered his shorts. Out bounced the biggest cock I’ve ever seen. I couldn’t stop staring. I envied him. I envied the inches he had on me. I envied the huge head of his cock. I envied the huge balls that swayed as he walked and sat next to Rob. He took Rachel’s hand and kept it on his manhood. Rachel tried to put her fingers around it but couldn’t. She broke the kiss, turned to see it and I watched her gas as her eyes went wide.

“That’s huge…..” she whispered. She tightened her grip on it and slowly stroked it. Up and down her hand went, slowly, like she was savoring every inch of his length with her palm. Her pale, petite white hand on Joey’s huge, monstrous black cock was a contrast that was endlessly arousing to me.

“Like what you see?” Joey asked.

Rachel bit her lip and nodded. “Yeah I do,” she moaned, Rob’s fingers working her clit now. He had Rachel gasped and licked her lips, looking at Joey’s cock still. Joey stood up from the couch and stood in front of her. She leaned forward and her lips were just inches from the tip of his cock. She held it and pulled the foreskin back to reveal is manly cockhead, then she leaned in, put it to her nose and smelled deeply.

“It’s making my mouth water...” she said.

“You’ll have it soon enough,” he said and he took his cock and rubbed it on her face. She let go of Ed's cock and put her hands around Joey, grabbing and squeezing his ass cheeks as he caressed her lips, her cheeks, her nose and her forehead with his cock. He lay it flat across her face and it was long enough to go from her chin to beyond her hairline. When he lifted his cock off, she buried her face in his balls and rubbed her face on them.

“Mmmm,” she groaned in pleasure.

Rachel then got off Rob's lap and knelt in front of Joey. She then gestured “come here” with her fingers to them and me as well. Ed's pants were already at his ankles and he kicked them off. Rob stood up, dragged his pants down and threw them away too. His cock was huge as well. Just a little shorter than Joey's, but his balls were the largest. Ed and he walked over and stood on either side of Rachel. I wanted to take my pants off and go stand in front of her too. So much. I wanted her to grab my ass and let me rub my cock on her pretty pale face and her pink lips too. But.....I just wasn't comfortable getting naked in front of 3 other guys. I never had been. And to top it off...I was ashamed of the length of my cock right now. All of them were larger than me. I didn't want to be humiliated.....I didn't want Rachel to think I wasn't enough....when they squirted ropes of cum like I knew they would I didn't want Rachel to see how little I came. So I just sat there....and watched the girl of my dreams on her knees being serenaded by three manly cocks, inches from her face. In any case, I'm pretty sure she didn't mind my absence at this point. Her invite was just a gesture of politeness.

Rachel was stroking their cocks 2 at a time, a look of awe and adoration on her face. I knew she was soaking wet. The scent of her arousal was heavy on the air, and I breathed in and savored it.

“Kiss my cock, baby,” said Joey.

I saw Rachel look up at him and giggle, then lean forward, put her lips to the head of his cock and give it a gentle kiss.

“That's not a kiss, that's barely a peck!” Joey complained.

Rachel replied by kissing it in earnest. She licked the tip of his cock, sucked on it and made squishy sucking noises. Her hands were busy stroking Ed and Rob's cocks. Watching her kiss Joey's huge dick was the hottest thing I'd ever seen, be it real life or porn. She then opened her mouth wide and took the whole head of his cock in. Her petite structure and his huge cock equaled her mouth filling up completely, just with his head.

“Wait wait wait, you wanted to take a selfie for your girlfriends, right?” Joey asked her.

His cock still filling her mouth, she nodded. “Mhmm.”

He leaned and reached over onto the couch where his shorts lay and pulled out his phone from the pocket. “Well now’s the perfect time!”

She pulled his cock out of her mouth and smiled for the camera, with his cock an inch from her lips. She did a victory sign at the phone as the flash from the camera lit her face up.

“Another one?” Joey asked her.

Rachel took Joey’s cock in her hand and lay it flat across her face, looking tiny compared to his huge behemoth of a cock. She smiled and Joey took another picture. Joey threw the phone on the couch again and Rachel resumed the blowbang.

She sucked and licked his cock like a lollipop. I had never envied anyone more. I wanted that. I didn't care about humiliation and shame now. I stood up, dropped up pants and underwear, my cock at full attention, and I walked over and joined the semicircle. Rachel smiled at my addition and winked at me and continued with Joey's cock. She took Joey's cock out of her little mouth and buried her face in his huge hairy balls, sucking on them and rubbing her face on them all over. Then she moved on to Rob. This time, a lot less foreplay. She give the tip of his cock a little kiss, and then took it as deep in her mouth as she could, which meant about half the shaft disappeared into her mouth. She started bobbing her head and giving his cock a slow fucking with her face. His shaft glistened with her saliva when it appeared before disappearing back into her eager mouth. After about a minute of this, she pulled herself away and his cock left her mouth with a pop. Rob held his cock up and she licked his balls and sucked on them. Ed got the same treatment. As she finished up with his balls, my excitement was through the roof. My cock was smaller but that meant she could take it all the way into her beautiful mouth. She moved onto me. She was stroking Ed and Joey's cocks now. She kissed the head of my cock.

“Awwh Zubin, you've got such an adorable little cock,” she said.

I murmured, “Thanks.” She started sucking on my cock. She had barely spent twenty seconds sucking on the head when she moved on from me and rubbed Joey's cock on her face again! She had her hand on my cock and I noticed she was barely doing anything, while her other hand was enthusiastically stroking Rob's cock. Her fingers could barely encircle his while they easily went round mine.

The blowbang went on for a while. She sucked on one cock and stroked the other two, occasionally rubbed them on her face and sucked the balls. The guys would rub and squeeze her breasts and tweak her nipples from over her shirt. I got the least amount of sucking, and she didn't suck on my balls and she didn't rub my cock on her face either...I don't know why. It made me feel small, and pathetic. The 'fourth wheel' feeling grew. When everyone had been sucked off thrice she stood up. She put her arms around me and leaned in to kiss me.....I recoiled a little. I didn't want to kiss her after she had sucked the cocks and balls of three other guys! I could see that it had offended her deeply. She pushed me away and went and hugged Joey and he put his huge dark arms around her and kissed her deep. I saw their tongues dance together. Occassionally he would leave her lips and lick her chin or her cheeks and she would suck on his lips.

Ed and Rob were fully naked now and they closed in. Rob pressed on her from behind and pulled her skirt up and pressed his long, hard cock against her panty clad ass. He squeezed and pressed on her breasts and kissed her neck. Rachel broke away from Joey, looked me dead in the eyes and then turned to kiss Rob. She sucked on his tongue and he pulled her head against his face and kissed her obscenely. Joey stepped away and Ed took his place. He took her shirt off and threw it on the floor. Rachel's beautiful, firm breasts got pulled up by the friction from the shirt and then they dropped with a slight jiggle as the shirt cleared them. They were heavenly. Pale and smooth, with the prettiest pink nipples. Ed bent and sucked on a nipple while squeezing and pinching the other, rubbing his wet hard-on against her thigh. Her hands went down and took hold of their cocks and stroked them.

“Get on the couch, baby. It's our turn now,” Joey told her.

She stepped back and sat down on the couch. Joey knelt on the floor between her legs and dragged her skirt off, followed by her panties. Rachel lewdly spread her divine legs to reveal the prettiest pussy I’d ever seen. A thick growth of hair adorned her dark pussy with thick pussy lips. My mouth watered on seeing it glistening with wetness. Joey then kissed her, from her toes to her soles to her ankles and up her calves and thighs. Up one leg and down the other. Meanwhile, Rob and Ed sat on either side of her and leaned in and started sucking on her pink nipples. I still awkwardly stood there jacking my cock. I had no idea what to do.

Rob, reading my mind, detached from her breast and said,” Just sit back down and enjoy the show, Z.”

That’s what I did. I sat back down and slowly stroked my cock and watched Rachel get pleasured by the three guys. She had a hand in Joey’s hair, pressing his head into her pussy. Her other hand stroked Rob’s cock and his balls. Joey had his mouth clamped against her pussy, his tongue deep inside her womanhood. Occasionally he would pull away and then rub his entire face in it and he would flatten his tongue and lick her from her asshole to her pubes. Rob and Ed would suck on her nipples, then lick the underside of her breasts or the side, and move up to kiss her and lick her tongue.

Joey put 2 fingers inside her and slowly started to finger her while kissing and gently licking her clit. The movements of his fingers showed he was searching for her g spot. A loud obscene moan from Rachel let him know he had found it. He started rubbing it with his fingers while sucking on her pussy lips. He started fingering her, and alternating the pace of his fingering, from quick to slow to torturously slow to quick. Rachel was gasping and breathing very heavily now. Joey started fingering her with renewed vigor and increased his pace. Faster and faster his fingers went in and out of her. I could see his tongue flicking across her clit relentlessly. Rachel started gasping and moaning. Ed and Rob pinned her arms to the couch and sucked on her nipples. She locked Joey’s head between her thighs and clamped her legs on him. She started moaning loudly. I was stroking my own cock at a fevered pace. Her moans and gasps were music and that reached into me and made my heart pound. Her whimpers and grunts were the language of Aphrodite herself.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh god, oh fuck”, she moaned, her eyes shut and her body tensed up. Her moaning grew more erratic as Joey’s fingering reached its peak and then Rachel screamed.

“FUCK I’m coming!” she screamed and kicked her adorable legs in the air and her body twitched as her pussy let out a clear stream of liquid which drenched Joey’s face. Each of her squirts were accompanied by a long, drawn out lewd moan, which almost made me cum. I had to take my hands off my cock to stop. The first squirt died down quickly and another stream shot out. It was followed by another, much smaller. And then her body relaxed, she breathed deeply and her legs let Joey go from their vice-like grip. Rachel pulled Joey up on top of her and kissed him. His large, dark, muscular nude body on her smaller, pale, curvy, petite form was art. She licked his face where her squirt had wet it. She then kissed Rob and then Ed and shared her spoils of orgasm.

“I want to feel these cocks inside of me. I need to be fucked right now,” Rachel half pleaded with them.

“In a while, darling. I need a drink right now. We all do, I reckon,” Rob replied. Then he asked me, ”Yo Z, why don’t you get us some soda from the kitchen?”

Without saying anything I got up and walked to the kitchen, my dick still hard, bouncing with each step I took. I walked into the kitchen, opened the fridge, took a bottle of Coke out and poured them into 4 glasses. I put them on a tray and walked out with them, and into an empty room.

They’d gone into one of the bedrooms. And they’d left me out on purpose. Rachel had excluded me on purpose. I felt like hurling the tray on the floor and crying. This was the worst night of my life. I kept the tray on the table in front of the couch alongside the controllers and the bong. The couch had noticeable moisture on it, the sweat of the 3 along with Rachel’s juices, no doubt. Oh Rachel. The fucked up thing is I still had a crush on her. I’d seen her suck 3 guys’ cocks along with my own, I’d seen her squirt into someone’s face, I’d seen her rub her face in Joey’s balls, and yet my feelings for her were just as strong as the day before. I had to see where they were. The apartment had 2 bedrooms. They must’ve gone into Rob’s room. I tip-toed over to the door and put my ear to it. Silence. They were in my room?! I walked over to mine and yes, I heard the unmistakable sounds of lust. I kneeled and looked through the keyhole.

She was bouncing on Joey’s cock while sucking Rob off and stroking Ed’s cock. Joey’s hands were on her ass and he was squeezing it and spreading it. Rachel alternated between the cock in her hand and the one in her mouth. I could see she was blowing them with much more vigor than earlier. Her head was bobbing on whichever cock she was sucking hard and fast. Occasionally she would go deep, and let it rest in her throat before she slowly pulled away. I could see that she wasn’t the innocent girl next door I thought she was. This wasn’t someone who was doing it for the first time. I started masturbating. If you’d told me Rachel would be in my bed fucking and deep throating a day before, I’d have prayed for it to be true.

“Yeahhhhhh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” she moaned obscenely as she bounced harder on Joey’s cock, smashing into him with every downward thrust and making loud slapping sounds. I could see her pussy stretch around his cock’s massive girth and how her pussy lips were pulled along as the cock pulled out on each bounce. ]

When she moved to suck Rob’s cock, he held her head in place with both his hands, then started to slowly fuck her face. Then he pushed his cock as deep as it would go and held her head there. Her soft, pink lips almost reached his pubes. Then he pulled out slowly, and rubbed his cock on her face all over. Meanwhile Joey was pumping his cock in and out of her little pussy like an engine. I was pumping my own cock really hard, and I had to pause every few seconds to keep myself from blowing my load. Joey pulled her down on his cock and bottomed out her pussy with one final thrust. Then she slowly got off his cock and gave it a short licking and sucking. Her tongue ran from his balls to the head of his cock and she licked it for a bit before coming down the other side to the base of his shaft.

Rob pulled her towards him by the ass and made her get on her hands and knees. I was seeing her from her 3 o clock. Joey and Ed were kneeling in front of her, their dicks pointed right at her face. Rob lined his cock along her pussy, then pushed his length into her inch by inch. Rachel had her mouth on Ed’s cock now and Joey was rubbing her face with his. As Rob started to fuck her, her tits swayed back and forth along with her beautiful, springy hair. My own knees were now hurting a lot. And my left eye was twitching from being held shut for such a long time. I sat down with my back to the door and masturbated to the image of Rachel’s tits swinging and her hair bouncing as Rob fucked her and she sucked Ed and Joey’s cocks. I lay there stroking my cock slowly to the sounds of my childhood dream grunting, whimpering and moaning. I got up to look through the keyhole again a few minutes later, when she suddenly started moaning-screaming pretty loudly. Now she was lying on her side, sandwiched between Ed and Joey, a leg raised high in the air. Ed was fucking her hairy pussy while Joey had his cock deep inside her ass. Her shrieks of pleasure where silenced by Ed kissing her. Rob was sitting to the side, stroking his cock lazily, watching the three of them intently. Ed and Joey were erratic in his thrusts at first, but then they instinctively developed a nice rhythm. When Ed would thrust in, Joey would pull out and vice versa. Rachel had a look of pure ecstasy on her face now, light gasps and moans escaping her mouth as each cock thrust inside her. I noticed Joey began to thrust harder and quicker. He whispered something into her ear and they kissed. Then he pulled out of her, and so did Ed. She then sat upright in bed and Ed and Joey stood beside her and stroked their cocks. Rob joined them and the three of them stroked their cocks, their hands a blur as they moved towards orgasm. Rachel would occasionally nuzzle the balls of one of the guys, or give their shafts a lick. Her own fingers were a blur rubbing her clit while her other hand held on to the ass of whoever she was licking or nuzzling.

Rob came first. He was standing at her 2 o clock and he brought his cock close to her face. His first squirt painted her right cheek with thick, milky cum. The second one hit her neck and the third one painted her shoulder. Rachel was fucking her pussy with her fingers now, very quickly. She sucked the remaining cum out from Rob’s dick and planted a gentle, loving kiss on the tip. Next came Ed.

“Open your mouth, babe,” he told her.

She parted her soft pink lips and opened her mouth and stuck her cute little tongue out. Ed placed his cockhead on her tongue as he stroked it. He groaned as the first squirt exited his dick and covered her tongue, lips, nose and forehead. The second and third ones went straight into her willing mouth. Ed squeezed the last few bits of cum into her mouth, and she gave him the same treatment as Rob, sucking the remaining cum out of his cock and giving him a gentle kiss on the tip.

Only Joey was left standing now. However, he sat down. He pulled Rachel to him and made her straddle him. Then he pulled her down on his cock until she was fully impaled. He was going to cum inside her! He put his arms around her and held her tightly. She lowered her head and kissed him deeply as she began to buck on his cock. She started bouncing wildly and moaning, running her hands all over his head, pushing it into her boobs. Her moans were divine music to my ears. I hadn’t touched my cock for a few minutes now so I wouldn’t cum. Now I had to. I started stroking it and almost immediately came closing to cumming but I held off. Joey began to suck on her nipples and lick her breasts as her fucking got quicker. The sound of her flesh slapping on his was loud enough for me to hear clearly through the door.

“Fuck I’m close,” he said to her.

“I’m gonna cum!,” she moaned.

Her bouncing reached a peak and her moans reached a fevered pitch. Then Joey slammed her down on his cock and pushed himself as deep as he could inside her. I saw his body tense up and clench and I imagined the huge load he was shooting inside her. “FUCK I’M COMING,” Rachel screamed and her entire body twitched as she ground her pussy and wiggled it on his cock. My own orgasm smashed into me and I tensed up, but my cum just dribbled out of the head of my cock and into my hand.

“OH GOD,” she said, with a deep breath of relaxation. “That was amazing. I’ve never been fucked like that before.” She kissed Joey deeply again, still sitting on his cock. “That’s a massive load of cum you put in my pussy baby,” she said to him. She then slowly got off her cock. Every inch that reappeared from inside her was glistening, and had a mixture of his cum and her juices coating it. The tip reappeared with a very wet “plop” sound. I was amazing. As she stood up with her legs spread, cum almost squirted out of her vagina and onto my bed sheet. It ran down her legs, and wet her pussy hair.

The four of them just collapsed on my bed in a heap of naked bodies, Rachel sandwiched between Rob and Joey, and Ed beside Joey. They quickly fell asleep, Joey spooning Rachel’s back, his soft cock nestled against her ass, and her pussy still oozing his load. I don’t know why I was still peering through the hole. My knees hurt. My dick was sore and soft now, my hand coated with cum that was drying quickly. I went into the bathroom and cleaned myself up. Then I went to the living room and put my pants back on, and walked into Joey’s room to sleep. 
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Three weeks later
I rolled the window of the taxi down, and the cool wind rushed in and slid across my skin and ran through my hair, bringing the smell of rain with it. It was a good day. Cloudy, cool and calm. A day that soothes the soul. I guess it was the reason why when the girl at the counter told me my flight was cancelled, I just smiled a “thanks” at her, took my bags and walked out with no frustration whatsoever. I’d just take a flight the next day, I had the entirety of my vacation left to visit my parents. In the car, my mind drifted back to the morning after my fourth date with Rachel.
She’d walked into Joey’s room naked, where I was sleeping, sometime early in the morning. I was in a light sleep and I woke up and we talked. She looked radiant. A column of sunlight through the curtains lit her face up and set her red hair ablaze. She apologized for the night before, and told me she would understand if I’d like to break up with her. She told me that she liked me a lot and wanted to be with me, and that the night before was a one-time thing and would never happen again, giving me a bunch of excuses as to why it happened in the first place. I was numb. I realized that I’d have to come to terms with it by my own and in my own time. I had called her the next day and we met at the Italian place near her house, and I told her what I thought about the whole thing. I desperately wanted to be with her. I decided that one night wasn’t worth throwing away the years of feelings I’d had for her. I made her promise that she would never do anything like that again without my permission and she agreed. Outside, we kissed each other and parted ways. We hung out about four times after that, and we had sex twice at her place. Each time I kissed her the picture of her tongue entwined with Joey’s got me hard as a rock. Each time I squeezed her breasts, my mind reminded me how Ed and Rob sucked on her breasts while Joey ate her out. Each time I kissed her cunt, I remembered how Joey made her squirt. I tried but I couldn’t.
The taxi slowed down, pulled over and stopped. I paid the driver and got out, and he popped the trunk and gave me my bags. I walked in to the house. My landlord Mr. Aziz was standing there, peering at letters in his hand. He looked up at me and smiled.
“Back so early?” he asked.
“Yeah, the flight got cancelled. I’ll leave tomorrow, I suppose. See you later, Mr. Aziz,” I replied.
I dragged myself up the stairs, the weight of the bags making their straps dig in to my shoulders and the wooden stars creaking a little, bending to accommodate my weight. I turned the knob of my door and walked in. I dropped the bags to the floor and sank into the couch.
Then the faint sound of flesh slapping together caught my ears.
After a few seconds it was punctuated by a moan. My first thought was ‘Rachel,’ but maybe Joey had brought another girl home with him. I knew which one I wanted it to be. I had come to terms with what had happened. That night was the hottest thing I’d ever felt and I had never felt anything so intensely arousing. I know I told Rachel not to do anything like it but fuck, even if she cheated on me I’d be fine as long as I got to watch her get fucked like she was fucked that night. I walked over to Joey’s room first. If he’d brought a girl over this is where he’d bring her. All I heard from that door was silence. I walked over to my room and the sounds increased. I had told Rachel I’d leave today and I’d back in a week. I hadn’t yet told her my flight had been cancelled. My jeans were on the floor. I knew what I’d see when I went through that door. My sweatshirt and shirt were off. I opened the door, my hand already bringing my cock to rigidity. On my bed was my pretty Rachel. Joey was balls deep in her soaking snatch, pumping it, his balls bouncing up and down with each thrust, slapping against her. Rob was deep in her ass, slowly moving in and out. Her mouth was filled by Ed’s balls. Hearing the door open, they turned to me, without stopping.
She turned to look at me, her face wearing an expression of unadulterated ecstasy and pleasure.
“Sorry, baby,” she whimper-moaned.
Stroking my cock faster, I sat on the edge of the bed, leaned over and kissed her.
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Ganged On Her Wedding Day
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12:20 pm

“Any word from the driver?” Sal asked.

Grant shrugged, even though he had a pretty good idea of what might have been holding his daughter up. He looked Sal up and down. He couldn’t blame his daughter now, could he?

Dana’s limousine had left an hour ago now and no sign of it. The entire wedding party was waiting. Even the minister was there. Sal felt acid in his gut. He had left before Dana's friends. Which meant Dana and them may have had time alone... Dana’s friends and Sal didn’t get along well together, though he refused to admit so to her. Sal felt intimidated by them. They were all very similar, very large and very black, and all of them had known Dana for much longer than Sal had. Sal had always felt uneasy at the relationship Dana seemed to share with all of them. They were close…much closer than Sal had been with any of his female friends. Whenever they fought, Dana would storm off to one of her friends for support. Sal had brought this up once and Dana had gotten very angry at him. She chided him for being insecure and paranoid, and Sal, not wanting to get into a fight, had felt guilty and given rest to the topic. After all, he knew she truly loved him. She had done much for him, and loved him well.

Truth be told, he often did suspect that Dana and her friends had a relationship that was more than what it seemed to be. There was a physical intimacy , Sal had noticed it when they hung out together. The way they would occasionally touch her soft, fair hands or her smooth, auburn hair nonchalantly, or very obviously ogle her firm, round breasts, or even pat her large ass occasionally as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. When Dana would disappear after their fights, she would only return after a few hours, with a glow to her…she would just say they talked or had a drink.

In addition to all of this, Sal felt intimidated by them physically. They were all larger than six feet, and towered above Dana, who was barely five foot three. In comparison, Sal was just a little taller than Dana, at five foot seven. They were all muscular, with large chest, whereas Sal had a skinny frame and a body which made him reluctant to get into swimwear. He had always planned to go to the gym, but had put it off for years now. Her friends had often teased him for it, and they mentioned how lucky he was to have such a hotwife for a spouse. They would look at each other and smirk at this, for some reason.

Sal looked at his watch and his foot tapped a steady beat against the soft, red carpet of the altar.
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11:20

Dana sat on the bed, admiring her image in the mirror. She looked beautiful. Her flaming wavy hair cascaded down her shoulders. She tried to imprint her own image in her mind. This is how she had always imagined she would look on her wedding day. She smiled to herself, imagining Sal lighting up when he would see her.

There was a knock on the door.

“Come in,” she said.

It was Tom. He smiled at her and strode in, looking delightfully handsome with his chiseled jaw and his crisp tuxedo.

“So this is it, huh? Dana Nolan getting married. Never thought I’d see the day, to be honest. Congratulations,” he said.

“Thanks Tom. We did have a lot of fun times together, didn’t we?”

“Damn right we did,” he said.

“Well good things can never stay forever, you know? Are the other guys here?” she asked.

“Yep, all of them outside waiting to greet your sweet ass.”

Dana playfully hit him on his arm.

“I’m almost a married woman now, Tom. You can’t say things like that!”

“Well you’ve been an almost married woman for a long time and that sure didn’t stop us.”

“Well, it’s got to stop now”

There was another knock on the door.

“Come in,” Dana said again.

Her father Grant poked his head in through the door, and looked at the two of them.

“Oh hey there Tom. We’re going to be leaving okay? Get into the limo, you want to be there on time” he said, and then closed the door.

Dana stood up along with Tom. As they started walking to the door, Tom moved ahead and blocked her way.

“You know, the number of nights we’ve spent together…I think one last kiss is a fair deal,” he said, looking almost deflated.

Dana thought about it. She wasn’t married yet, was she? And you know, she would never get to touch Tom again. To kiss his soft brown lips, or caress his muscular, smooth chest. Or put her hands around his huge, hard…No. She mustn’t.

“Tom, no…I...-“she started when Tom grabbed her by the waist and pulled her against him and kissed her.

Her mind went blank for a moment when he kissed her, and her feelings were a chaotic, conflicting mess. She thought of resisting, and stayed still at first. Then she found herself kissing Tom back, her mind filling in with all the other times she had kissed him. Then she found herself kissing Tom back fiercely. Her arms mirrored his, and she wrapped them around him and hugged him close as she kissed him. Their tongues intertwined in throes of lust as his arms moved down to her firm, beautiful ass and squeezed it over her dress.

Her breath was heavy when the kiss broke and they parted, and her heart was hammering inside her chest. Damn, she thought to herself. How will I live without this?

“We should be leaving for the church now,” Dana said, walking to the dressing table and fixing up her smudged lipstick. Tom walked up to the table and when she put her lipstick back in her makeup bag he took it.

“In case you need to fix your makeup on the way there,” he reasoned.

They walked out of the room, down the stairs, Tom holding her hand making sure she didn’t slip on her dress. Almost all of the wedding party had left for the church by then and they found that they were the last ones to leave. Outside the building they found Donny, Jules and Savant waiting.

“There’s our girl!” Jules whooped when he saw her, looking her up and down. He came forward and hugged her. “Congratulations!”

“Damn, girl. You look so fucking hot in that dress,” said Donny, scanning her body and hugging her, momentarily squeezing her ass.

Dana squealed at the sensation.

“Come on guys, be gentlemen today I’m a bride,” she said, twirling around and showing her pristine white dress off.

“Congratulations, Dana,” said Savant, beaming at her with genuine feeling. “Mind if we chaperon you to the church?”

He opened the door for Dana and she got in. He got inside after her and Donny followed, while Tom and got in from the other side and sat next to her. Jules got in to the driver’s seat and started the car.

“Wait, Jules is driving? Where’s the driver?” Dana asked, puzzled, as the car rolled off the driveway.

“Oh you know, he got sick and asked me to cover for him,” Jules replied, smiling a crooked smile at her from the rear view mirror.

“Guys…what is this? Do you have something planned?” asked Dana, getting suspicious. She looked at Tom.

“Dana, you know how much fun the four of us have had with you for so much time. Today’s your special day and so we decided that you deserved something in return...”

Donny cupped her breast in his palm and gently squeezed it.

“Fuck baby girl, you look like a fucking angel. Let us love you one last time,” Donny said, staring at her breasts.

Dana’s brain gave her the appropriate response. ‘Slap his hand away,’ it said. But she did nothing of the sort. Instead she relished the sensation that the touch of Donny’s large, soft hand on her breast gave her. A warmth began to spread from where his skin touched her.

“Guys…no, I can’t..I have to be in the Church at 12..,” she said, her words interrupted by her breaths which grew heavy from the sensations that Donny was giving her. He was kneading and squeezing each of her breasts from over her dress now.

“We have an hour to ourselves, Dana. Come on, let us love you,” said Savant, watching Tom’s finger creep up slowly until it reached the hem of her dress on her chest. He kissed her as it hooked on it, then with one swoop, Donny and Tom pulled her dress down, release her breasts, which jiggled as they were freed. Her soft, pink nipples were already hard from Donny’s stimulation.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Dana,” he whispered. “Jesus Christ I’ll miss those tits,” he said, and then leaned over and buried his face in her breasts and nuzzled them hard as Tom kissed Dana one more time and Dana kissed him back.

When they broke the kiss, Tom kissed her cheeks, her neck and her shoulder until he got to her breasts, and gently took her nipple in his mouth and started sucking on it. Meanwhile Donny did the same to the other one. Dana cradled their heads in her hands and pulled them against her breasts.

“Fuck I’ll miss you guys. Sal won’t even suck on my breasts,” she whispered.

“I always told you Sal was a fuckin' idiot,” said Donny, and went back to sucking on her nipple. He held it between his lips and pulled on it, licked all around it and sucked on it like a nursing baby.

“Don’t be so mean to him on his wedding day, Donny, come on,” Dana complained, lying back on the seat and enjoying the two large men loving her breasts with their mouths.

Savant got off his seat and kneeled. He then spread her legs wide and got in between them. He pulled her dress up in a bunch and began to kiss her calves and thighs all over, his kisses getting closer to her hot pussy ever so slightly. Dana lewdly spread out her legs and put her dress over him. She put her legs up on Donny and Tom's. Savant centered in. He finally kissed her pussy over her lacy white panties, and Dana shivered and gasped. Then she felt him pull her panties to the side and then plant a wet, sloppy kiss straight on her clean shaven pussy.

Savant began licking her pussy hungrily, kissing her clit and pulling on her pussy lips with his lips. He loved the taste of her. From the first time he had tasted her snatch, he had been a fan and often he felt he needed to taste her to carry on with his day. In the past that had never been a problem. He could always count on Dana to be there and spread her legs for him and give him her juices to drink, even after she began dating Sal. And to Savant's favor she would then lovingly suck him off and fuck him dry. She was an angel on earth.

Jules pulled the car into a dirt path that led off the road through the woods. He drove a few dozen feet in and then stopped the car. Everyone stepped out.

“I don’t want any dirt on this, okay?” Dana said as she carefully took her dress off and placed it into the backseat. The guys watched her lustfully, almost drooling at the sight of her delicious little body as she stripped. Her flat stomach, her round breasts, her incredible ass…

“You’re so fucking hot,” said Donny. “How about you leave the veil on?” he said, winking at her.

Tom brought a sheet out of the car and laid it on the dirt, and Dana kneeled on it.

“Quickly, boys. Come on give me those huge cocks you fuckers,” she said.

Donny, Jules and Savant quickly started unbuckling and taking off their trousers, while Tom unzipped his fly and brought his monstrous, large, dark cock out.

“It’s still just as beautiful as the first time I saw it,” Dana said as she held it, her fingers only three quarters around his massive girth.

She brought her face forward and let the huge, warm cock rest on her pretty face, savoring its smell and its silky smooth skin. She stuck her tongue out and licked it from its base to the tip. The other guys were now all naked from the waist down and stood around her, their cocks hard, hovering in the air, bobbing up and down slightly.

Dana looked around and admired each of them. All four of them had gigantic specimens for their cocks. Each was longer than 9 inches. She knew, she had measured them herself a year ago. First hard, and when she had sucked and swallowed all of their loads, soft. And when all of those inches were buried in her tiny pussy, she was in heaven. She had a high no drug could ever match. Their cocks were magical. Sal didn’t even compare with his five incher. She moved her hands from Tom to hold Donny and Jules’s cocks on either side, and started stroking them savoring the feel of their cocks in her palms. She planted a gentle kiss on the tip of Tom’s cock, which angrily pointed at her face inches from her. Then she began to lick it all over, moving her small face along the giant cock’s length, slobbering all over it.

Dana was addicted to this feeling. Being the complete center of attention of these men…controlling them, their power...She had never known she could feel this way until that one night when the quiet, conservative Catholic girl she was transformed into the Dana that now kneeled in the middle of these four, large black men, licking Tom’s cock while stroking Jules and Donny. She moved back to the head of Tom’s dick and then enveloped it with her mouth. Tom groaned as she gently began to suckle on it, just like Tom had sucked on her nipple earlier. Donny moved closer to her and reached out to play with her soft breast, squeezing it and twisting her nipple while she continued to stroke his warm, throbbing cock.

Dana moved to engulf more of Tom’s hard, warm cock into her wet mouth. A normal woman wouldn’t even be able to take half of him inside her mouth without gagging, but she had had experience. Valuable experience with the four cocks around her now. When she tried, she could take four fifths of his giant cock down her willing throat, and all the guys loved her for it. Once she had almost taken all of Donny’s cock down her throat, and her nose had grazed the skin of his abdomen, before she felt she was going to gag and pulled away.

She pulled her mouth off Tom and nuzzled his cock, then moved her face forwards and buried it in his huge, soft black balls. Where Donny had the biggest cocks among all the mammoths around her, Tom had the biggest balls. She loved nuzzling his soft, warm nut sack and she loved to think that it was her appreciation that made his cum taste so good. Each of his balls were the size of a ping pong ball. She had to open her mouth wide to take one in and suck on it as it the wrinkly skin rested on her tongue. She moaned in delight along with Tom as she licked it and sucked it, and then she let it fall from her mouth, and took the other one in. She was a connoisseur by now. She tried to relish the moment…after all, it was going to be the last time.

“Come on, baby don’t forget about us!” Donny complained, rubbing his cock on her cheek.

“Don’t worry boo, all of you will get the special treatment from mommy today,” she cooed, giving Tom’s cock a parting kiss.

She turned to face Donny. The sunlight projected the shadow of his mammoth ten incher over her face. His cock had always seemed to her something out of myth and legend. Women went their entire lives never seeing a cock as big as his, let alone having it in every way it could be had. Donny had an attitude to match the length of his cock, and truth be told, it suited him. He never carried it overboard and Dana had never seen him mistreat a girl.

“I’ve missed this big guy so much,” she said, rubbing her face against the humongous tool attached to Donny. “I’ll miss you, baby,” she said, pouting her lips and giving its head a sloppy, wet kiss.

“He’ll miss you too, baby girl,” Donny replied, taking his cock and repeatedly smacking it gently against her face while she smiled up at him.

Dana put her arms around him and held and squeezed his butt. Then she opened her mouth and took Donny’s cock head in. She earnestly began to suck on it while licking every inch of it that was in her mouth. The other guys, now bereft of her feminine hand, now got on their knees around her and began exploring her beautiful, sensual body. To increase their access, Dana moved into a doggy style position from a kneeling posture, and stuck her ass out, which Jules held in his hand and generously groped and squeezed. He began to plant soft kisses on her pale flesh, and occasionally slapped it hard. Dana was now trying to accommodate more and more of Donny’s cock into her little mouth. She started bobbing her head rapidly, trying to give him a fucking with her face.

With Sal, she had almost zero difficulty getting his entire length into his mouth. And whenever she had tried it on him, she had almost immediately been greeted by his release. There was never time to relish the challenge, or delight in the feeling. Now, with a quarter of Donny’s cock in her warm, loving mouth and his musk in her nose, she could truly be in her form. She loved how she had to struggle to fit more of him in her mouth, and how full he made her feel. She wantonly sucked on his cock, and he groaned at her ministrations.

She finally withdrew from his cock, slowly. She gulped down the taste of Donny’s cock, and turned to face Savant now, presenting her soft, round ass to Tom in the process. She wiggled it at him.

“Remember how this tastes?” she asked, giggling.

“Can’t fuckin forget, babe,” Tom replied, and got down behind her to bury his face in her ass.

Dana squealed and giggled at the feeling and somehow managed to take hold of Savant’s cock and start stroking it. She held it up and licked his balls first. They were cute and kind of small and smelled heavenly. Donny had taken her hand and placed it on his cock, which she had immediately started stroking while Jules sat beside her and squeezed her breasts. He then decided he wanted more, and laid down, and slid under her hanging breasts so he could suck on them. He started suckling on her breasts while squeezing and rubbing them. Meanwhile Tom was rubbing his face in Dana’s pussy, which she had shaved clean, in anticipation of her wedding night. Well, the shaving hit two birds with one stone, she guessed. His tongue on her pussy made her moan loudly into Savant’s balls.

Savant let his cock drop and it slapped her on the face, and she nuzzled it before opening her mouth and enveloping his cock with it. She sucked on it with a greedy hunger, and started taking it deep into her throat, fucking it with her face.

“Oh fuck…” Savant groaned. “How the fuck will we live without this, Dana..”

“Mhmhmmm,” said Dana, his cock filling her mouth.

It was Jules’s turn next, and when Dana withdrew from Savant, he got out from under her and stood up again, and Dana immediately started sucking on his cock.
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12:30 PM

“The only people left there were Tom and the other guys,” Grant had said to Sal.

Sal had felt sick. Somehow he wasn't surprised. And now Dana was nowhere to be seen. He had seen it happen before and his suspicions were the same now as they were then. He tried to inconspicuously adjust his dick, which was getting a hard. He would be lying if he said that he hadn't ever pictured Dana being fucked by one of those bulls...The thought of it made him rage and...it made him horny. He would never admit it. There was something so forbidden and sensual about it...but would he be okay with her doing this to him on their wedding day?

He looked at his watch again. He dearly hoped that the limo had a flat tire or something.
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11:30 AM

Dana wiggled her ass at Tom.

“Please baby, I want it so bad,” she moaned lustfully. “Give it to me. Fuck.”

Tom rubbed his huge cock on her tiny pink slit from which her love juices trailed down her thigh.

“Stop fucking teasing me you bastard,” she said, indignant with hunger. Jules, Donny and Savant stood around her her with their giant cocks all pointing at her face and her palms around Donny and Savant’s cock, with Jules’s wet with her saliva.

“Sorry baby, it’s our last time together. Gotta drag this one out,” Tom replied.

He gingerly pressed his tip against her womanhood and Dana gasped. He wiggled it and gave her clit a good rub with it, making Dana moan into Jules's cock which was snug inside her mouth. Then he held Dana's ass firmly and Dana squirmed in eager anticipation of what came next. Tom positioned his cock to line up with her warm, wet opening and slowly began to push his cock forward. It pressed against her flesh and then the helmet slid inside, giving Dana a taste of the sensation she enjoyed most in the world. Tom slapped her ass, raising a warm thwack as her ass jiggled. He pushed his cock in further, and inch after delightful inch of him slowly penetrated her soft body.

“Oh god..” Dana moaned. She shut her eyes and tried to absorb every last impulse that was bursting forth from where Tom was inside her. It had been months since she had last fucked the guys, and her memory of the sensation was so faded compared to the real thing.

When Tom jammed his entire length inside her and she squeezed him with her pussy, she felt an echo of the first time she had felt his cock deep inside her. It still felt just as good. Even better now, because now she wasn't scared of their lengths and could enjoy them more. Tom slowly slid his monster outwards and her pussy squeezed involuntarily, trying to keep it inside. When only the tip of his cock was buried in her, he jammed all of him inside her with a thrust, and Dana screamed in pleasure, her eyes wide open with the sudden shock of pleasure that she had just received. Tom moved one of his hands from her ass and began to stimulate her clit. The sensation was too much for Dana and she squealed and bucked at him, her legs twitching every time his fingers grazed her sensitive clit.

Tom began to fuck her in earnest, slowly letting all his nascent power out of him. His pace increased. Dana could barely focus on pleasing the guys in front of her; almost all of her attention was diverted to the pumping she was receiving on the other end. Tom had settled on a forceful rhythm now, and was making Dana's entire body quake as he slammed his cock in and out like a jackhammer. The sound of his flesh slapping hers and the squishing sounds from her soaking wet cunt filled the cool, moist forest air. As his cock penetrated and touched spots inside her that hadn't been touched since many months now, Dana's pleasure began to build and she felt the faint warmth of an orgasm start to build.

For Tom, fucking Dana was one of the most erotic things he had ever experienced in his life. Her petite frame...her red hair...her white skin...it all added up to make it something he had always just dreamed of. Dana had never known how grateful he internally was for her letting him fuck her. The sight of his large tree trunk of a cock sliding into her pussy was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. He fucked her with all his might, slamming into her ass with each thrust, and making the veil flowing from her head wave in the air.

Tom's fucking slowly edged Dana towards her orgasm. She continuously switched from one cock to the other, sucking on them in synchronization with the fucking she was receiving, but as her orgasm neared she could no longer focus on her oral ministrations and her face contorted in ecstasy, her mouth hung open slightly as she lost all sense and lost herself in her impending orgasm.

Almost as if he could sense it, he increased his pace even more and then with a final thrust, he jammed his cock all the way into her pussy and bottomed out, pushing her over and making her cum. Dana began to buck and scream in intense pleasure as wave after wave of orgasm hit her. Tom felt her pussy wildly twitch and squeeze his cock. The men watched her spasm, overtaken with lust at the intensely erotic, arousing sight before them. Dana Nolan was a goddess. Still inside her, Tom waited for a few moments, letting Dana's orgasm die down and letting her catch her breath again.

Tom's cock slid out with a wet plop, glistening with Dana's copious juices. Dana quickly turned around, grabbed his cock and began sucking on it greedily. She furiously bobbed her head up and down and fucked it with her face. She then stood up and kissed Tom deeply, sharing the spoils of her orgasm with him. He kissed back with hungry passion. He sucked on her tongue, her lips and pulled her against him by the ass, and his large, warm piece of meat slid up against her abdomen, making her unconsciously grind against him.

Donny moved in behind her and put his arms around her and pulled her away from Tom and against him, rubbing his cock all over her ass, and then pulling her chin to his face and kissing her.

“It's my turn now,” he said, and he lifted Dana bodily, flipped her around so she faced him, and positioned her dripping pussy over his enormous member pointing at the heavens.

Dana held onto him for dear life, with her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist, as he slowly lowered her with his big dark arms onto his pole. A loud, lustful groan escaped her lips as the giant rod began penetrating her slowly. She kissed him, her head small against his and moaned into his mouth. Her moans crescendoed into a full scream as his cock bottomed out inside of her and she locked her arms and legs around Donny as tightly as she could. Then Donny slowly lifted her up again. And then down. Thus he began his fucking of Dana, as Dana's eyes rolled back in pleasure so intense she could barely react. His pace increased slowly and Dana's soft auburn hair began to start bouncing as she bounced on his dick. Donny's dick bottomed out on every thrust, and made her recall glimpses of the first time his cock had touched her cervix. Oh what a perfect night that had been...

“Yo Donny, I'm not gonna stand here jerking off,” said Jules, while jerking off.

“Can't let a brother have his share of the cake, huh?” Donny replied, sighing. “Don't say I ever wronged you,” he said, and slowly sat down on the sheet with Dana still impaled on his cock. He laid down on his back and held onto her waist, promptly resuming his drilling.

Jules and Savant closed in, and offered their cocks to Dana on either side of her face. She gladly took up the offer. With these four, it felt wrong just being filled on just one end, really. She grabbed their cocks and started stroking Jules while putting Savant in her mouth and beginning a sloppy, no holds barred blowjob. Donny drilled her pussy like a maniac, making her tits and her hair bounce wildly.

“Are we getting some of that delicious ass today, Dana?” Jules asked as she sucked on one of his balls and licked it.

“Nuh uh,” she said, letting it fall from her mouth. “Sorry guys, I don't have any lube.”

“You didn't think we would forget that, did you?” Tom said, grinning devilishly at her.

He reached into the car and briefly shuffled through his tuxedo before producing a little bottle. Dana turned to look at it, Savant's cock still deep in her mouth, and she smiled at Tom.

“I was hoping you hadn't,” she said happily.

“DIBS!” yelled Jules. “I call dibs.”

All of them laughed at this. Jules pulled his cock out of Dana's mouth and tapped her face several times with it.

“You ready, baby girl?” he asked. She nuzzled his balls.

“Mhmm. Give it to me, stud,” she said.

Tom threw Jules the bottle and he took some of the lube in his palm and coated his giant cock with it. He settled down between Donny's legs and started smearing the lube on Dana's asshole.

“Oh..” gasped Dana.

Jules's finger probed her asshole and spread the lube all around it. Then he put some pressure on it and his finger popped inside. Dana moaned at the intrusion of her ass. He took his finger out and put some more lube on it. Then he slid his finger back in and curled it to make sure the lube coated her walls.

“You ready, girl?” Jules asked, positioning his erection at the entrance of her backdoor.

“All day for you,” Dana said, turning back to look at him and winking.

Jules pushed his generously lubed up cock against her tiny asshole. Her asshole held strong for a few seconds as Jules put more pressure against it. Then it gave way and the head of Jules's cock popped into her asshole.

“Oh GOD,” Dana shouted, letting Savan't cock drop out of her mouth, now with two large black cocks filling her up. “Oh fuck! Fuck.”

Donny pulled Dana to him so she was lying on top of his chest. He kissed her deeply and ran his hands through her pretty hair. Meanwhile, Jules was slowly pushing more of his cock inside Dana's ass, making her squirm and wince and grunt in pleasure. Donny's cock was pumping her pussy while Jules was still dormant, entering her more.

“Time's up, motherfucker,” Savant said to Donny. He must have been getting very impatient now, Dana noted, he rarely used that kind of language.

Donny kissed Dana again, and their tongues danced together in the throes of utmost lust.

“Come on man, just a little more okay?” Donny replied. He hugged Dana tightly and fucked her with all his might. Dana moaned very loudly now, feeling her second orgasm approach rapidly.

Jules was inside Dana's ass up to his balls now. He dripped more lube on his shaft and began, very slowly, thrusting in and out of Dana. The pressure of Jules's cock pushed Donny's cock so it rubbed against her G-spot full on, and each time it did, Dana screamed out in pure pleasure with animalistic squeals and moans. Jules brought his thrusts up to a steady pace and got into a steady place with Donny, both of them pumping in and out of Dana in synchronization. Dana squealed and moaned and screamed, and felt another orgasm build up inside of her.

Then Donny decided to finally switch with Savant, and he pulled out, kissed Dana and moved and Savant laid down and got under Dana instead. He kissed Dana while squeezing her breasts as he positioned his cock at the entrance of her pussy. When it was all Iined up, Dana lowered herself and his cock impaled her. Now Savant began to thrust, slowly at first and then increasing his pace.

The pleasure of fucking that a woman receives from four guys is something she could never receive from just one. It's the real treatment her pussy deserves, and Dana's pussy was receiving that exact treatment right now. Now her G-spot kept being rubbed by Savant's cock, and her orgasm started building again. Donny meanwhile stood in front of her and offered her his beautiful cock to suck on, an offer that she would never even refuse in her sleep.

She began to suck on it. Donny, annoyed at having to interrupt his fucking, decided to resume it with her mouth. He laid his large hands on the sides of her head and held it in place and he slowly thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. Dana loved when he did this. She loved taking his beautiful cock down her throat. The boys had trained her and she had learned how to take a black cock.

Jules was fucking her ass without holding back now, and Savant was hammering her pussy, both of them alternately thrusting inside her in synchronization. Her orgasm built up further. Her tight ass and pussy were having the same effect on Jules and Savant, who were beginning to feel the inklings of their climaxes too.

As Dana's orgasm approached, she began to grunt and squeal like some little girl. Jules and Savant both recognized those signs, and it just spurred them own. Savant put his hands around her waist and fucked her harder. Like before, her impending orgasm had hypnotized her and her mouth had become useless, so Donny took his cock out and instead just rubbed it on her face, dry humping it.

Dana's orgasm hit in the middle of her fucking, and it didn't gave neither Savant nor Jules any pause as they continued to hammer right into her. Her grunts turned to screams.

“Stop, stop!” she screamed, her oversensitive pussy being hammered by the large cocks. The pleasure she was receiving was spilling over.

She began to buck and try to get off their cocks but they held her down and continued fucking her, making her face contort with pleasure she had almost never felt before, and scream loudly, without a care in the world as to who might hear. Finally they stopped, and everyone settled down to catch their breaths. Dana just twitched and spasmed, unable to speak for quite a few moments.

“Oh, you bastards,” she said, in between hurried breaths, a fine sheen of sweat glistening on her skin, her pussy and ass still twitching and squeezing the cocks that remained still inside her.

Finally they pulled out. Savant and Jules stood up and pulled Dana up to her knees. All four of them crowded around her and closed in so that Dana, on her knees, was looking up at them through a curtain of large black cocks. It was heaven for her. They violently jacked their cocks and occasionally Dana encouraged them by licking their shafts or heads or sucking on their balls. In between jacking themselves, one of them would pause and start slapping Dana's face with his cock, tapping her all over her pink lips, nose, cheeks and forehead. Dana's own fingers were a blur on her pussy. She had just orgasmed three times, but the view she had from down there, surrounded by 4 black demi-gods, was enough for her to feel incredibly horny. She alternated between rapidly rubbing her sore clit and then gently caressing it. She would slip a finger or two in her pussy when her hand wasn't stroking one of the cocks.

Savant was the first to lose control, and he pulled Dana's face towards his cock and aimed. He froze as his climax hit him and and grunted. Dana opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue. The first jet of cum shot out and flew over her mouth and splattered her nose and cheek, thick, milky and warm. The second squirt was less intense, a glob that landed square on Dana's tongue, its warm deliciousness making her shiver. The rest started dribbling off his tip and Dana quickly covered his head with her mouth to not let a single drop fall to the ground. She started sucking like a vacuum, obtaining every single drop of cum that was left in his cock. He groaned and twitched, Dana's tongue and his sensitive glans overloading his senses. When Dana withdrew, his knees trembled and he sat down on the sheet, blissfully exhausted.

Dana swirled his cum in her mouth and swallowed, rejoicing the taste, and sighed.

“You still taste amazing, Sav,” she said.

“You still know how to suck a cock real good,” Savant replied, trying to catch his breath.

The three men moved so they surrounded her again, and Jules was next to release. He put his cock inside Dana's mouth and she sucked on him as he shot his hot load inside her mouth. She felt his squirts against the inside of her cheek and she used her tongue to taste and savour it, straight from its source. When Jules's squirts were gone she swallowed the cum in her mouth and then sucked the remaining drops out of his cock and swallowed them too.

“Fucking marry me, Dana. I don't think I will ever find a slut like you..,” he said.

“Too late for that, Jules,” she replied, adorably trying to get remnants of his cum off her lips with her tongue.

Jules moved to take his clothes out of the limo and put them on again while Tom and Donny closed in and stroked their cocks right above Dana's face.

“Mmmm,” said Dana, drooling at the thought of getting more cum out of the beautiful dark cocks.

“I swear, the only time I ever thought my cock looked good was when it was on top of your pretty white face,” said Donny, as he placed his cock across her grinning face and rubbed it around.

“Damn right, brother,” said Tom as he did the same.

Dana loved when they did this; when they rested their cocks on her face.

Dana grabbed both their cocks and rubbed them all over her face, and she kissed their balls one by one.

“Now cover my face with your cum, you filthy fuckers,” she said.

Donny pushed Dana's head and buried her face in his balls.

“Earn our cum, bitch,” he told her, feeling her take his balls in her mouth and tongue them.

Dana pulled away and took his cock into her willing mouth and pushed forward, trying to take in as much of his cock as she could. She got halfway and began bobbing her head back and forth, fucking him with her mouth.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he said. “Yeah take that big black cock down your throat.”

Then Dana moved to Tom and gave him the same treatment. She nuzzled and sucked on his huge balls and then fucked his cock with her face. She pulled them intimately close to her by their asses and began to stroke their cocks with her little hands.

Tom and Donny reached their orgasm at almost the same time. Donny grunted and groaned first, and started stroking his cock very hard, and aiming it at Dana's face. Tom shuddered and aimed his cock at Dana's face as well and she just sat back and opened her mouth wide, closing her eyes so their cum didn't get into them.

Dana knew how much these two came, and how violent their orgasms were, but she still got blind sided when the copious ropes of cum began to shoot out of their cocks and started to pound her face. Squirt after squirt from each cock splattered her lips, her nose, her eyelids, her forehead and cheeks. Gobs of cum flew and found their way into her open mouth and her pink, outstretched tongue. Dana made no attempt to save all the cum that dripped down onto the sheet. She knew that there was no way she could save all of it. With them, there just was too much. Their squirts finally weakened, and some hit her soft breasts and started dribbling down. Dana's face was left a mess of milky, thick cum from the 2 men.

“Oh god,” she murmured. “Been saving up for me, huh?”

“Consider it our wedding present to you,” Tom replied.

Dana put an arm around their legs and pulled them close and gave their cocks a thorough cleaning with her tongue, and a hard sucking to make sure nothing remained.

“I will always remember this gift boys,” she said.
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12:40 PM
The limo finally pulled in. Dana stepped out, and Sal was walking down the steps to ask what had happened when the limo pulled away.
“Flat tire,” she lied, kissing him. Her lips tasted strange, Sal noticed.
“Why did the driver go away?” he asked.
“Said he was late to another event,” she told him, shrugging.
Sal noticed that her friends walked in attempting to be inconspicuous ten minutes later. He had also noticed that Dana's hair was just a little disheveled, and her face had a relaxed glow it didn't have just a few hours earlier. Where had she been for an hour and a half? Images flashed across his mind. Tom holding her down and kissing her while hammering her pussy with his thick, black cock. Dana on her knees sucking on Savant's balls. Donny and Jules spit roasting his wife. His stomach dropped. At the same time he realized just how hard he was.
“I do,” she said.
He was gazing at Dana smiling at him. Her slightly disheveled hair, her lipstick that she had hurriedly put on again. Her dress that was just a little out of place. She looked radiant and beautiful and all the things he never thought he could have had.
“And do you, Salvatore Isaac, take Dana Nolan to be your wife? Do you promise to be true to her in good times and in bad, in sickness and in health, to love and honour her all the days of your life?”
“I do,” he said softly, and before the priest could tell them to kiss, took her in his arms and kissed her deeply.
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Valerie Teaches the Ex-Convicts
[image: Vara Damon]



I coughed an obviously fake, exaggerated cough to get the receptionist to look up from her computer.

“I'm Valerie?” I said, unsure on how to proceed.

“HumanEd?” she asked, still not looking up from the screen.

She was pretty, with flowing auburn hair.

“Yes, yes,” I said, relieved at the acknowledgment.

“We have the class set-up in room 34, third floor,” she told me, finally looking at me, and scanning my petite five foot three frame from my head to my shoes. I felt just a little embarrassed.

“Alright, thank you!” I eked out.

“Take the stairs to the right,” she said, smirking at me as I turned to leave.

When my husband Linus told me he had enrolled me with HumanEd, I was angry at him. But he was right, like most times. All my higher studies were being wasted with my day job teaching kids whose biggest problems were biting each other or occasionally crapping their pants. I guess I was angry because I just hadn't gotten out of my comfort zone in so long. This was the first time in years that my husband had driven me somewhere other than home straight after church.

I started climbing the stairs and every step I took echoed in the empty stairwell. As I climbed, my anxiety began to increase. Ex-cons and correctionals. Those were my students. HumanEd was a very popular local non-profit organization that hired teachers like me to educate ex-convicts and other people who've had brushes with the law who wanted to change their lives but lacked the means to obtain a proper education. I had master's degree in Biology and when they had called my school asking for potential candidates, the Principal had immediately referred them to me. Tap, tap, tap. One floor left to climb. My nervousness couldn't go anywhere but up.

I just hoped that the men wouldn't be too...rowdy. I hadn't ever done well with the crass sort of people. Linus was a good, nice man and I had gravitated towards him in college, much to the dismay of all the 'bad' boys and assholes who other teenage girls were throwing themselves at. But I was sure these people wouldn't be that kind. After all, they wanted to turn their lives around, right? When you want to get an education and get past your mistakes, surely you'd respect your teacher at least. Still, I couldn’t help but feel anxious.

I opened the metallic door, and the clanging sound it made echoed around the stairwell as I closed it behind me. Room 34....Right in front of me was a door labeled 27, and the one to its left was 28. I turned to the left and followed the series of numbers. As I turned a corner I saw it, the only room where the window on the door didn't peer into darkness. I went and stood in front of it. I tried to gauge the people inside. They had set-up the room just like a classroom, with chairs and a large teacher's desk. There seemed to be around 10 or fifteen men, most of them black and a few Hispanic. They were all very large and imposing, and I couldn't help but be a little intimidated, despite knowing that I would be in no danger. Probably. I had hoped that there would be a few women convicts that would really have been reassuring. The men were huddled around a corner looking at something. I took a deep breath, put my hand on the cold metallic knob and it turned quietly.

As I walked in, the loud sounds of a woman moaning and groaning in lust reached my ears. They had been watching porn! I turned bright red, and stood there, very unsure of how to proceed. This really wasn't the way I had hoped to start this job.

“Jesus Christ, look at that. I’d kill to slide my monster into that pale white ass.” said one of the men wearing a black scarf around his head, licking his lips.

I turned even redder. The men were clearly very aroused. This was NOT the atmosphere I had expected when I walked in. I couldn't help but sneak a few peaks at the crotch of their pants. My mouth hung open! They were sporting massive boners. My God! The only boner I had for reference was my husband's, and when he was hard under his pants or jeans there was just a slight hint of a bulge. The man closest to me was a black young man with a tattoo creeping up his neck from his collar. He sat with his body facing me, but he had turned back to peek into the phone. I noticed that his hard-on had sneaked its way down half his thigh. It looked like he was holding a thick snake in there!

One of the men looked up from the phone and spotted me.

“Oh shit!” I heard him whisper to his mates in a panic.

All of them looked to me and suddenly there was a great hurried fumbling to pause the video on the phone and make it disappear. As multiple people reached in to pause the video the phone was tossed about and fell to the floor with a clatter, the woman's voice reaching a loud crescendo in the video. When I saw the man whose crotch I had been ogling make eye contact with me, I realised I had been standing in one place with my mouth hanging open staring at a student's crotch. I quickly walked over behind the desk, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone. Finally someone managed to stop the video and the phone was quickly shoved into the owner's pockets.

I laid my books down and took a deep breath. Looking at the outline of that man's penis snaking his way down his jeans had.....it had somehow made me light headed...dizzy. I felt some kind of a strange sensation between my legs. I tried to ignore it.

“Take your seats, everyone,” I began.

The two or three men who hadn't found a seat yet quickly did so and settled down.

“You're the teacher then?” asked the same man whose boner I had been ogling. He seemed to be in his early twenties, with short cropped hair and a chiseled jawline.

I gulped and nodded.

“Yes, yes I am. My name is Valerie. You can call me Mrs. Valerie, I'll be teaching you biology for 5 lessons, until your previous teacher gets better.”

I noticed a few students, including neck tattoo guy give each other smirks. I decided to move into full teacher mode.

“You, Mr. Neck Tattoo guy, what's your name?” I asked, trying to sound stern.

“My name's Marsh, Mrs. Valerie,” he replied, locking eyes with me and giving me a cocky smile.

His smile somehow almost threw me off my game, but I gathered myself together.

“Is there anything funny, Mr. Marsh?” I asked.

“Oh it's just Marsh for you, Mrs. Valerie. Or even M, if you like,” he shot back. “And it's just, I was expressing my happiness that that sad crony white dude was replaced by such a beautiful, young teacher as you, Mrs. Valerie.”

Now I was completely thrown off guard. I was suddenly very conscious of how I looked. I was wearing a yellow sundress that showed off my curves, along with white leggings that hugged my shapely legs.

“Well thank you Mr. Marsh, but I would appreciate it if everyone could just focus on me instead of being distracted.”

“Oh you can be damn sure we'll be focused on you, Valerie,” said a smirking bald black man sitting in the row on the side. “Oh-...Mrs. Valerie, my bad,” he corrected himself.

The nerve of the guy! The man was built like a hulk, with large muscular arms that had stretched his violet shirt taut across his skin. I now noticed the fact that I was so much smaller than almost every man present there. Dear lord, protect me.

“Alright then, let's begin,” I announced. “Now where did Mr. Richard leave you?”

I got a combined load of confused answers from the students in return.

“One at a time, please,” I requested.

A student at the back yelled out, “Done with the circulatory system.”

I sat down at my desk and opened up the course book, turning to the index. The next topic was....oh no. The reproductive system. I mentally debated on what I should do. If this was a normal class of high-schoolers or college goers I would have zero problems teaching this, but this was a class of full grown men, and the last few minutes had already been so awkward. The first chapter was the male reproductive system, followed by the female reproductive system, and the next one detailed the various hormones that contributed to puberty and menopause. These were grown men, I would doubt that any one of them were virgin, so they didn't need to be taught up reproductive parts now, did they? Yes, this was alright. I would start off with the hormones, and Mr. Richard could finish up the parts.

I stood up.

“Alright everyone, turn to page...” I glanced at the index to see the page, “-239. The hormones involved in sexual functions.”

“Hey wait a minute,” interrupted a Hispanic man who must have been around my age. “You skipped the first two chapters!”

“Mr. Richard can complete that, I'm sure,” I explained. “Alright now-”

I was interrupted again.

“Whoa whoa whoa, these chapters are in your quota. You can't just skip them, the whole flow of the subject will be interrupted!” said Marsh.

“Yeah! If you skip them, I'm afraid we will have to write a letter of complaint to HumanEd concerning your teaching practices,” said another guy, trying to sound vaguely melancholy.

“OKAY,” I conceded. “Alright then, turn to the first chapter, the male reproductive system,” I said. My plan, defeated.

I started reading from the book, and explaining every line as I read it. The first few paragraphs detailed the functions of the reproductive system in males, its onset and the hormones that controlled it. Then came the description of the male genitalia. Dear God. Once or twice my voice caught in my throat as I began to explain the penis, the testicles, the functions of the various glands that contributed to semen production, and all the other parts. I saw several students grinning at me, and I resolved not to break.

“Mrs. Valerie, that's good and all, but...I'm just not getting it, you know?” Marsh said.

“Which part?” I asked, looking at the page to guess where he might have had difficulty.

“All of it, really. These paper diagrams don't help much....isn't there some sort of an anatomical model or whatever?”

I hadn't really thought of bringing one with me. Well, I couldn't be walking around with the anatomical model of a dick anyways...

“No I don't think I do. I don't really think there's anything that a diagram can't portray..,” I reasoned.

“Well, there are a lot of things. Like, what's the size of a cock? We can't see the proper scale from the diagram.”

“You can just ask. The average penis is five point five inches in length, measured from the base to the tip,” I said.

I didn't even notice that I had just talked about the length of a penis to a man other than my husband. I was fully into my role as their teacher now.

My reply seemed to amuse Marsh and his companions, and he began to laugh.

“Come on, see! That can't be right,” he argued.

“Well, of course it's right, it's been surveyed and measured internationally. My husband's is that length too,” I said. I didn't even think of how inappropriate that was....

Marsh stood up and began to unbuckle his belt.

“If that's the case-..” he said, dragging his pants down before I could even register his actions and protest, “...-then what's this?”

His huge black snake bounced up as it found its freedom from the prison of the jeans. This....was not five point five inches. His penis was....no...Not a penis, this was an honest to god cock, and it was as big as my forearm, if not longer! I stared at it in shock for a moment before I came back to my senses.

“Put that away!” I yelled at him.

Marsh did not put it away. He instead chose to move out of his chair whilst taking his jeans completely off.

“I have an idea!” he said, now completely naked from the waist down. Once more, my eyes fixated on his massive swinging junk. “You don't have a model of a dick here,” he continued, “-so how about I stand in as one?”

As he said this, he climbed up onto my desk and stood at the edge, so his cock was hanging above my head. I was still dumbfounded and dazed, unsure of how to act. Underneath my uncertainty I felt a burning hot flame in my loins, the kind I don't recall ever feeling, and it was kindled by the mammoth cock that hung above me now, getting harder every second.

“Yeah! We'll learn much better this way!” shouted a man sitting in the back, and his words were met with hoots of agreement and encouragement.

How was I supposed to handle this? Just walk out of there? Tell them no? Somehow make this man sit back down? In my uncertainty I just decided to go along with the flow. How far could it go? I would point out the reproductive parts on Marsh's body and that would be that. No harm done right? And so I made my biggest mistake.

“Alright,” I said, sighing in defeat. My accordance was met with the hollering and hooting of the students.

I held my head high again and turned to look at Marsh's cock to resume the lesson. Again for a moment I froze, just staring at it. I can't lie...it was beautiful. It was the most beautiful piece of manliness I had ever seen. No. How could I think this? This wasn’t me. I had a husband! But…just looking at it raised an enormous desire in my loins that I had to squeeze my thighs together to contain. The length of it...the dark, silky skin...the beautiful veins running along it...the beautiful head adorning its tip...I shook myself back to my senses again.

“Okay,” I said, shakily pointing at the head of his cock. “This is the glans,” I began, acutely aware of how dry my mouth felt.

I began to point out what the various parts were called. I explained how the penis filled up with blood when the brain sent signals on arousal. And then it was time to point out the testicles. I pointed at Marsh's huge black balls, my fingers inches away from it, and began explaining the various functions and parts inside it, the epididymis, the seminiferous tubules, the vas deferens and so on.

“Mrs. Valerie, I don't think they're getting a good view. You need to hold my cock out of the way,” Marsh said.

I was about to shoot back a snide reply. But right as it was about to escape my lips, it vanished. Instead, I thought, let's just get this over with. I gingerly reached out, my small pale hand moving to his enormous dark member and I put my fingers around it. Or at least, I tried to. They wouldn't even come close to encircling it all the way. I lifted it up, feeling the mass of it and held it up so that his huge balls were on open display. Then, with my other hand, I reached out and lifted his balls and resumed my lecture.

I don't know what was taking over me. I felt calmer now. My pussy was still hot but my heart had stopped racing. In the middle of explaining how the sperm cells were produced, I realized I was slightly fondling his balls. This wasn't right, was it? But somehow I found myself unable to resist. His balls were warm and soft and so large I couldn't contain them in my hand. My husband has balls that I could encompass with three fingers.

Finally I was done with the section about the components of the male reproductive system.

“Mr. Marsh you can step down now,” I said.

“You'll have to let my dick go first, ma'am,” he said.

I hurriedly let go. I had almost forgotten I still had him firmly in my grip. My palm missed the sensation of his warm skin. I felt like I was dripping wet and that my wetness would trail down my legs and betray my immorality to all the men in the room.

“Wait, you forgot one part,” Marsh said, and he turned back, still standing on the desk.

I turned the pages on the book to look up which one he was talking about.

“No, I think I've covered all of it,” I said, trying to keep my eyes away from his cock bobbing up and down.

“This part, here,” he said, and he pointed to some spot under the head of his cock.

I strained to see which part he was talking about and leaned forwards.

“Don't you see? Right here,” he said, moving his penis closer to my face.

I leaned in even more. His cock was just a couple of inches from my face as I furrowed my brows and tried to focus. I could feel the heat from his cock on my lips and I could smell his manly musk.

“I don't see whi-” I began but he interrupted me by quickly putting his hand on the back of my head and pulling it towards his cock, which entered straight into my open mouth!

I couldn't believe this. I was frozen. I had a stranger's cock filling my mouth. A black man. An ex-convict. I never even sucked on my husband Linus's cock, save for special occasions. Why...why wasn't I moving away? Why wasn't I resisting....

“Don't pretend you don't like it...Mrs. Valerie,” he said. “I saw how you were staring at this cock. Don't resist it now,” he told me.

I finally acted. And to my own surprise it wasn't an action of defiance. I used my tongue and tasted him. I closed my eyes and covered his cock, soft and hard at the same time, with my saliva inside my mouth. I gently sucked on it. I felt like I was hypnotized. The other men in the room, watching us with their mouths gaping open, drooling, felt like faint phantoms somewhere far away.

“That's it,” Marsh cooed. “Good girl,” he whispered.

His words just amplified his hold over me. My body reacted to the authority that it sensed in his voice. An authority I had never heard in my husband's voice. Linus would do what I would tell him and stop when I told him to. Not this man...this wild, wild man. He was going to control me. The room was completely silent, save for the sounds of my heavy breathing accompanied with Marsh's, and the occasional slurping my mouth produced.

I had now begun to try and suck his cock in earnest. I wanted this. He knew I wanted it. And it felt amazing. His warm meat in my mouth, its taste, its smell, it was utterly overwhelming, delicious. I took him deeper in my mouth. I then pulled off and began to lap hungrily all over his shaft and head, making him glisten with my saliva. I held his cock in my petite hand and held it up as I nuzzled his big, heavy balls. They were beautiful, and I gently and lovingly kissed them all over, and one by one took as much of them in my mouth as I could and greedily sucked on them.

` I suddenly felt a pair of hands on my butt. I had my eyes closed sucking blissfully on one of Marsh's balls and the intrusion made me jump slightly. I quickly adapted and realized I welcomed the sensation. I was on fire. I needed satisfaction and it was clear to me now that I was going to get it. This was so strange. Wasn't this supposed to be the worst case scenario? I was now committing adultery with men that society considered degenerates. I was doing something so forbidden and yet...why was I so excited? Was it excitement that I marked as anxiety when I thought of teaching ex-convicts?

The hands on my butt squeezed and kneaded my cheeks, and caressed my skin. I felt my dress slowly be lifted up from the back and I knew that my round, pale ass was exposed to the mystery man behind me.

“God damn, look at that. Just fucking look at that,” I heard him say to his companions.

Then he slapped my ass cheek. Hard. The sound of the slap rang out in the room and I felt a loud impulse of pleasure-pain from my butt. The man put his hand in the crack of my butt and caressed me where Linus had probably never even seen me. I felt his finger pull my white cotton panties to the side and gently rubbed my hole. Then his palm slid down and started caressing my pussy. His touch made me groan with intense pleasure into Marsh's cock. I had never felt sensations like this ever before in my life.

Marsh pulled away from my mouth and his cock slid out with a wet plop.

“Time to get more comfortable, Mrs. Val,” he said and got down from the table and stood in front of me.

Then he put his arms around me and pulled me against him and leaned down to kiss me full on the mouth. I stood, doing nothing for a brief moment before I began to kiss him back earnestly. Our tongues danced together and he licked my lips. I don't even know if Linus and I ever kissed so obscenely...so lustfully. His long, hard cock was pressed up against me and its tip was just touching the bottom of my ample breasts.

Marsh pulled away and then laid his hands on my shoulders as the rest of the students walked to stand all around us. I noticed a lot of them hurriedly losing their pants or taking their cocks out from their flies. He then pressed on my shoulders and I kneeled on the ground. I moved one of my hands to my crotch and immediately began to rub and caress my pussy over my panties with my legs spread lewdly. I had never touched myself in front of Linus. In fact I hadn't touched myself since my mother had caught teenage me and given me a strict talking to. But now....this was different. I would explode if I didn't relieve myself. The fire in my cunt would consume me if I didn't sate it. I frigged my pussy wildly as I looked at the wide array of men all around me, with their cocks out, all of them much, much larger than my husband. No five point five inchers here. They were closing in and within a few seconds I was enclosed within a tight circle of men with their cocks out, waving in front of their tight bodies.

“Where do you wanna start, baby?” asked the huge, muscular man.

I decided that it might as well be him. I reached out and tried to get my fingers around his giant manhood, and began stroking it. It grew to full rigidity in my palm and grew to a truly monstrous, enchanting size. I was rapt. With my other hand rubbing my clit in circles with my panties to the side, I leaned forward and started to lick the muscular man's cock. I stretched out my tongue and dragged it across the man's cock head, all the way down the many silky inches of his shaft, down his soft, wrinkly balls and slowly back up.

“Jesus Christ. Had a lot of experience, have you?” he asked, grinning as he took his giant cock and lightly slapped my face with it. His cock was big enough to span across my entire face every time it slapped me. I just grinned at him lustfully in reply.

I then took the head of his cock into my mouth. It was so large that it almost filled my entire mouth. I just tried to bob my head and suck some more of his cock but it wasn't possible to take any more. I noticed that the man to his side was getting impatient. He took my hand away from the muscular man's cock and kept it on his own. I started stroking him.

I let the muscular man's cock drop from my cocks and moved on. There was a large multitude of cocks to get to, and little time to do it. The next man had a shorter but uncut cock and I immediately took it into my mouth and began sucking on it. He tasted good and smelled muskier than Marsh and the muscular guy. I began to furiously bob my head and give him a good face fucking. I don't know what wanton slut inside me had awakened. I felt like some superhero who had left my alter ego behind, outside of the classroom.

I sucked cock after cock. All of them so much bigger than my husband. I don't know how I would ever look at his penis again without comparing them with sadness to these giants. Ladies, play the field for a while before you marry. Don't make the same mistake I did. Make sure you have a giant cock to fill your mouth and hug your pussy each night.

I was constantly rubbing my pussy. My panties were drenched in my juices now, and I could feel that I'd got some on the floor as well. I was on arousal cloud 9. As cock after cock rubbed against my tongue and fucked my mouth, my need to feel one inside me got more intense. When I was on my last cock that need reached a crescendo and I furiously rubbed my pussy. The pleasure my pussy was giving me, pleasure that I didn't even know I was capable of providing to myself, or capable of feeling, was overwhelming. I abandoned the cock I had in my mouth and sat back in the circle of hungry ex-convicts and obscenely spread my pale legs open. I laid back on the floor and raised my hips up in the air wantonly and fucked my pussy with my fingers as I quickly neared my orgasm.

It hit me like a train, and knocked the wind right out of me. I loudly moaned, my eyes shut and my moaning punctuated by my breaths which were labored and heavy, and my entire body spasmed, and my pussy clenched and unclenched in waves that gave me indescribable pleasure. My juices overflowed and coated my fingers and palm, and my rubbing made sloppy wet noises. As my orgasm subsided, I relaxed and my breathing became slow. I was in heaven. I was experiencing a carnal bliss that I couldn't even have imagined I could ever feel. I almost fell asleep. When I opened my eyes again I felt as if I was waking up from a deep dream, and I saw all the guys around me, mad with lust now, with their mouths gaping open in amazement at the spectacle they had witnessed right before them.

“You're a fucking slut, Mrs. Valerie,” said Marsh.

An hour ago, I would have denied it.

Someone took my hands and gently lifted me up.

“Wanna cum on a real cock now, lady?” asked a middle aged black man with a very beard who towered above me.

I didn't feel shy. I didn't feel coy. I didn't blush.

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes, what?” he asked.

“I want to cum on a real cock now,” I said, the words themselves making me shiver in desire.

The man took my hand and brought me back to the desk, where he told me to bend over. I did as he said, and bent over on the desk, and put one of my legs up on it, balancing myself on the other one, and giving the men a good look at my panty covered ass and pussy.

“Look at that,” I heard someone mutter.

“God bless white bitches,” I heard someone else say.

Sexy beard man hooked his fingers into my panties, and promptly tore them off and threw them into a corner. Now the men got a good look at my most private spots, and I felt a twinge of shyness this time. The man kneeled behind me and then pushed his face into my ass and pussy, and gave it a good rub. I heard him sniff my pussy and take in a deep breath.

“She smells like fruit, boys,” he said.

“I bet she tastes like one too,” someone with a Mexican accent said.

I gasped and let out a short moan as I felt a tongue slid into my pussy.

“She sure does,” I heard sexy beard guy say in his drawling voice.

“Time to take you for a ride, Mrs. Valerie,” he said, and I felt him brush his cock against my pussy and line it up with my little opening.

A few guys walked in front of me and partially climbed onto the desk so they could offer me their cocks, which I graciously accepted. What teacher could turn her students down, right? The man behind me slowly pressed his cock against my little pussy as I began to suck on the cocks of the guys who had just presented them to me. One of them ran his fingers through my hair as he guided my head. The man behind me pushed, and the head of his cock slid inside of my pussy. I moaned into the cock in my mouth. God, his cock felt amazing. Only the head of it was inside of it and already I was imagining how it would feel bottoming out in my pussy. Heavenly, I thought.

He grabbed my ass cheeks firmly and started pushing his cock inside. Meanwhile more men came and stood in front of me. They moved my hands to their cocks so I was now pleasuring men in every way I could. I had a cock in my mouth, two in my hands and one in my pussy, which was slowly going in deeper.

“Fuck you're tight,” I heard the man whisper behind me.

I had never had something so huge in my pussy, and it was having trouble accommodating such a huge monster inside it. My pussy twitched, tingled and clenched on the invading cock, and sent waves of pleasure washing all throughout my body. With a jerk the man smashed the rest of his cock inside me, and I cried out in surprise, and his cock hit my cervix and bottomed out. Now the man slowly began to pull out, my pussy clenching wildly to keep it nestled inside it. When his cock was almost fully out, he slowly put it back in. Thus he began fucking me slowly. He achieved a steady rhythm and then slowly turned it up.

The guys ahead of me were playing with my breasts and now they pulled my dress down to gain more access. My dress was soon taken off and discarded, and someone unhooked my bra and threw it into a corner and I felt even more hands caressing my breasts, pulling and twisting my nipples and squeezing my boobs. I was in heaven. I didn't have the time or the mental capacity to think about anything anymore. All I felt were the hands on my breasts, the cocks in my hands, the cock in my mouth...and all that I could think of was the cock that was now steadily pumping my pussy, and ramming it with a ferocity that I felt I had been deserving of all those years. Why did no one tell me black cock felt this good?!

The man behind me was positively ramming my pussy now, and the sound of his flesh hitting mine and his balls slapping my clit were echoing around the room. I felt another orgasm start to build up inside me, and I started to grunt, gasp and moan which each thrust. He slapped my ass, hard. The sting somehow combined with the pleasure of his fucking and edged me closer. I shut my eyes, trying to focus only on the pleasure of his cock but he stopped! With one final thrust he had stopped fucking me and he was now pulling out of my pussy as I tried to voice my objections through the cock that was being thrust into my mouth by the Latino man in front of me.

His place was taken by another, a very young black boy who must have barely been eighteen years of age. Like all young men are, he began pumping my pussy with his long cock almost immediately, and reached his peak speed. My orgasm rekindled and started to build up again. He tightly grabbed my ass and began to hump away madly. I don't know whose fucking I loved more, the rapid rabbit humping of the boy or the steady deep rhythm of the muscular man before him. I didn't have much respite on the other end either. Men were tagging themselves in and out and my mouth and my hands were always occupied.

The man in my mouth tagged out and a handsome Latino demigod took his place. I felt very eager to please this Adonis and I tried to give him the best head I had ever given. I freed my hands and held his ass and pulled him to me and took him as deep in my mouth as I could before I gagged. I bobbed my head up and down and fucked his cock with my face. He held my head with his strong olive hands and slowly thrust in and out of my stationary mouth, taking control of the pace. His thrusts slowly began to quicken and soon after he was assaulting my mouth vigorously and I had to struggle to barely keep up. Then he jammed his cock deep into my throat and my nose pressed up on his thick pubes. My eyes went wide in surprise as his entire body tensed up and he grunted. Then I felt the spasms in his cock and he began to spurt ropes of cum straight into my throat.

I had never let Linus cum anywhere other than in a condom while buried inside my pussy. Never. The thought disgusted me. I couldn't think how women could subject themselves to that kind of humiliation. None of those thoughts were in my head now though. The man pulled his cock back out slowly, and gifted me with the last remaining squirts of his thick milky cum on my tongue. He was delicious. Did all cum taste this good?

“She's a swallower, boys!” the Latino man shouted, and the rest of the men cheered in reply.

Try asking my husband that, I thought, amused.

The man before him had controlled himself and pulled out of me, but boys will be boys. After I had licked the remaining cum from the Latino man's beautiful warm cock, I noticed that the boy's fucking was getting erratic and hurried. Along with his hurried fucking my own orgasm was edging closer with each of his thrusts. Then he shuddered and hugged me tightly and thrust himself as deep inside as he could, and began to unload his thick cum deep inside my pussy. The sensation put me over the edge and I achieved my own orgasm and began to moan and scream in pleasure and spasmed as wave after wave of intense pleasure washed all over my body. I felt the warmth of his cum fill my pussy and I squeezed and massaged his cock with my pussy to milk it for all its worth. Then the boy slid out and the men had to hold him to stop him from fainting. They dragged him away, a dazed smile on his face.

Many more men still had to get their share of my pussy and I was ready to give it to them. They decided to speed up their sessions. Now when a man got inside me he would pump away for about one minute and then someone would swap in. This way I had almost everyone get some of my hairy, dripping wet pussy within ten or twelve minutes or so.

Most of the men had now been inside me and had their fill of my pussy and my hands and my mouth. I felt like a goddess they couldn't get enough of. Four or five of them in total had spent their loads inside of my pussy, and the combined mixture of their thick, warm cum trailed down my pale thigh. When I put my hand on my pussy to pleasure myself I found myself slick with the mixture of my own juices and the ocean of semen dripping out from my pussy. I began to rub my pussy and clit again, slowly this time, savoring the pleasure.

I was pulled up again and the men surrounded me once more. I knew what I to do this time, and I did just that. I went to my knees, wildly frigging my pussy with one hand and spreading their cum and my juices all over my clit. I looked up expectantly at the horde of men all around me. They were furiously stroking their cocks, standing really close to me, with the tips of their cocks just inches from my head. Once in a while someone would need encouragement and would pull my face to their cocks and give me a good rub with their thick, silky cocks. Occasionally someone would stick the tip of their cock into my mouth and I would give them a hard, loving suck to coerce their orgasm to hit faster. Two of the men held their cocks up and wanked them and they pulled my face into their balls. I did my duty and opened my mouth and gave their balls a good and nice suck. The second man obviously had a thing for having his balls licked, because he redoubled his jacking off and then grunted and aimed his penis square into my face. I saw the beautiful spasm hit as the first squirt from his cock was ejected. For a moment it flew in the air and cast a thin spindly shadow on my face before it splattered my face from my lips to my cheek. The second squirt hit my neck and my breast. This perverse act somehow made me shiver with pleasure and I moaned loudly and rubbed his cum onto the skin of my breast. The man pressed his cock right against my skin and shot the rest of his cum, and when he was done he used his cock to smear it on every inch of my face.

God, I must have looked filthy. I felt like such a wanton slut. I was a white, married woman on my knees in the middle of a horde of black men stroking their cocks for me, and I was covered in the cum of a stranger. And I loved it. Another man moved forward and lost control and start squirting his steaming hot load and caught me on the neck, shoulder and breasts. I took his cock in my mouth and drained the remnants of his tasty cum and swallowed it. One by one the rest of them lost their loads too and by the time the last person was done I was a hot, steaming cum covered mess.
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Linus must've noticed how unusually quiet I was on the way back.
“Are you okay?” he asked me.
I was still dazed from my tryst with the ex-convicts.
“Val?”
I turned to him, suddenly coming back to my senses.
“Yeah, yeah I'm alright,” I lied. I had just experienced something I couldn't ever have dreamed of.
“Were the students alright? They didn't misbehave with you in any way, did they?” he asked, clearly concerned.
I saw flashes of the entire thing in my head.
“No they were very nice. Mild mannered. You would be surprised, to be honest,” I said.
“So you're going to come back for more classes, then?” he asked.
“Oh yes. Definitely yes,” I said, stealing a glance at his crotch.
No five point five inchers here.
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Flashing the Hot Trucker 
(Lucy's Road Trip: Part 1)
[image: Vara Damon]



"Hopefully there won't be much traffic," said John, throwing my bag into the back.
He walked back to the passenger door and opened it for me.
"My lady," he said gleefully.
I rolled my eyes at him and got in.
My husband John had just got his dream job at a law firm in Chicago, and we decided were going to move there the next month. We'd looked up houses for rent there and decided to go there together to have a look around and finalize the contract.
John had made me dress in a tight denim mini skirt and a button down shirt with a bikini bra and no panties. No that's not how I usually dress. He had a thing for this... for making me dress real skimpy whenever we were out alone. Usually with no panties. He gets off on showing me off to other men, I guess. The thought makes me immediately wet, to be honest.
Slamming his door shut he turned to look at me, lust in his eyes.
"God you look you fucking sexy, babe. I don't know if we'll make it to the interstate before I begin groping you pussy," said John.
"Well you can always pull over if you decide you need more," I said, spreading my legs and giving him a clear view of my slightly hairy pussy that he worshipped like a puppy.
We pulled away, and a few minutes later pulled onto the interstate. True to his word, John decided he couldn't wait longer and reached out as I turned towards him a little and spread my legs. He began to rub and stroke my pussy and occasionally dip his fingers in. He then licked my juices from his fingers. God that was hot.
"Open up the roof," I said.
Might as well get some work on my tan since most of my upper half was exposed anyways.
As the roof slid open with a soft buzz the bright warm covered me. I unbuttoned my shirt and opened it up. I have fairly large breasts and at this point they were struggling to escape my tight bikini bra. My nipple rings were easily showing through the thin material of the top.
The warm sunshine, the cool wind rushing in through the sunroof, and the gentle sexual massage my husband was giving me made me drowsy and I didn't even realize when I fell asleep.
I was awoken suddenly by the loud honking of a semi-truck that was right alongside the car. I looked at the driver and saw him wink right at me. I smiled and waved in return.
"He's been ogling you for five miles now," said John.
"You could've woken me up, I could've covered myself up," I said to him.
"You looked so fucking hot though, babe. And the trucker clearly enjoyed the show," he replied.
An hour of driving later John and I agreed we needed to stretch our legs and get something to eat. We pulled into the next rest stop. I stepped out of the car, very cautious to make sure that I didn't reveal too much as I stepped out. Immediately I noticed the amount of attention I was getting from the men in the area, and especially the truckers. I saw a bunch of them a bit far away in the truck parking point at me and talk among themselves. That made me blush. And I felt a little quiver in my pussy. We walked into the little dinner that we saw and walked inside, ordering a couple of coffees and pancakes. We began to eat.
"You know, I've had an idea," said John, while chewing on a piece of pancake.
"Go on," I asked.
He took a swig of his coffee and swallowed.
"What do you say we have some fun with these truckers? Make the trip a bit more...fun" he said.
"What do you have in mind?" I asked, cautiously. I had a general idea where this seemed to be heading though.
"I'll tell you in the car," he said, winking.
After eating I went to the restroom for a bit and then we paid the bill and left. Walking back to the car, I observed again that I seemed to be a magnet for the attention of almost every man in the rest stop. I couldn't deny it, it made me feel all kinds of hot things inside.
John didn't really mention his grand fun idea again and we pulled out of the stop and resumed the journey. I was idly scrolling through news on my phone for the most part. About ten miles later John slowly pulled alongside the cabin of a big rig.
"Unbutton your shirt," John said, looking at me briefly before refocusing on the road.
I could see the driver looking into his mirror right at me. Well, my ample breasts. No way he even noticed that my eyes had focused on him.
"Are you sure about this?" I asked.
"Yeah babe I am."
So be it.
I unbuttoned my shirt and brought my large boobs into the view of the truck driver, and I saw his eyes go wide open. I went ahead and slid my bra down a little so my nipples were right on the edge of view, with a little bit of my areolas visible. Then John's fingers touched my pussy again and he began rubbing my clit. This whole situation was getting to me. My pussy was getting soaking wet. I shut my eyes in pleasure and instinctively began to grind my pussy on against his hand. He slid a finger right up my pussy.
No doubt the trucker had a clear view of all this happening. He must have known by now that this show was intentional. I just hoped he was enough of a multi tasker to focus on the road as well. I didn't want people getting killed because I wanted to partake in some kinky sexual escapade.
"Look at him," John whispered to me. "He can't stop staring at you. Looks like he'd fuck you like crazy if he could right now. Not a bad looking fellow is he?"
I bit my lip and opened my eyes to look at the trucker. John was right. He seemed to be a well built guy with a dark scruff beard, just my type of guy. And John knew it. I put my hands behind my back and unhooked my bikini bra and threw it into the backseat. Then I put my legs up on the dashboard and began to tweak and twist my nipples. I don't know what came over me. I wanted to put on a wild show and I wanted to cum while being watched by this stranger. Desperately.
I gripped John's hand and began jamming his fingers into my pussy as I began to moan. I was going to cum at any moment now. I looked again at the trucker and I noticed he had only one hand on the wheel. Oh God, he was masturbating to John getting me off! That pushed me over the edge and I began to loudly moan as my pussy contracted and my body tensed up and my orgasm took me over completely.
I lay there for a few moments, legs still up on the dash and my eyes closed with a slight smile of contentment on my face as John slowly massaged my sensitive pussy.
"Do you guys wanna pull over?" The trucker shouted.
I opened my eyes to see that he had slowed down slightly to level up with our car.
"The next stop is just a couple of miles!" He shouted again, over the loud roar of his engine.
I looked at John to see what he would say and he thought about it for a couple of seconds before nodding at me.
I turned to the trucker.
"Sure!" I shouted, smiling at me. He gave me a thumbs up.
…..
I glimpsed the rippling muscles of the trucker as he swing down from the high door. He landed with a strong, heavy impact and began to walk towards our car. God what a knock-out. Rough blond hair and a scruffy beard. My thighs tensed up against each other for a second. As he walked towards us like some gorgeous male model, the window whirred down slowly while John pressed the button.
The trucker finally leaned in and rested his forearm flat on the door and smiled at us.
"Hey there guys, my name's Rogen. Ya'll can call me Rogue."
"Hey man, I'm John and this is my wife Lucy," said John as Rogue and he shook hands.
"Nice to meet you two. Really enjoyed the show back there," he said. "You're a very lucky man, John. Lucy's gorgeous!"
"I can tell you were..enjoying it," I said, and I couldn't help but giggle, remembering him with one hand on the wheel and the other hidden from view.
"Reason why I asked ya'll to pull over, is John, would you mind if Lucy here rode with me in the truck for a couple of hours?"
John and I looked at each other.
"Uh..I don't know....we're going to have to think about this, Rogue. Give us a few to freshen up and have a drink alright?" Said John.
"Alright guys, I'll have a bite to eat too. You can find me in the truck," he said and winked at me.
He walked away and I noticed his taut ass.
"What do you think?" John asked.
"I...I don't know babe...do you think it will be safe?" I asked.
"Well I'll be right beside you the whole time..." He glanced at Rogue walking away. "He seems like an okay guy. Kinda hot too. I know your type."
I blushed.
"You're my type baby," I said, reassuring him.
Ten minutes later we were walking across the hot asphalt of the parking to his truck. He saw us, opened the door and swung down again.
"Is this a yes, then?" He asked, smiling gleefully.
I nodded, shying away from him as he took my hand and kissed it.
"You don't need to worry, John. I'll take good care of your wife."
"I don't doubt it," he said, lightly slapping my ass. "Have fun."
I climbed into the truck, helped by Rogue whose strong arms held me by the hips and lifted me. I definitely had a little quiver of excitement when that happened. The inside of the cabin was bigger than I had expected, and smelled... well it didn't smell bad. That surprised me. I had expected to smell cigarettes and sweat, but all I smelled here was a slight hint of...bacon.
Rogue got in after me, and smiled at me, his pearly white teeth revealing themselves and making his face look even more handsome.
"Shall we leave?" He asked and I nodded.
The engine roared to life as he turned the ignition and slowly we pulled out of the rest stop.
We started making small talk. He asked me how long I had been married and I asked how long he had been trucking.
"I don't really see gorgeous women like you on the road," he said to me. "Well I've never seen anyone..quite like you."
He kept glancing at me and scanning my body. His eyes particularly seemed to have an affinity for my tight shirt. He saw me noticing him.
"Sorry I'm not usually like this. But you're really gorgeous."
"It's alright. I don't usually dress like this," I admitted. "It's John's thing. He gets turned on when men pay attention to me."
"Well he must be stroking himself now thinking of what's going on in here," he replied, laughing. "What do you say we give John something to fantasize of for days? Come here, sit in my lap."
He pulled me by the arm and I slid across the seat and pulled myself off to adjust my body on top of him.
"You sure you can drive like this?" I asked. I didn't want to die this way.
"What did I say, Luce, been doing this for ten years now. I know my truck."
He shifted me so I was sitting on his thigh, and he still could see the road. One of his hands held the steering wheel while the other snaked around my chest to grab my breast. I let out a soft moan of arousal. He began to squeeze and caress my breath and I held his hand and shut my eyes to enjoy the delightful sensation. His fingers rolled my nipple and pinched it and made me gasp with every touch. God he was good.
I felt his breath on my neck as he kissed it and his beard gave me a slight prickle.
"Take the shirt off, baby," he whispered.
I was in no condition to not oblige. I unbuttoned the shirt in a wild hurry and threw it onto the seat beside me. Then the bra was quickly unhooked and flung onto the shirt on the seat.
Now I was almost naked, sitting in the lap of a stranger, a trucker, driving along the interstate. Cars passed us and any of the people inside could look up at me and see my bare breasts on display. The slut in the trucker's lap.
Rogue's hand got to work on my bare breasts and he squeezed them and caressed them and lightly slapped them. He was absorbing every bit of sensation he could. I bet he was thanking God for this opportunity. He leaned me back and quickly moved his mouth to my nipple so he could give it a quick suck while looking at the road ahead. I held his head and stroked his hair as he sucked and licked my nipple. His tongue flicked it and heightened my arousal even further.
He sat me up straight again and now began moving his hand south, across my stomach and then up my skirt.
"You're soaking," he whispered, his voice deep and his breaths heavy just like mine.
"Mmhm. And you're hard," I moaned, and ground my ass onto his crotch, which now had a big bulge poking right into my soft ass.
He began to spread my juices around my pussy, making me hold him close as my legs twitched with the pleasure. When his fingers touched my clit I almost orgasmed then and there. He began to gently rub it and there was no way I could hold in the moan that arose inside of me. I began to loudly moan in pleasure. I sounded so...wanton.
He dipped his fingers inside me and began to slowly thrust them in and out. Then he pushed them in further and soon he was fingering me hard. I just held on for dear life. I wanted to rub my clit but I knew that if I even touched it then I would cum immediately. And I didn't want that. I wanted this to last as long as possible.
I protested as he suddenly withdrew his divine fingers but he brought them to his mouth and sucked my juices off of them. God damn it this wasn't getting any easier.
"Fuck me baby," I said, staring into his piercing blue eyes. "I need it so bad."
"Get it wet first," he whispered into my ear.
I immediately got off his lap and onto the seat, on all fours as he unbuckled with one hand and managed to slide off his jeans. I helped him pull down his briefs down his legs and out popped the biggest cock I had ever since. It had to be one and a half times as big as John's...easily. The moment its musky smell reached my nose I went into a frenzy. I opened my mouth wide and enveloped his cock with it and began giving him the most earnest blowjob I had ever given to anyone. I stretched my tongue out and dragged it from his swollen up cock head down to his big hairy balls, which I lovingly took into my mouth and sucked on. I put my mouth over him and took his cock as deep into my mouth and down my throat as I could. With John it was never this tough but I'll be damned if I didn't try hard.
I didn't know how long I had been wantonly sucking him off. My eyes were shut and all that mattered was this warm hunk of meat inside my mouth. All that mattered was giving pleasure.
"That's enough. Give me that married pussy of yours now, baby," he said to me.
I didn't miss a beat. Back on top of him I went, and pulled my skirt up and held his warm meat in my little hand and lined it up with my pussy. Then I lowered myself. The head poked my entrance at first and resisted before giving way and letting it pop inside, making me gasp and hold on to the dashboard with one hand as my legs almost gave way.
I lowered myself further and felt the beautiful cock slide in inch by inch. Filling half of me...going past the deepest John had been...and finally bottoming out inside of me.
"God you're tight," he whispered. "It's like you've never been fucked. Never been fucked by a real cock, baby?"
"No.." I whispered. He was right. There was no way cocks other than this were qualified to be called that. Why in the world had I been missing out on this?!
I began to raise myself up slowly, the delicious friction of movement between his cock and the walls of my pussy sending little currents of electricity up my spine, making me arch my back and hang my head back in blinding pleasure.
"Oh GOD..." I shouted as I lowered myself again and let the cock penetrate me.
Up..and down again. Up... and down. I began to fuck him. His cock went deep inside of me each time and when it retreated, left a vacuum inside of me that left me wanting more.
I fell into a steady rhythm, bouncing up and down on that monstrous cock. I looked down to see the cars passing by. People completely oblivious to what was going on a few feet away. I saw a car pass me with a kid playing in the backseat on his phone. He glanced up and saw me, breasts bouncing, face full of lust, looking right at him. His mouth dropped open as he stared while the car drove past. I couldn't help but smile.
He slapped my ass with his free hand.
"That's it baby. God you're tight..." he said.
I screamed each time he bottomed out inside of me. My orgasm was nearing and the pace with which I was fucking him was becoming more frantic and erratic with every thrust. I was trying to fuck him like an animal. I needed that cock so god damn badly.
While fucking me he leaned me back again and pressed his mouth against mine. His tongue pressed against my lips and I immediately responded, embracing his tongue with mine, biting slightly on his lower lip and kissing back with passion that I hadn't felt in ages. God this was a good idea.
"I'm...I'm gonna cum...." I moaned, bouncing on Rogue's long hard cock.
"So am I. I'm gonna cum deep inside you."
"God yes. Fuck! Cum inside me!" I shouted, slamming down onto his cock each time.
It was his hand snaking around to pinch my nipple again that drew me over the edge and I slammed my body down onto him and ground my pussy against him, writhing in absolute pleasure as my orgasm washed over me like a tsunami.
It was too much for Rogue and he held me with his free hand in a vice like grip as he cock began to spurt his cum inside of me. My eyes rolled and I could only grunt in animalistic lust as I felt him fill my pussy up more than John ever had and ever could.
"Oh God....yes....fill my pussy up baby...." I squealed.
Finally I lay on him, and let my body go slack.
"That was so fucking good. Thank you.." I said, in between heavy breaths.
"Pleasure's all mine, darling," he said.
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Ganged in the SUV 
(Lucy's Road Trip: Part 2)
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I met up again with John at the next stop. Immediately I pressed myself against him and kissed him deeply. The same mouth that had been sucking a stranger trucker's cock an hour ago, taking it deep into my throat. John parked in a secluded corner and I gave him a quick suck and had him cum down my throat. Glimpses of my tryst with Rogue kept flashing in my head. As John pulled away later, I felt tired. My body was drained and I soon fell asleep.

I woke up when I felt the car stop. The sunset was dipping into the dark green trees on the horizon. The car was parked in front of a motel.

"Our abode for the night?" I asked.

"Uh huh."

John checked us in and told me he was going to rest. I'd slept on the ride there so I didn't really feel very tired. I decided I'd just hang out outside for a while, maybe get a bite to eat and check out the town nearby. Maybe I could find a mall for a little bit of shopping, some discounts.

I took a yellow sundress out of the suitcase and changed out of my tight shirt and denim skirt. I picked up the keys from the side table and walked out after kissing John goodbye.

"Be careful!" He shouted after me.

It was dark now and the lights from the town up ahead cast a gentle light in the sky, and the car gently hummed along. I rolled the window down a bit and the breeze coursed its way through my hair, making me shiver and be soothed.

The little bubble of serenity I was floating in popped suddenly when suddenly the engine throttled. I pressed the accelerator harder but there was no effect. I began to pull to the shoulder but the engine gradually began to die down. Then it began to sputter. Then it just flat out died.

I opened the door and got out, cars rushing past me, making me dress swirl. I held it down to prevent any further flashing. And then I let it go. Hey, if they could get a view, good for them. An SUV rushed past and the wind pushed the back of my dress upto my hips, giving the traffic a good view of my ass. I shivered as I felt the wind on my nether regions.

I popped the hood open and a cloud of steam dispersed from the engine. Well. Fuck. I walked back to the door to get my phone from inside the car. Fuck. I'd left it on the bed in the hotel room. I was in a bind. The motel was a few miles the other way, and the town was probably the same distance on this side. There was no way I was going to push the car either way.

I'd just slammed the hood down, sighing when an SUV approached, slowed and parked on the shoulder about twenty feet ahead. The doors opened on all sides and I saw four black guys step outside and begin to walk towards me.

"Hey, you need some help with that?" Asked the man wearing a t shirt with a trumpet painted on the front. He was tall and handsome.

"Yeah I don't know what's happened to it...it just won't start," I said, looking wistfully at the hood.

"Pop the hood, will you? Don't know much about cars myself but Tyler here might be able to help," he said, pointing to the man standing on the far side, who was shirtless, with hard abs and pecs sculpted onto his body.

I popped it open and Tyler stood there peering into it, giving the different parts a look over, a hand up over on the edge of the hood.

"Yeah... seems like there's a leak in one of the fuel lines," he said, turning to me and giving me an 'Sorry for the bad news' look.

"Could you help fix it right now?" I asked, hopeful.

"Sorry babe, that's something that needs a shop," he replied, his voice full of pity.

"You sure?" I asked, dejected.

"Tyler here's a master mechanic, don't worry. Never had to second guess an issue in years," said the third man. He was tall and had a scruffy beard, that looked very manly on him.

"I did second guess it, man. At first I thought it had to have been overheated, since she's so hot," he replied, winking at me.

A shiver went through my spine and went to my pussy as I blushed.

"Come on, we can give you a lift to the town though, and you can ride back with a mechanic maybe," said the fourth guy, another muscular black man.

I saw the guys give me a top to bottom look over, and their eyes, sending another shiver that originated from my pussy this time.

“Alright come on then,” said the first man. “My name's Randy by the way,” he said, reaching out and shaking my hand.

“You know Tyler,” he said, pointing. “And that’s Ali,” he pointed at the tall scruffy beard man. “And Harry,” he pointed at the muscular man.

They opened the doors.

“Front row or back?” asked Tyler. “Sorry, you’ll have to adjust with us, we’ve got some of our equipment in the back.”

“Equipment?” I asked.

“Yeah, band stuff. We’re band,” he said.

I chose to fit in the second row and Harry got in. Then Tyler gestured for me to get in.

“Always the window for me, sorry.”

I climbed in and sat beside Harry as Tyler got in and shut the door. It was a squeeze but not too uncomfortable. We were sitting thigh to thigh, my pale ones next to their dark ones in their shorts. We began making small talk. I noticed Tyler and Harry stealing quite a few glances down my dress and at my pale legs against theirs. Randy kept his eyes on the road for the most part while Ali had turned back to see me, and I noticed that he kept looking right in between my legs.

All the attention was making me wet. And horny. I can't believe how I was acting that day. I decided to give these guys a bit of a show. I spread my legs a tiny bit, just so Ali could get a good look up my skirt in the light inside the car. He's eyes barely left my crotch after that. I could see his shorts from where I sat and I saw a bulge form in between them.

As I told them about John and I travelling to Chicago, I felt Tyler's hand on my thigh, right below where my dress ended. I didn't react to it and kept talking, even though his touch sent a shiver up my body. Soon after he began to move his hand, letting his coarse fingers slide up and down my smooth thigh, and finally sliding under my dress.

I looked at him to see pure lust in his eyes and he smiled at me. I smiled back. He took my hand and placed it on his bulge.

I think that was the moment that my pussy immediately overpowered my brain. I squeezed it and my eyes went wide with surprise. He was huge. Even bigger than Rogue. I'd assumed that the whole 'black men have giant cocks' thing was just...exaggerations. But evidently not. As I began to rub and squeeze it over his shorts, I became increasinly aroused and wet. I thought they would smell my arousal inside the car. I was soaked.

Tyler laid back on the seat and let me do my thing. I was hypnotized. There was no way I could get my hand off his cock. Harry must have seen what Tyler and I were doing because he had decided he wanted some of it too. I was talking to Randy about John's job when I felt Harry take my hand and quietly move it to his own crotch. I reflexively squeezed his cock too. Just as big as Tyler's! Oh God what had I got myself into. Heaven, a voice inside my head said.

Ali turned aound once again to reply to me and saw my hands on the cocks of the guys. He smiled at me.

"Your husband's a lucky man to have a beautiful wife like you," he said. "Are we both going to get some fun as well?" He asked.

"If you want," I replied, winking at him.

"You know, when we saw you back there on the side of the road all of our jaws just dropped. God damn you're hot. We're gonna have us some fucking fun right now, Lucy," said Tyler.

"Well you should know I got wet looking at you guys back there too," I said. "So it's a give and take."

"You're damn right we're gonna take," said Randy from the driver's seat.

Tyler and Harry decided they'd had enough of the over the pants handjob and decided to take things up a notch. They lifted their butts off the seats and slipped their pants off their delightfully hard, strong bodies.

I got my first good luck at their cocks. Gigantic, and hard as rock, veiny and black. My mouth immediately watered. They had big balls that they'd shaved. I couldn't wait to suck on them.

"Yo Randy time to pull over!" Said Ali. "We can't let Ty and Harry get all of her."

'Yeah man I'm looking for an exit or something, I'm just not seeing any," he replied. "No way I'm parking on the shoulder. Cop sees four black guys in a car with a white woman in between, no way we're walking out of that."

"It's okay, just keep driving. I've got this," I said, pulling my dress off my body.

"God damn, girl," said Tyler.

"Let me help you," said Harry and he unclipped my bra from the back while I pulled my panties off.

I put my feet up onto the seat and spread my legs wide until my feet were resting on top of Harry and Tyler's, and I proudly displayed my slightly hairy pussy.

I saw each of their eyes go wide. Even Randy's, in the rear view mirror.

"That's the prettiest pussy I've ever seen," said Tyler, and he gave my pussy a good rub with his hand, taking my wetness and spreading it around, pulling on my pussy lips with his fingers and flicking my clit which made me giggle and moan simultaneously.

Harry took my chin in his hand and put his lips on mine, and gave me a deep kiss. I responded like a bride on her wedding night, and our tongues danced together intimately.

"Come on, babe, time to get down to business," said Tyler as he spun me around so that my head was on Harry's crotch, his cock rubbing against my cheek, and my pussy was facing Tyler. I rested my leg on the top of the back seat and held the other one in the air.

"You look delicious," said Tyler.

He dove in and began to rub his entire face on my pussy, from my pubes to my clit to my taint. He pulled me a bit forward so my asshole was available to his tongue to and he nuzzled it. Then he slid his tongue out and licked me from my asshole to my taint to my pussy and clit and my pubes. He was an expert. He kissed my inner thighs and my thighs until he reached my feet and then back again. He began to flick my clit with his tongue, making me moan immediately.

Harry was rubbing his giant manhood on the side of my face and I decided it was time to give the poor guy some relief. Meanwhile Ali from the front passenger seat was watching all of this happen, stroking his own cock.

I looked into the rear view mirror as I began to lick Harry's warm cock.

"Look at the road, you'll get us all killed!"

"This is the hottest fucking thing I've seen in my life how can I look away that easily?" Said Randy, trying desperately to focus a bit more on the road instead of what was going on in the back seat.

Harry cupped my boobs with his hands and began to press and squeeze them and twist my nipples as I opened my mouth and he bent his cock down so I could take it into my mouth.

"Oh God," he groaned. "White girls know how to suck black cock, huh?"

"Mhm," I moaned, my mouth full of his cock.

I moved my mouth so I could occupy more of his delicious black cock into my mouth. A quarter of an inch at a time it slid down my mouth and into my throat. I wanted to shove it into my mouth until his balls were resting on my forehead but he was just too god damn big! I could only get three fourths of the way there before I began to gag and I had to retreat. I kissed the head of his delicious cock and snaked my tongue out to flick the tip. He held his cock and began to rub it all over my face."

"Oh god yeah," I moaned, breathing in the strong smell of his manhood.

I leaned my head further and kissed his balls, before taking one of his black balls into my mouth, where I bathed it with my saliva using my tongue, exploring every wrinkle on it, before I let it out of my mouth and gave the same treatment to the other.

"Yo Randy, Lucy here knows how to suck cock, man. You gotta get some of this." Said Harry.

My soft gasps and groans had now transformed into loud moans. Tyler's tongue was working magic on my pussy. This man knew what he was doing. He was working me like we'd been married for a decade. He had 2 of his large fingers into my pussy, rapidly fingering it while his tongue was bathing my clit with his spit and flicking it repeatedly.

"Fuckin shut up, Harry," replied Randy. "I swear this car's gonna crash or some shit my cock's gonna jam the steering wheel brah."

"No better way to die," said Harry, his cock nestled deep in my mouth between my soft pink lips again.

"For you, motherfucker. I'm over here with just a boner," replied Randy.

"My turn, Harry," said Tyler.

Harry mournfully pulled his cock out of my mouth and Tyler took his tongue away. The loss of the sensations made me feel deeply empty. Tyler pulled me to him and gave me a deep kiss, holding me by the ass and pressing my petite body against his overly large one.

"Get on all fours," he whispered into my ear.

I did as was told, and he positioned himself so he was half standing on the seat, his large cock waving proudly an inch from my face. At the same time I felt Harry's cock make contact with my pussy as he tried to line the tip up with my opening.

I kissed the tip of Tyler's cock and began licking the underside and stroking the shaft with one hand, balancing myself on the seat with the second. Harry's cock pushed against my opening with rigid persistence.

As the tip slowly slid in it stretched me wide and I moaned out loud.

"Ohhh goddddd......oh fuck. You're stretching me open..."

"Yeah babe...plenty more to go," he replied, slowly pushing his cock further into me.

I opened my mouth to take Tyler's cock in and nestle it against my warm, wet tongue. Harry's cock was getting deeper inside me. John's length....Rogue's length....and then it was in uncharted territory. He pushed until the tip of his cock hit my cervix. If I was x-ray'd his cock could be right up there near my lungs I'd guess. And god it felt good. My pussy felt like it hadn't ever properly been worked before this.

Tyler's cock tasted sweaty and musky and the smell of it had skyrocketed my sex drive. I began taking him deeper into my mouth. It was the same like Harry's, there was no way I was going to take this massive piece of meat balls deep into my mouth! I slid it in inch by inch until I was three quarters in and then I had to draw it out and take a deep breath.

Harry was beginning to fuck me properly now, slowly developing a rhythm. In and out he went, with increasing ferocity; at first, just gently rocking my body when he thrust his massive cock deep inside my cunt, and as he progressed, thrusting into me with such energy that my entire body was jerked forward and back with each motion, my breasts heaving with the movement.

I lifted Tyler's cock up and slid my tongue up from his balls to his tip and then back, before I took his balls into my mouth one by one and gave them a good, long suck, covering them in my spit and saliva and making sure that there wasn't an inch of skin that my tongue hadn't covered.

I wanted to worship these men. Their bodies were god-like and I needed satisfaction. Despite the heavenly fucking I had received on the road by Rogue I was incredibly horny again and I desperately needed all of them to fuck me hard and fast until I came and twitched and lay in a crumpled heap, absolutely satisfied and used.

Ali was staring at me being fucked by Harry, the sounds of our flesh slapping together filling the SUV up completely, along with the wet squishy sounds of my tongue worshipping Tyler's cock. Randy had given in to temptation and was barely glancing at the road now at regular intervals, a fact which I found partially frightening. One of his hands still held the steering while the other hand was stroking his erection.

"Time to adjust again," said Tyler, as I pulled him out of my mouth and gave him one final lick.

Harry withdrew from my pussy, leaving it pulsating trying to latch onto the cock that had just left it empty. Now Tyler positioned me so that he was sitting more towards the center of the seat and I was straddling his crotch, my legs spread wide and my feet on either side of him. He held my body up over his giant cock by his muscular, hard hands and he lined his cock up with my pussy and gently lowered me on top of it.

His cock slowly, inch by inch, filled in the void that Harry's cock had left just moments ago. He didn't have to ease in a quarter inch at a time. His cock, slowly but surely slid along until I was sitting with my pussy firmly touching the base of his cock, all of his giant manhood inside of me. I'd been impaled by this giant black cock and it felt heavenly. I put one hand around his neck for balance and the other around Harry's neck as he leaned to my breasts and began suckling on my nipple like a child, sucking on it and flicking it with his tongue before moving on to the other one, and then back after he had given it the same treatment. I was sweaty now from my intense arousal and he licked the sweat from the underside of my breasts, and the tiny droplets that had appeared in my cleavage.

It was driving me insanely horny and I began thrusting down on top of Tyler's cock. Soon I was bouncing on his cock, and I could feel tiny droplets of my pussy juices sprinkle from my pussy each time I slammed down onto his cock and spray across the seat covers and the floor. I was soaked. I was flooding. At this rate I'd be dehydrated before I reached the hotel again.

This time the sounds that filled the car were Tyler's grunts, my loud moans, and the regular metronomic sounds of our flesh slapping together. It was the hottest thing I had ever experienced. Twice as hot as any sex I had ever had with John. I felt kinda bad thinking about John while getting impaled by this beautiful, muscular man with a cock double John's size. Only kinda.

"I've fucking had enough," said Randy. "Look, here's what we're gonna do. You two are gonna fuck her quickly and cum, and then we're gonna pull over, you're gonna get in the front, and Ali and I are gonna get in the backseat and have our good time, alright?"

"I don't ever wanna cum man," said Harry, kissing me now.

"You won't believe how good her pussy is," groaned Tyler.

"I don't fucking care, cunts," said Randy.

Tyler put his strong hands around my waist and held me firmly and redoubled his efforts, fucking me harder than ever, making me slam onto his cock each time.

"Fuck her juices are going all over the car," said Ali.

"Tyler you're gonna have to clean all that shit you get it?" Said Randy.

"Fucking worth it," replied Tyler as he slammed onto me one last time and then lifted me off of him, and turned my head to kiss me deeply.

Tyler made me get on all fours on the seat in the opposite position now, Harry's cock hovering in front of me and Tyler's cock penetrating my pussy, and his hands slapping my ass which jiggled at his hard touch.

I immediately took Harry's cock into my mouth. No introductory, warm, loving foreplay this time. I began to fuck his cock with my soft mouth, letting the motions that Tyler's body was putting my body through guide my mouth in my sloppy, wet face fucking.

Harry grabbed my hair and pushed his cock deep inside my mouth, making my eyes go wide in surprise. Just a couple of inches were left outside his mouth and boy did he try to shove them in as well. It's a miracle I didn't gag.

"Fuck I'm gonna cum," he groaned.

"So am I," replied Tyler.

"What about me?" I whined.

"Sorry baby, your pussy...is way too good. Spend a night..with us sometime...and we'll....take care of you," Tyler managed to say in between his heavy breaths.

His heartbeat was probably through the roof, as was mine. I could feel Harry's heartbeat in my mouth through the throbbing in his giant cock. No questions there. It matched my own heart thumping in my chest.

"I'm gonna cum" moaned Tyler.

He held onto my ass so hard that it began to hurt in a delightful sort of way. He began to slam his cock in, our fleshing making thunderous slapping noises. Finally he pushed inside me harder than ever and then froze before he began to shudder and quake.

A low groan escaped his lips as I felt his cock spurt his thick, warm cum inside of my pussy. It was the biggest load I had ever received and It filled my pussy up immediately and began to drip out from my pussy down my pale thighs. After a few seconds he began fucking me again, his cock slick with the combined mixture of my juices and his milky cum, churning it inside me.

"Jesus fucking christ in heaven I've never cum like that," he said before he pulled out with a plop, and promptly collapsed onto the seat. My pussy gaped open, pulsating and twitching.

Meanwhile Harry watching his friend cum inside my married pussy had driven him over the edge and he had pulled out and had his cock aimed right at my face, and he was wildly jacking it with his hand.

"Oh GOD...OH.." He screamed as he came.

Ropes of thick milky cock spurted right out of his pink and purple cock head and splattered my face, streaming across my face and cheeks and nose and covering my lips. He kept cumming until almost all my face was covered in his thick sperm, slowly oozing down my skin. I licked whatever amount I could reach with my tongue. He laid his cock on my face and spread the cum evenly around before he shoved his cum covered cock into my mouth and I sucked every bit of cum left in it out and kissed his balls.

"Fucking finally," said Randy. "I'm gonna pull over now."

"Actually, guys...I've changed my plan," I said.

"What?!" Exclaimed Ali and Randy in concurrent horror. "We haven't even got a chance yet!" Randy almost broke down in tears.

The things pussy can make a man do.

"I mean I've decided to just deal with the car in the morning," I told him. "I'm going to stay with you guys tonight. We're gonna need much more time to get done with this than this little car ride can provide, and I really don't wanna make more of a mess in this car than I have already."

"Oh Thank GOD," said Ali.

"So keep the car moving, guys. I'll take care of you two at the room. Until then, it's these two who have their turn to make me cum," I said, hooking my hands around each of their necks.

"Mmm, gladly," said Harry as he moved in and began licking my nipples and sucking on them again as Randy moved his face to my pussy again and pushed three fingers up my sopping wet pussy.
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John picked up the phone on the third ring. He still sounded sleepy, and confused.
"Hello? Who is this?"
I couldn't help control the panting and moaning.
"Hii...ahh...babe. Hi, it's ...oh god...it's me. Lucy. Yeah hey listen...the car broke down five or si..oh god yeah....six miles...from the highway okay? I met a few...friends...fuck yes....and I'm gonna spend the night with them, okay? I'll get...the car fixed...in the morning....and bring it back...okay?"
"Wait what? Babe who ar-"
But I'd already slammed the phone down. I was in no state to carry on the conversation. I was getting railed by Randy's humongous cock balls deep inside my ass stretching it wide while Ali had his cock right up my pussy. They were fucking me in synchronous harmony, like pistons in an engine. Soon as I kept the receiver down I took Harry's balls into my mouth again and began sucking on them. Meanwhile Tyler rubbed his cock on my forehead.
God I'm glad we came on this trip.
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The Wife and the Rappers: An Interracial MFM Story
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It was finally Friday. Claire's shift was over by noon and she was home in minutes. She flopped down on her soft bed with her bag lying beside her and sighed with relief. Finally, she had some time just to herself. The main reason why she had been looking forward to this time was the warmth that she had felt between her legs that morning when she had woken up. She had nudged her husband and kissed him and stroked his manhood, trying to wake him up so he could sate her, but he had just groaned and complained that he needed enough sleep, and that she should stop acting like a teenage girl. Claire was disheartened, and all through the morning and at work the call of her clitoris had kept her on edge, and she had often found herself squeezing her thighs together to answer its call, and when she would, a tinge of pleasure would course through her body, making her shiver. Now, finally alone and at home, she could finally pay attention to what her body had been saying all day. At once she got to her feet with excitement, and walked over to the cabinet, on top of which lay her gray box.
Claire was a petite woman, barely reaching five three. She dragged over a chair and stood on top of it and took the box down. She got down and laid the box on the bed, and started to undress. The yellow sundress slid down her curvy body and were followed by her white bra and panties, which noiselessly hit the floor. She stepped out of the bunch of clothes surrounding her feet and climbed into bed. Her pussy was wet and almost quivering with anticipation. She opened the box. Its contents included an assortment of various sex toys, evidence of the sexual energy that ran through Claire but had seeped out of her husband somewhere in all the years they had been together. Claire looked at them for a short while, choosing silently. Finally her fair hand picked a large, purple, vibrating dildo. So large that it seemed unnatural in her small hand.
The laptop's hinges creaked slightly as Claire pulled it open to set-up a nice porno to treat herself to. She began to wade through the horde of PornHub videos, searching for the one that seemed perfect. At last, she found one. The thumbnail showed a young, petite girl looking up at the camera with two angry, black cocks aimed right at her face with her white hands around the shafts. Claire pressed play and laid back, propping herself back on a pile of pillows so she had a nice view of the laptop and enough space to spread her legs wide so she had full access to her pussy.
The loading animation spun for a second before the video started playing. It had an exceedingly poor, badly acted out story about a girl going to two of her black teachers and requesting a passing grade. Claire's hand was habitually twisting and flicking her pink nipples, which quickly became hard and sensitive. In no time the girl, a pretty redhead, was on her knees and the show had begun. Claire began to caress her cunt gently, her fingers slowly stroking the folds and rubbing her clit in circles. On the screen, the girl was now rubbing the very large black cocks of her teachers on her teenage face, and Claire found her vagina suddenly going wet. She put a finger inside her, gasping slightly, and used her juices as lube to rub her clit. This was going to be an exceedingly pleasant afternoon.
Claire then picked up the dildo and started stroking her gushing wet pussy with it, making the tip of the dildo wet and shiny with her cum. The girl on screen was enthusiastically sucking on one of the men's balls, lewdly moaning and grunting in an excess of apparent pleasure. Then she got up and the other teacher bent her over the table, pulling her panties to the side and placing his enormous cock at her tiny entrance. Claire's hands were both at her pussy now, one rubbing her clit and the other holding the dildo right at her entrance, rubbing her pussy lips that were getting increasingly wet with her juices. As the man in the video began to press his cock inside the girl, Claire pushed on the dildo, and it pressed against her entrance, making her shiver, before popping inside her a few inches.
Just then her carnal reverie was interrupted by...music. A loud, bassy beat permeated through the walls of her house, pulling her out of her delicately set sexual dream. Claire stared resentfully at the wall for a moment, as if willing the noise to stop. She desperately needed this time for her relief. She tried to ignore it, and put a few inches of her dildo back into her pussy while squeezing and caressing her breasts. But it was no good. The loud beat was hammering in her chest, and it was a distraction too large to carry on. Frustrated, she swung her legs off the bed and walked around the room, searching for some headphones. No good. She decided to go over and tell her neighbors to keep it down, so she could continue with her afternoon pleasure session. She quickly put the yellow sundress on, no underwear and went down the stairs and out of her house. The house the music was coming from was rented by a few college guys. She wouldn't have any problems telling them off, she thought.
It was very sunny and slightly windy outside, and the breeze tickled Claire's bare, dripping pussy as she took quick steps to the front door of her neighbor's house. In her mind she ran a short practice run of what she had to say and the demeanor she had to acquire. Intimidating and rough, a firm voice. She started to bang on the door but her hand softened the blow of its own accord and the result was a timid knock on the wooden door, which was drowned out by the incessant beat. Claire tried again, this time producing better results. The knock managed to make itself heard, and the music stopped. Claire stood waiting for a few moments, trying to steel herself for the confrontation before the door swung open.
A young boy of around 20 opened the door. Claire was glad it wasn't some intimidating man or something, she could easily be stern to someone who had just exited his teenage.
“Could you guys tone the volume down?” she said, trying to make it sound like a command more than a request.
The boy sized her up for a moment. He pointed towards the stairs behind him and took a large bite out of the sandwich, and then walked away, leaving her standing right at the door, a bit confused. Claire walked in, feeling a tad hesitant. Then she climbed up the stairs, the music getting louder. She was closer to the source. She now faced a door, half ajar, with the music blaring out. She walked in, rehearsing her lines in her mind.
Two large, hulking black men sat at a computer with their backs turned to her. They appeared to have a music production software up running, and one of them was trying to rap over the beat.
“Excuse me?” Claire said, and her voice got drowned out by the instrumental.
“Excuse me!” she said, a little louder this time.
One of the guys whipped around to look at her. He pressed a key on the computer and the music paused.
“Hi, I'm Claire from next-door.”
Somehow seeing fully grown men had messed up Claire's rehearsed lines. The man sized her up very slowly, making Claire feel heat in her ears. She was now acutely aware of her legs on display and the lack of her underwear.
“I'm Dom. How can we help you?” he asked. The guy who had been rapping was still looking at the computer.
“I was wondering if you guys could keep the music down?” she asked, her voice sounding unintentionally timid.
“I have to apologize but we're trying to work. This is important,” said the man who had been rapping, turning to look at her.
Claire gasped.
“You're...you're Zayne!” she squealed.
The rapper smiled.
“Yes, the one and only,” he replied.
“I was such a huge fan in college! I went to so many of your concerts, they were amazing!” she said.
“Never thought I'd meet a fan in this neighborhood,” he said, laughing a little.
“What are you doing here?” she asked.
“Needed a place to say and my nephew gave me his room, he'll be out for a day or two,” Zayne said. He looked Claire up and down slowly. “Why don't you sit down, maybe we could offer you a drink,” he told her.
Claire, almost having forgotten her purpose for the visit, excited at seeing her teenage crush before her, sat on the couch facing them without question. She noticed Zayne was looking directly between her legs.
'Fuck,' she thought. Short dress. No underwear. She squeezed her legs together, but the damage was done. She blushed as Dom walked over with a Dr Pepper diet in his hand and handed it to her.
“You know what, since you're such a great fan, maybe we can turn the music down a little, and try to work quieter. Actually, maybe you could stay here and watch. Give us some feedback, you know? Always nice to hear what a fan thinks. That is, unless you were preoccupied?” asked Zayne, still not looking in her eyes.
“I'd love to!” she had said before she even thought about it.
Well, the kids wouldn't be home for 3 hours at least. And you know what, masturbation could come later. Claire saw that Zayne's eyes were roaming all over her body. Her smooth legs, her wavy blonde hair, and they settled for a long time at her chest. It was then that Claire realized how hard her nipples had been. They were probably obscenely poking out of her dress!
Then Claire noticed something that made her heart flutter. A distinct bulge had formed in the shorts Zayne had been wearing. Her mouth gaped open slightly without her realizing as she watched it grow. Was this...because of her?
“My eyes are up here, you know?” he said, smiling devilishly.
Claire immediately looked away sheepishly. What had she been doing? She was a good Christian housewife. She had two kids, for god's sake. She couldn't be staring at a stranger's....a stranger's penis like this.
“I...I didn't mean to, sorry!” she explained.
Zayne laughed.
“It's alright. I should be the one apologizing. Haven't been laid in weeks, you see?”
He looked down at the bulge in his shorts, even larger now.
“Add a beautiful woman like you to the equation, and this is inevitable, I guess,” he said, sighing.
“Would you like to feel it?” he asked suddenly.
But he didn't wait for an answer. Before Claire could react, Zayne had walked over, taken her small hand and placed it on his giant bulge. Claire froze. She knew what her reaction should've been. She was a happily married wife with two kids. She should've recoiled in horror and stormed out, making a fuss. But to her own surprise she stood quite still, her palm taking in the feel of his mighty manhood under the cloth she was touching. She was hypnotized. Beneath her racing mind her pussy had suddenly grown very hot. Claire just stared at his bulge, and against all rational thought, she gently squeezed Zayne's cock.
“Do you like it?” he asked.
Still staring at it, Claire felt herself nodding. It felt massive in her hand. Her husband was about 5 inches when fully erect. Normal length. But this...
“Wanna take a closer look?” he asked, and he laid his hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her to her knees. She knelt without resisting.
She was now face to face with his huge bulge. Zayne's cock. College Claire had dreamed of it often, but she could never imagine that the day she would get her hands on it would be some summer day when she would be a wife and a mother. Zayne hooked his fingers on the waist of the shorts and pushed it down beyond his hips. As they slid down his muscular legs and flopped onto the ground, his mammoth black cock popped out and brushed against Claire's lips. Her pussy twitched and suddenly gushed.
Zayne's massive cock now bobbed an inch from her face, angrily pointing at her. The cock Claire dreamed of to make herself cum to in college. It was even more beautiful than she had imagined. She took a few moments to size it up, to admire it. The dark, purple head, the incredibly long, girthy shaft, the veins running along it, the massive wrinkled balls...Her husband couldn't compare in his dreams. Claire brought her nose close to the head and breathed in deeply. The musk of pure manliness intoxicated her.
She needed this cock. She needed this giant specimen, not her fingers or the dildo on her bed. She opened her mouth wide and enveloped the head of the cock inside it. Claire couldn't remember the last time she had tasted her husband's cock, but she remembered that it felt nothing like this. The smell, the taste, Zayne's cock was better in every way. It was so much better than what she had dreamed of in college. She felt his hand's stroke her hair.
“Yeah..that's it,” he whispered to her.
She had her eyes closed, trying to savor the cock as much as she could. Why didn't her husband taste like this? Why didn't he feel this way? Claire barely ever gave her husband any head but here she was, on her knees with a thick black cock between her lips, and she was putting on a performance. Claire moved her mouth further and tried to accommodate more of his cock inside her mouth. His cock was very large and long, she was sure there was no way she could ever get all of it inside her little mouth. She started bobbing her head quickly and giving it a fucking with her mouth, making her hair bounce around her.
Dom had had enough of watching and decided to join in the fun. Claire had never been with two men before, not even at college. But when Dom's cock sprang out of his shorts, Claire could only feel giddy and happy. After all, two were better than one , right? Dom, she observed, was less large than Zayne but still his cock was beautiful, a mile ahead of her husband's. God knows how she would cope with her husband after this. She buried her face in Dom's balls and licked and sucked on them, and she then licked his cock all over. She alternated between them stroking the other with her hand, her wedding ring sparkling on her finger, as the other stay nestled in her sensuous mouth. Both the men were rock hard now. Kneeling on the floor, her pussy was positively on fire now.
Zayne pulled her to her feet by her shoulders and then led her to the couch by the wall. He pulled her in for a lewd, obscene kiss as Dom pawed her breasts and slapped her ass. Claire's entire body was on fire. She had never felt anything like this before. She melted in their arms and kissed Zayne back deeply and passionately. Zayne slowly pulled her dress up and off her and then took her breasts in his large black hands and kneaded them and kissed them and sucked on her nipple. Dom was now on his knees, and had buried his face square into Claire's ass and was licking her crack and her asshole. Claire hadn't ever let her husband even see her behind up close, and here she was, a stranger's face buried in it. She felt his tongue dart across her pussy and she gasped and moaned. Zayne knelt in front of her and nuzzled her soft bush. Then he started to gently lap at her clit. Claire held his head and moaned. Two guys were on their knees loving her crotch with their tongues. She knew she would slam her dildo up her pussy remembering this for years to come. She found that Zayne had an expert's tongue. His tongue paid attention to every fold in her labia and bathed her clit with gentle attention. When he darted his tongue in and out of her sweet little pussy she almost fainted. Meanwhile Dom's tongue gently probed her asshole. The sensations were overwhelming and she felt a very strong orgasm start to build inside of her. But it was not to be. Zayne kissed his way away from her pussy, up her stomach, breasts and neck and her lips.
Zayne then made her lie on the couch and pulled her leg up and positioned his cock at the entrance of his glistening, wet pussy. Her hugged her leg to his broad, muscular chest and kissed her foot, and slowly pressed his cock against her entrance. She gasped as the head popped inside her. Dom had his cock inside her mouth and she was greedily sucking on it, her eyes closed in contentment. Zayne continued to push and his cock squished slowly into her, inch by inch. She couldn't help but let out a moan muffled by Dom's cock in her mouth.
“Fuck you're tight,” Zayne whispered.
Of course I am, Claire thought. My husband has barely used me. Zayne slid more of his cock in and then bottomed out with a slam, the head of his cock hitting her cervix. She hadn't even pushed her dildo this far up inside her. He had claimed virgin territory, parts of her that nothing that ever touched before. She was in heaven. Zayne began to pull out slowly, and then thrust in. He started to get into a slow rhythm that made her whole body jerk and her breasts sexily heave. Dom pulled his cock out of his mouth and gave her pretty face a good rub with the large, veiny tool.
“Time to switch,” Zayne announced.
Claire moaned, feeling the large cock inside her slowly retreat and leave a pronounced feeling of emptiness in her pussy. Now Zayne walked over to her face and presented his mammoth cock to her, its dark skin glistening with Claire's own juices. She had no time to ponder this. She was hungry and she leaned forwards and enveloped the cock in her mouth and began cleaning it up with her tongue. When Zayne pulled his cock up and presented her with a clear view of his balls, she knew what she had to do, and dove in, sucking one of his golf ball sized testicles, and then the other. Then she ran her tongue all along his thick shaft up to the tip and gave it a good lick. Meanwhile Dom had buried himself to the balls in Claire's married pussy.
Dom held her hips firmly and began to pump her cunt, and soon with his thrusts their flesh collided and the room was filled with the sounds of flesh slapping together, and the slurping, squishy noises of the sloppy blowjob Claire was administering to Zayne. Zayne reached out and held her breast and tweaked and flicked her nipple, making Claire's pussy squeeze Dom's cock in arousal.
Claire put her hands around his cock, or rather, tried to. Her wedding ring glinted on her fingers which couldn't go all the way round his massive girth. She began to suck on the tip of his cock while her hands stroked the shaft. Her diamond wedding ring glittered in the sunlight coming in through the window. Dom's balls hung low and each time he smashed into her, they would swing forwards and rub against her pussy, giving Claire extra stimulation that spurred her orgasm on. It edged closer and right before it was about to hit, Zayne told Dom to switch again.
Zayne sat down on the couch and pulled Claire onto his lap, where she lined her pussy up with his cock that was pointing at the roof and settled down on it. Claire gasped and let out a low moan as this new position allowed Zayne's cock to rub up against her insides in an ever increasingly pleasurable way. Claire took in a deep breath of pure bliss when she bottomed out on his long, hard cock. Then she raised herself up again, her pussy lips tightly gripping Zayne's cock. She began to ride him, slowly at first. Dom stood on the couch to her side and she leaned to him and took his cock in her mouth as he let out a low, pleasurable moan. Zayne held her waist with his strong arms and aided her in bouncing on his cock. Soon she had a strong rhythm going and she was slamming on his cock, her ass and breasts jiggling wildly with each impact. The orgasm that had been building up earlier started to grow again. She moaned onto Dom's cock. Zayne must have sensed her impending release from her hurried gasps and moans because he started pumping her pussy with a renewed vigor.
“Oh God. Oh god yes,” was all Claire could manage to eke out before she came.
She slammed down on Zayne's cock, taking all of his enormous cock up her stretched out pussy, squeezing and trying to milk it feverishly as a thousand volts of electricity ran through her nerves. She pulled away from Dom's cock, her eyes rolling in her head and her mouth lolling open. Claire lost herself in the wildest orgasm she had ever had, and she had only had a few orgasms in all. Still impaled on Zayne's giant cock, she fell forwards and laid on him, her hard nipples rubbing against his bare chest. She breathed in the faint musk of his sweat and tried to bring her breathing back under her control as her orgasm slowly subsided, her body still slightly twitching from it.
“That was fucking crazy,” she told them. “I've never come this hard ever before.”
“You probably haven't been with real men before,” Zayne whispered to her, making her pussy quiver. “Do you want to know what a real man tastes like?” he asked her.
Her eyes glazed over, Claire slowly nodded at him. Zayne made her get off his cock and kneel on the ground as Dom and he closed in and stood on either side of her, their cocks rubbing against her pale white cheeks. For Rachel, it felt like an otherworldly dream, being the center of attention of these two marvelous manly specimens. She hooked an arm around each man's thigh eagerly and began. She first rubbed her face against Zayne's cock, letting the shaft trail against her cheeks, her lips and her nose, and then she nuzzled Dom's balls and licked his cock from his balls to the tip. Claire opened her mouth and took the tip in it and began to rapidly bob her head up and down along the shaft, giving Dom a celestial face fucking. She barely ever let her husband put his thing in her mouth. But then her husband didn't have a dick like these, did he? Claire alternated between the two men for ten minutes. She had found a side of herself she never even knew existed. It wanted her to stay on her knees and go to any lengths to please these men, as was her duty as a woman.
Dom had had enough. As he was stroking his cock while holding it up, Claire nuzzling and sucking on his balls, he felt his orgasm approach. He pointed his cock right at her face and stroked it wildly. Then he went rigid and his whole body shuddered as ropes of thick, milky white cum shot from his cock and splattered Claire's face. Claire opened her mouth wide and shut her eyes as the cum trailed across her chin and landed on her tongue, and overshot and covered her nose and forehead. Dom squirted more cum than her husband had in months altogether. Finally he stopped cumming and Claire immediately took him in her mouth. She found the taste of him intoxicating. She greedily sucked on his cock and tried to squeeze every last drop before she licked it all over to clean it up and kissed her balls once again as a token of appreciation.
Dom went and collapsed on the couch in a state of dazed bliss. Claire turned her attention to Zayne and started giving him a face fuck. Zayne laid his big, strong hands on her head and held her in place as he began to thrust in and out of her mouth, stopping in between thrusts occasionally just enough so Claire could breathe properly. His thrusting slowly became more aggravated and wild and soon he was truly fucking Claire's face, his cock going down her throat each time and his large balls slapping her chin with enough force to make a sharp slapping sound ring out in the room. Zayne began to grunt and gasp as an earth shattering orgasm approached.
Claire sensed his release and tried to pull away so she could receive another cum bath but Zayne held her head in place again. Inside of pulling out he pushed her head down on his cock and pushed most of his cock into her mouth and down her throat. When he began cumming, Claire could feel the cock engulfed in her mouth pulse and twitch in her mouth as it started depositing a healthy load of cum into her foodpipe. When he was done, he slowly pulled out and then tapped his wet cock on her face all over and Claire kissed his balls.
In the two hours that were remaining, Claire fucked them again and again. Then they reluctantly parted ways and she went home, and when her kids came home they found her sleeping on her bed, tired, with a blissful smile on her mouth. One thing was sure, her pussy didn't itch anymore.
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