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Chapter one

Chapter 1


Dalton stood in the adult shop staring at the vast array of sex toys locked behind metal grates attached to the shelves. He shook his head and wondered if there was anything left that people wouldn't try to shoplift?

He turned his head and looked over his shoulder at the young woman in a goth uniform standing behind the counter.

She was petite, kind of curvy and wore a goth uniform. A black tank top with spaghetti straps, a red and black plaid skirt and heavy black boots that nearly reached her knees. She had on pale foundation, dark eyeliner and mascara and bright, red lipstick.

There was no one else in the shop but he still felt intimidated about going to talk to her. He didn't want to come off as a creep. Most of the toys in here were for women.

He glanced down at the exhaustive list Jenny had supplied. She'd requested anal plugs, clitoral vibrators and a few different kinds of lube along with something called a pleasure wand. He shook his head, baffled at how much selection there was in the world of adult toys.

"Something I can help you with?"

He startled and turned his head to find goth girl standing next to him, arms at her sides, staring up at him with a somewhat dour expression.

He managed a tight smile. "I'm just looking for a few things for my wife," he explained.

"Uh-huh," she replied, leaning forward and peering at the little yellow sticky note he was holding. After scanning the list, she grabbed the lanyard hanging from her neck and pushed a key into one of the locks. After twisting it, she opened the grate enclosing the display.

"So this is our line of anal plugs," she explained, waving a hand over the row of boxes. "If you're looking for a starter size they go from extra small to double extra large, left to right."

"It's, uh, it's for my wife," he said, the words coming a little too quickly to be believable.

The young woman glanced at him and blinked. "Okay. Whatever," she said.

The back of his neck heated and the colour came around to his cheeks. This was his first time in this sort of place and he was well out of his comfort zone.

He surveyed the row of toys, marvelling again at the selection of self-pleasuring devices available. He reached out and picked out a pink dildo, medium size, and turned the box around in his hands. He glanced sideways at the girl, his face going hotter at the question he was about to ask. "Could I see inside the box?"

She looked up at him with her brow arched, and sighed.

He winced as she took it from him, cringing at his poor word choice. Could I take a look at it would, no doubt, have sufficed.

The girl seemed unperturbed as she carefully opened the box and unfolded the bubble wrap to reveal a large, translucent pink dildo with a bulbous head and ridged sides. She pulled it out of the box and held it out for him to handle.

He took it from her, surprised by the weight of the plastic implement. He turned it around in his hands and tried to imagine Jenny stuffing it inside her ass.

The girl reached out and squeezed the base and the toy began vibrating in his hand.

He glanced at her, unsure of how to react.

"If your wife likes that sort of thing," she said, shrugging.

Jenny had become insatiable in the last few months. Beyond the sort of insatiable she'd been when she'd been begging for a baby. As her stomach had grown, so had her libido. To the point where he found himself completely unable to keep up with her needs.

She wanted it morning, noon and night to the point where sometimes she'd send him naked selfies at the office asking him to come home for lunch and a quick fuck.

He'd obliged a few times. When he realized that didn't feed her beast but only made her more hungry, he'd stopped, promising her a basket full of toys she could use on herself, instead.

Which was what he was doing at the sex shop now.

He squeezed the base of the anal vibrator and handed it back to the young woman, who wrapped it back up and closed the box.

"I think she might need a slightly larger size," he said, his voice low.

The woman returned the box to the shelf and picked up the one beside it, handing it to him. "Would you like a shopping cart?" she asked.

He hung his head and nodded, embarrassed by the question, by being in the store in the first place and, less so, at not being able to sate Jenny's raging desires with his own equipment.

The woman walked over to the front door and grabbed a little wheelie cart and wheeled it back to where he was standing, offering it to him with a wave of her hand.

"You're not really a sex toy kind of guy, are you?" she asked.

The question startled him but he appreciated her trying to engage him instead of just staring at him. "Not really, no. She…my wife is pregnant and she's been…"

"Oh. Yeah," the woman said, rolling her eyes. "I had a friend like that. It's probably a boy. All that extra testosterone."

His eyes went wide at her intrusive speculation. Was that true? Did women get more aroused if they were having a boy? He'd never heard of that but it seemed to make intuitive sense.

"You want some more help?" the woman asked.

"'I'd appreciate it," he replied.

"You mind?" she said, reaching for the shopping list.

He handed it to her and leaned over her shoulder as she read it.

She pulled her key out of the lock, selected another one and opened the shelf beneath the anal dildos. She pulled a box out with the words Purring Kitten printed on it. "This is what I usually use weekday mornings with my matcha," she said, handing it to him.

His eyes widened at her candid admission. He stared at the picture on the box. It looked something like a lobster claw but smooth and round.

"It's got a random pulse function that's great to get things going?" the woman said. "And the transitions between the different modes are smoothed, which is pretty standard now. It's great if you're just trying to, sort of, catch your vibe for the day and don't want, like, a really intense climax first thing, or whatever."

The image of the young woman sitting at her breakfast table 'catching her vibe' for the day with that thing buzzing between her legs while cupping hot tea in both hands made him a little lightheaded.

Was this really what people did now? He was all for being sex positive but surely one could have too much? Surely at some point all of this self-care and self-pleasure got in the way of…living life?

On the other hand, he was about to spend a few hundred dollars on sex toys for his pregnant, horny wife.

"Sure," he said. "I'll take that one." He laid the box gently down in the little wheelie cart and scanned the shelf above the dildos. "Uh, do you have something called an ass snake?" he muttered.

The woman tilted her head to one side and nodded. "Totally. Regular or inflatable?" she asked.

***

When he came home he set the bag of toys down next to the door and kicked off his shoes. He cocked his head, listening for any sound that might tell him Jenny was awake.

She'd begun taking frequent naps in the afternoon and, when she did, he tried his best to keep quiet to let her get all the rest she needed.

He heard the distinct, muted hum of a television turned down low. He picked up the shopping bag and started making his way upstairs.

A month ago they'd found out they were having twins from Jenny's doctor. He'd advised her to continue to live her life as normal. Getting plenty of rest but also moderate activity to keep her body limber not just for the delivery but for her post-partum life as well.

Jenny had turned into a champion mom-to-be. She went on regular walks and did gentle stretching and aerobics.

Dalton had hired a cleaning service to come in and help her twice a week.

But the stairs had proved a challenge. Coming down in the morning and going up and down once a twice a day wasn't bad. But as her belly grew larger it became more difficult.

So, as much as they would have normally abhorred the idea, they'd moved a TV into the bedroom so she could rest upstairs and not get bored, if need be.

As he climbed the stairs they creaked and groaned, something neither of them had paid much attention to but now both dreaded. Getting up and down while the babies were sleeping was going to be a nightmare.

He'd had two different handymen come in and look for a fix but both had said the same thing. Everything that could be done, had been done and the only real way to fix the problem was going to be to rip out the staircase and put in a new one.

He would have gladly paid for that. But tearing out the stairs would require other structural upgrades and they'd begun to wonder if maybe sinking all that money into a hundred year old house was really worth it?

Dalton had started to pine for a new build. With clean lines and sub-floors and a finished basement.

Jenny, so far, was adamant she wanted to stay. So they both kept putting off the conversation, not wanting or needing an argument about it.

When he reached the landing he turned left and peered around the door frame into the main bedroom. The sight inside took his breath away.

Jenny was sitting cross-legged in the centre of the bed. The loose robe draped around her shoulders was hanging open. Her recently swollen tits sagged on either side of her bulging belly. Her engorged and perpetually stiff nipples pointed up at his face.

She had one hand between her legs, two fingers pressed against the apex of her soaked pussy, rubbing in tight circles.

The TV on the wall opposite the bed was off. The noise he'd heard was coming from her tablet, perched against a book a few feet in front of her.

Her eyes were wide and her mouth was open, a tiny dribble of drool running out one corner.

Now that he was within earshot he could clearly make out the sounds of a woman panting and skin slapping against skin. His cock began to harden as he watched her masturbating to internet porn. His eyes fell to her sex.

He'd witnessed the remarkable transformation of her vagina up close the last few months.

Her growing libido had caused her to shed every last sliver of inhibition about her body and about their intimate times. When his cock became too raw or couldn't get hard for lack of a refractory period between pleasure sessions, she regularly cajoled him to put his mouth between her legs and suckle on her.

This had given him a front row seat to her body's changes.

Her labia had swollen and the hole at the centre had dilated. Each caress of his tongue sent her into wild moans of pleasure from the added sensitivity. The taste of her had changed as well. Her flavour was more salty, more metallic. Strangely, one of the ways he could be certain that she'd orgasmed was that the taste reverted back to what he was familiar with after climax.

It had become a reliable indicator that he'd done his duty as a husband.

He watched her fingers spinning faster against her sex. She began to flick them up and down against her clit, her breath coming ragged pants as she approached her climax.

He heard a man grunt on the video playing, then a woman moaned. "Take it," the man growled.

Jenny's toes curled and her eyes fluttered shut. Her head fell back and a haunting, warbling moan escaped her as her pussy hole squeezed and opened as she came.

He watched, mesmerized by the shameless display of sexuality and knowing full well what came next.

As her pelvic contractions eased she let out a soft sigh and opened her eyes. She looked up at the door and a soft smile formed on her lips. "Dalton," she whispered.

"Jenny," he said.

She fell back onto the mountain of pillows piled up against the headboard, spread her legs open to reveal the full glory of her magnificent sex and crooked a finger. "C'mere," she said.


Chapter two

Chapter 2


He shuffled into the room, his eyes still glued to her beautiful orifice, and began taking off his clothes. He rounded the bed and turned to look at the screen of the tablet. He blinked a few times and his eyes opened wider. "What are you watching?" he asked.

"Porn," she replied, sighing.

"What kind of porn?" he asked.

They'd experienced a sexual liberation he never could have imagined. Sex was the main and sometimes only topic of their conversations. Jenny had become completely unabashed in sharing her most recent tastes, which changed sometimes daily.

His cock throbbed when he saw the thumbnail of the video she'd been watching. The image contained a white woman lying on her back, almost completely covered by a black man's body with only the her arms and legs sticking out from beneath him.

"Interracial porn," Jenny explained.

His pants dropped down around his knees and his cock flexed again, stretching his underwear.

They'd dirty-talked this a few times since their last encounter with Dick. Since meeting Jamar, the handsome young black man that had been at his shop.

Jenny, at first completely preoccupied by her pregnancy, hadn't expressed any more interest in another dalliance with Dick or anyone else.

But as her appetites had grown, a tension had grown between them along with it. It felt like an electrical charge building that would soon need to be released.

He pulled his shirt off over his head and threw it on the ground next to his pants. Then he bent down and pulled his underwear and shoes and socks off. He picked up the bag and held it up to show Jenny. "You want to see what I got?" he asked.

"Soon," she said, nodding. "First I want to feel your face between my legs."

A pleasant shudder rippled through him. He set the bag down, mounted the bed and crawled between her thickened thighs, her face disappearing behind the mountain of her belly.

He'd found something of a safe space here. A place he could retreat to at the end of a long day where nothing mattered but dutifully servicing Jenny's genitals until she climaxed.

It was the most bizarre thing. But after all the pressure of a long work-day at the office he found it incredibly soothing to sink into his role of pussy-licker where there was only job to do and the outcome was very clear.

He pressed his mouth against her wet, centre lips.

Dalton pressed his mouth against Jenny's wet and swollen labia. A shiver of anticipation ran down his spine.

Her scent was musky, heavy with arousal, and her taste exploded on his tongue. Salty with the tiniest hint of sweet.

He licked gently, his tongue tracing the contours of her soft folds, teasing out a gasp from deep within her.

"That feels so good, Dalton," she murmured. Her voice was breathy and distant, muffled by the pounding of his own heart in his ears.

He delved deeper. He parted her labia with his tongue and slipped into the warm, wet cavern of her pussy.

Her juices coated his tongue, thick and viscous. He lapped at her, his tongue darting in and out of her pussy as he fucked her with it.

Jenny moaned, her hips writhing beneath him, her hands gripping the sheets. "Yes, baby, just like that," she whispered.

Her pussy walls clenched around his tongue, velvety.

He drew in a breath, inhaling her scent. He could feel her pulse throbbing, her body alive with need. He withdrew slightly, his tongue trailing up to her clit.

He circled it gently.

The tease made her hips buck as she sought more contact.

He did the same thing, barely touching her flesh this time.

"Dalton don't be meeean!" she whined, giggling.

He smiled against her, waves of heat emanating from her onto his chin. He sucked her clit into his mouth. His lips closed around it and he flicked his tongue against it.

Jenny cried out, her body tensing, her hands flying to his head, holding him in place. "Oh God, Dalton! Don't stop! Please don't stop!" she moaned.

He suckled her harder, working his tongue faster against the little nub of flesh. He buried his face deeper against her pussy.

Her juices squished out and smeared across his cheeks, his chin and his nose. He felt like he was drowning in her and he loved it.

Not only did it please him immensely to be giving her pleasure, it was deeply satisfying to worship her this way.

She'd always been the centre of his universe. But, of course, he'd had other obligations and responsibilities. And while he still had those nothing compared to coming home and burying his face into her pussy. Her core was everything to him.

From it their new world would spring. Their new life, a new beginning. Until then it was his altar at the centre of the temple that was her body. The pleasure he gave her was his offering.

"God, Dalton, yes!" Jenny groaned, her voice suddenly low.

His cock throbbed against the mattress. When her voice dropped like that he knew she was close. He knew her juices would soon be splashing him and running down his face. He tucked his hand under his chin, slipped two fingers into her and curled them upward.

Jenny's body tensed, her thighs clamping around his head, her hands pulling his hair. "Fuck, Dalton! I'm coming!" she screamed, her body shaking, her pussy pulsing against his mouth.

He closed his eyes, his tongue working her clit and helping her ride out her orgasm. It lasted long enough his lungs began to burn. The brief asphyxiation made him lightheaded as he finished the last few flicks against her clit.

He felt her pussy squeeze against his chin, then splash hot juice onto his face.

When her body finally relaxed, he released her clit and gave it one last, soft lick with his tongue. He looked up at her, his face glistening with her juices, a satisfied smile on his lips.

"You are a very good boy, Dalton," she panted, hiking herself up onto her elbows and smiling at him. "You want your reward?"

He nodded, his cock hardening at what came next.

She rolled onto her side, her bulging belly forming a lovely curve against the mattress, one puffy breast mashing against the other. She drew one leg up against her tummy and pulled her ass cheeks apart for him.

He got up on his knees and shuffled forward. He looked down at the inviting fleshy cavern she was offering him.

In the last few months they'd only been able to do doggy-style and sideways because of her belly.

He liked sideways best. He could see her tits and stomach. From time to time he caught glimpses of her ass hole. And if he leaned back he could watch his cock disappearing into the hairy, wet mess of her cunt.

He leaned forward and poked his prick into her.

"Mmm," she cooed, smiling.

That smile and the noise she made always sent a little surge of jealousy through him.

He knew she couldn't feel him as well anymore. He had a sufficient cock but it didn't stretch her the way Dick's did. He wasn't sure why that excited him, but it did.

Dalton gripped his shaft and pressed the tip of his cock against Jenny's slick entrance. Her wet pubic hair tickled his shaft, the coarse hairs sending shivers up his spine. He pushed in slowly, her lips parting to swallow him.

A soft, wet sound filled the room as he sank deeper.

Jenny let out a low, guttural moan, her eyes fluttering closed. "That feels good, baby."

That sent another tickle of jealousy from the base of his brain to his balls. She wasn't lying. She wasn't exactly telling the truth, either.

Good wasn't great. Good was…fine. Great would be getting pried open by a fist-sized penis that would stretch her walls and leave her sore after it fucked her.

He stared down at his cock disappearing into her.

He could feel her heat enveloping him. Her wetness coated his shaft as he pressed deeper. Her pubic hair, matted and damp, tickled his balls, sending yet another wave of pleasure through him.

He began to move, thrusting in and out of her with slow, deliberate strokes. Each time he pulled back, her cunt clung to him, as if reluctant to let him go. Her inner walls squeezed him, pulsing and milking his cock, trying to draw out his release.

"God, you're so wet," he groaned, his hands gripping her thigh for support.

Jenny's breath hitched, her body undulating with each of his thrusts. "It's all for you, baby. All for you."

He gritted his teeth as he imagined her saying that to another man.

The fantasy they'd indulged in had stayed lodged firmly in his mind and taken on a life of it's own. He dreamed about seeing her with Dick again. He fantasized about so much more…

He picked up his pace, his hips moving faster, his cock sliding in and out of her with ease. The room filled with the sound of their bodies meeting, the wet slap of flesh against flesh, the squelch of her sodden cunt gripping him.

Jenny's moans grew louder, her body tensing as she neared her peak. "Fuck, Dalton, that's it. Right there, baby. Fuck me right there just like that!"

Her cunt squeezed him tighter, her velvety walls clamping down on his cock, nursing it, trying to draw out it's milk. He could feel her orgasm building, her body coiling like a spring ready to release.

He leaned down and reached out, grabbing at her tit with his hand. He kissed her side, his tongue tasting the salt of her sweat. "Come for me, Jenny," he whispered, his voice hoarse with need. "Let me feel you come all over my cock."

She cried out, her body convulsing as her orgasm tore through her. Her cunt spasmed around him, her juices flooding out, drenching his balls, his thighs, and the bed beneath them.

He held her tight, his cock still buried deep inside her, feeling her ride out her pleasure. His own release was close, but he held back, wanting to prolong this moment, wanting to feel her come undone around him.

Dalton felt Jenny's orgasm subside, her body relaxing, her cunt still pulsing gently around his cock. He began to move again, his hips picking up a steady rhythm, his cock sliding slickly in and out of her. His balls, heavy and full, swung with each thrust, slapping against her flesh.

"You feel so good," Jenny murmured, her eyes locked onto his, her hands reaching for him.

Dalton could feel it building, the pressure in his balls, the tightening in his groin. His breath was ragged and his brow was slick with sweat.

His body tensed.. His balls drew up tight against his body, his cock swelling, throbbing, ready to burst.

"Jenny," he groaned, his voice a low, guttural sound. His hands gripped her thigh tighter. He dug his fingers into her soft flesh.

His cock plunged deeper, faster as his body slapped against hers.

His orgasm hit him like an earthquake.

His balls tightened, a sharp, intense sensation that bordered on pain. His cock throbbed, and he felt the flood of his ejaculate rushing up his shaft, a hot, pulsing surge that erupted inside her pussy. He let out a low, animal groan. His body twitched as he spilled himself into her.

Jenny gasped. Her eyes widened as she felt the heat of his come filling her. Her cunt clenched around him, milking him, drawing out his gift.

Dalton shuddered. He gasped as his cock pulsed again. His balls ached with the intensity of his release.

He could feel his come dripping out of her, mixed with her own juices. The whole hot, sticky mess coated his shaft, his balls and the inside of her thighs. He collapsed on top of her, his body spent, his breath ragged.

Jenny reached out and tousled his hair, smiling at him. "That was good, baby," she whispered.

Good. Of course, perfect was the opposite of good. He should have been perfectly satisfied with good. He wasn't. He wanted Jenny to feel perfect.

He managed a weak smile in return. He pressed a kiss to her side and kept his face against her flesh, drawing in her scent.

"You want to show me what's in the bag?" she whispered.


Chapter three

Chapter 3


He rolled off and out of her and let his legs fall over the edge of the bed. Leaning forward, he picked up the shopping bag full of naughty toys and dumped half of the contents on the bed in front of her.

Jenny smiled. She reached out and picked up the box labelled Purring Kitten and turned it around in her hands, studying the graphics. She seemed pleased. "I bet this is going to feel real good on my pussy," she whispered.

She set the box back down and hauled herself up to sit, leaning on one hand. She leaned forward against Dalton's back, stuck out her tongue and licked his ear.

He closed his eyes and shuddered. Her hand was already snaking around into his lap. Grabbing his cock and fondling it. Willing it to get hard again so she could give him some more pleasure. "I think I might need a minute," he said.

She squeezed his cock, then let her fingers slip beneath it to feather his balls.

He felt arousal surging into his loins again.

"Looks like you got all the stuff I asked for. What else is in there?"

He let out a heavy sigh. He had purchased two items that hadn't been on the list. Two objects that had caught his eye as he was making his way to the checkout behind the goth clerk.

Two large imitations, in silicone, of dark, fleshy penises.

He reached into the bag and pulled out the two black boxes they'd come in.

Jenny's wry smile curled into a grin. "What's this?" she asked.

He hung his head, slightly ashamed of himself, slightly turned on by his own embarrassment. "I couldn't help it," he said, his voice raspy.

Jenny opened one box and reached in. She pulled out a dildo in the shape of a penis with two large balls at the base. She smiled as she turned it around in her hand, studying the imitation veins. She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, then stuck out her tongue and licked up the length of the toy. "Does Dalton want to play?" she purred.

He still wasn't sure what, exactly, turned him on so much about fantasizing about her in compromised positions with strange, black men. It had taken root the evening they'd met Jamar and he couldn't shake it.

Her request for automated sex toys had provided the opportunity he needed to introduce his new fetish to her, without saying it directly.

"Why don't you pass me that bottle of lube you bought, baby?" she asked.

He shuddered again, delighted that she was going to indulge him. He grabbed the lube, twisted off the cap and pulled off the little plastic safety seal. Recapping it, he handed it to her.

She popped the cap, turned the bottle upside down and squeezed a generous line of clear lubricant along the dark dildo. She tossed the bottle onto the bed and worked the liquid all around the replica penis until it was glistening.

Rolling onto her hands and knees, she turned until she was facing away from him and towards the window. "Put it into my ass, sweetheart?" she requested.

The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. He picked up the dildo, now slippery in his hands, and pointed the bulbous head at her tight back hole.

She mostly wanted it in the pussy these days. But occasionally she would let him in back there. The squeeze compared to her pussy was exquisite.

He gripped the slick dildo, his heart pounding like a drum.

Jenny arched her back, presenting her ass to him.

He pressed the thick, rounded head against her tight hole, a shiver racing up his spine as he did.

"Go slow, baby," Jenny gasped, her voice already heavy with desire. She pushed back slightly, her body opening to the intrusion.

The dildo met resistance. Her muscles tensed against the unfamiliar girth.

He applied steady pressure, his eyes locked onto the sight of the dark silicone contrasting against her pale skin. This was part of his fascination. This juxtaposition of black and white, yin and yang. The desired and the forbidden.

He didn't have some weird fetish about black men. It wasn't anything racial. It was about the difference.

A low groan escaped her, a sound that sent a jolt of arousal straight to his groin.

"God, it's so thick," she moaned, her fingers clawing at the bedspread.

The sheets were soaked and filthy. He'd have to wash them and put on fresh before they went to bed that evening. He didn't care about the extra chore. For now he just wanted them even dirtier.

Her body yielded, the dildo slipping in a fraction more, the lube easing its passage. The sound it made was obscene, a wet, sucking noise that filled the room, punctuated only by her ragged breaths.

Dalton's cock throbbed, fully erect now. He watched the dildo sink deeper.

Jenny's moans grew louder, her body trembling with the effort of taking it all in.

He twisted the dildo slightly, eliciting a gasp from deep within her.

"Fuck, Dalton," she panted, her voice barely more than a whisper. "It's so big, it's stretching me so much."

He leaned forward, his free hand gripping her hip for leverage. He could feel the heat radiating off her. He could see the sheen of sweat on her skin. He pushed the dildo in further, her ass swallowing it inch by enormous inch.

Jenny let out a long, low moan, like a cow mooing. Her body finally took the entire length.

Dalton could see her muscles clenching around the base, as she adjusted to the penetration. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, swollen and slick.

"Oh God," she whispered her hips bucking against his hand. "Don't stop, Dalton. Make me come. Make me come with that big cock in my ass."

He circled her clit, his touch feather-light, drawing out a whimper from deep within her. He could feel her body tensing, could see her knuckles turning white as she gripped the sheets. He knew she was close.

Suddenly, Jenny's body convulsed, her orgasm ripping through her. She cried out, her voice hoarse and raw, her body clamping down on the dildo.

Dalton watched her sphincter pulsing around it, milking it as if it were a real cock. The thick end of it flopped up and down making the replica balls slap gently against her pussy lips.

He slowed his movements, his movements more gentle as she finished her orgasm. Her body shuddered one last time before she collapsed onto the bed.

Dalton stared at the thing rising and falling with her breath. It was like a hypnotists pendulum and he couldn't take his eyes off of it.

"Dalton," Jenny said, rising up onto her hands and knees again. "I want to feel the other one in me."

A shiver raced down his back at her dirty request. He began to pull the first toy out of her ass.

Her hand shot back to stop him. "Both at the same time," she whispered.

His eyes widened and his body shuddered again.

Jenny's sexual appetites had become dirtier as she'd progressed through her pregnancy.

There was a part of him that felt a certain obligation to temper those impulses. He was disappointed in his inability to do so. Each time she asked for something raunchier he felt powerless to resist her. He enjoyed watching it as much as she seemed to enjoy the experience. And if no one was getting hurt who was he to judge her tastes?

He picked up the other dildo and unboxed it. This was was more brown than black and had realistic veins running along the sides.

Jenny's eyes widened when she saw it. She reached out and grabbed it from him. Staring into his eyes she pressed the tip against her lips and began slowly stuffing her mouth with it.

His erection surged to life as he watched her pack half the shaft into her mouth. She thrust it in and out a few times, then pulled it out, slick with sticky saliva.

She brought it between her legs and wiggled the head into her pussy, then eased the whole rest of the shaft into herself. She groaned as it stretched her engorged lips.

She moaned as she stroked it in and out of herself a few times, her eyes rolling back into her head, then closing.

Dalton fondled his erection as he watched her manipulate the toy, twisting it around in here vagina and occasionally pressing on the end of the dildo inside her ass.

He had a gorgeous view of her pussy lips and asshole. The lips were ruby red and fat from stimulation. The way her cute little sphincter squeezed the dildo in her rear made his cock pulse with need.

"Dalton," she whispered, glancing over her shoulder at him. She lumbered side to side on her hands and knees, turning until she was facing the side of the bed. She looked up and into his eyes. "Dalton, I want you to fuck my face."

His eyes bugged as he watched her mouth open and her tongue loll out. He'd never heard her say those words before. He had no idea if that's what she really wanted or if it was just a fantasy she had that would end poorly if they tried it for real.

He wasn't even sure he could bring himself to do it. They'd had lots of nasty sex lately but this seemed like a bridge too far. Fuck her face? Use her mouth hole with his cock like she was some kind of porn star?

She grunted as she adjusted the dildo in her pussy, then looked up at him again. "Dalton. Baby. Please," she whimpered. "I know it sounds wrong. I know that's not you. I know you're not like that. But please. Do this for me? Please? I want to feel it so bad. I want you to use me. I want you to use my mouth with these two big, black cocks inside me. I'll do anything you want. Anything," she pleaded.

He still wasn't sure. But when a woman asked her husband to do something, anything, with that much desperation in her voice, well…he wasn't the sort of guy to say no to her.

He climbed off of the bed and walked around to the side of it. His body swelled with excitement at the way she gaped her mouth and stuck out her tongue, hungrily demanding his manhood.

He gently place a hand on her cheek then touched the tip of his cock against her lips and slid it in over her tongue. He cupped the side of her head with his tongue and slowly swayed his hips back and forth, sliding the shaft through her lips.

She whimpered and the sound tickled his prick, shooting into his balls and up his spine.

He looked down to see her eyes looking as pleading as her voice had sounded.

She pressed a hand against his abdomen and pushed him until his cock popped out of her mouth. "Dalton," she panted. "Please. Fuck my face like it's my pussy. I want to feel your cock digging into my throat. I want you to use me. I want to feel you explode all over my tongue, baby. Please?!?"

His heart squeezed at how desperate she seemed to need this. He let her guide his hand to the back of her head and gripped a fistful of her hair as he looked down into her eyes again.

"Fuck me in the mouth, baby," she whispered.

He steeled himself for what he was about to do. Pushing his cock past her lips he shuffled forward and drove it into her mouth until he felt the head press against the tight muscles in the back of her neck.

She looked up at him, her eyes twinkling with joyful lust. She nodded a few times, indicating she wanted it just like that.

He drew his cock out then drove it back in. He winced at the gagging sound she made. Then he groaned as her tongue slipped side to side along the underside of his prick.

Gaining courage and momentum he began to fuck her throat with long, smooth strokes.

She closed her eyes and opened her mouth a little wider. The gargling sounds of wet suction emanated from the back of her throat with each stroke.

He glanced up and saw the two dildos flailing against each other as they dangled out of her pussy and ass. The sight made his cock harden.

Jenny put a hand between her legs and began furiously stroking her clit. Her body moved in time with his thrusts as she tried impaling his cock deeper and deeper inside her mouth. The muscles in her neck squeezed the sensitive head and made his balls swell.

His eyes darted from the blissful expression on her face to the two fat dildos hanging out of her pussy and ass and smacking against each other.

His mind formed a beautiful image of two black cocks, real, actual human penises, sawing in and out of her as he fucked her mouth.

Suddenly he felt his climax surging through him. A series of muscular contractions that started between his legs and shot up through his belly and chest and arms, then down his legs.

The same contractions shot from the base to the tip of his cock, sending a squirt of whatever semen he had left in his balls exploding onto Jenny's tongue. He groaned and put both hands on her head as his hips jerked back and forth in front of her face.

Jenny let out a muffled moan over his member. Her body twitched and convulsed as her fingers spun around her clitoris.

He closed his eyes and his mind focused on the almost unbearable pleasure pulsing from between his legs.

Jenny moaned again and her body trembled.

He looked down as she pulled her cock out of her mouth.

She stuck out her tongue, displaying for him what he'd spent all over it before slathering it along his cock and slurping it up again to swallow it down like a hungry slut.

As he staggered back and saw her smiling he knew they were far from the end of this.


Chapter four

Chapter 4


The little bell tinkled above the door as Dalton stepped into the antique hardware shop. The sound, along with the now familiar musty smell of the old store and it's proprietor, once again triggered a Pavlovian response in Dalton.

His face flushed with heat and his cock stirred in his jeans, waking and rising to the renewed potential of another exhilarating voyeuristic thrill.

He shuffled forward towards the old counter, peering around the corner into the back room to see if he could spot Dick.

It hadn't been his intention to come here again. Their last encounter with Dick had fuelled plenty of dirty fantasies and ball-squeezing orgasms when they made love with Jenny.

He'd turned the house upside down, his clothes inside out and swept the car three times for the little business card Jamar had given him to no avail. Without it, Dick was the only point of contact that remained for the handsome young man. The only gateway to fulfilling the fantasy that had racked Dalton since that night.

A toilet flushed in the back room and a moment later Dick came shuffling out, picking in between his teeth with his thumbnail. He flashed Dalton a greasy grin as he made his way behind the counter. "Dalton, Dalton, Dalton," he said, sounding like the evil villain in an action movie. "How's my beauty?" he growled.

Dalton returned his stare, no longer intimidated by the old man's games. He'd made peace with his own dark fantasies and he wasn't going to let Dick get under his skin this time. "Very well," he replied. "She's grown to quite a size."

The corners of Dick's mouth fell and his nostrils flared. He leaned over the counter, towards Dalton. "Has she?" he asked, his voice raspy.

Dalton held his hands out in front of his stomach, mimicking Jenny's current shape. "Belly as big as a balloon," he explained.

Dick gulped and swallowed, then wiped the ketchup from the corner of his mouth with a finger. "She really that big?" he asked.

"That's not the best part," Dalton went on. "Her tits are twice the size they were when you last saw her."

Dick's eyes went wide.

"Started leaking milk," Dalton said.

Dick shuddered.

Dalton wasn't sure what was so enjoyable about stringing the old man along. Something about feeling more in control, more in charge. It wasn't Dick calling the shots any more. Jenny was Dalton's beauty. It was a little cruel but it pleased him to let Dick know what he was missing out on.

"Well I guess you're happier than a pig in shit, aren't you?" Dick asked.

"I'm enjoying this stage of life, yes," Dalton said, flashing a soft smile.

"What brings you around?" Dick asked.

"I was hoping you could help me. I seem to have misplaced the business card of your associate. The one we met the last time we were here. Jamar, I think his name was?"

Dick stood up straight and stared at Dalton with his head tipped to one side. "Oh you have, have you?"

"Yes, unfortunately," Dalton replied. "I was hoping you could give me his contact information? For his moving company?"

Dick shook his head side to side and a weak smile returned to his lips.

"Is everything alright?" Dalton asked.

Dick shrugged. "I don't know? You tell me?" he said.

Dalton furrowed his brow at the old man. "I'm not sure what you mean? Tell you what?" he asked.

"Well, you come in here and give me that big speech about everything I'm missing out on. Tell me what a big, fat sow my beauty's turned into, getting me all excited and then you ask me for my buddy's number?"

Dalton's mouth went tight. Now that Dick had put it like that it did seem like something of a miscalculation on his part. "I was only…"

"You was only what?" Dick interrupted. "Getting me all lubed up so you could tell me to fuck off?"

"Of course not," Dalton said, letting out a nervous laugh. He could have kicked himself. Of course he should have secured the number first then had his fun. Now Dick had what he needed and Dalton had what Dick wanted. "I was only…" he began, then trailed off.

The only reasonable explanation for his behaviour was what Dick had surmised. He'd gone on a little power trip about Jenny and now it seemed like Dick was going to make him pay for it.

Dick leaned closer again, pressing his hands against the counter, fingers splaying. "I'll tell you what. You want to see your girl stuffed full of big, black cock?" he growled.

A shiver raced down Dalton's back. That was exactly what he wanted to see. And now Dick knew it. Sure, he could try to set something else up. Find some stranger on the internet that would do that to Jenny.

But he was already here. This was already set up. Jamar knew the score. He was already primed. The only thing missing was Jamar's contact information and Dick had that.

Dalton glanced down at the ground, then up at Dick from under his brow. "What do you want?" he asked.

Dick grinned. He leaned lower, resting on his elbows and swayed his ass behind the counter. "Tell me about her again, Daltie," he said. "How big's her tits?"

Dalton realized he had no choice but to indulge Dick's questions. He raised his hands in front of his chest and held them out, showing more or less the size Jenny's breasts had grown to.

"She really leaking milk?" Dick asked.

Dalton let out a soft sigh and nodded. As much as he'd painted himself into a corner there was something pleasantly sordid about sharing the details of Jenny's transformation with the dirty old man.

"What about her pussy?" Dick growled.

Dalton turned his eyes down to the ground and the skin on the back of his neck prickled like someone had run their finger down his spine. "Fat and swollen. And always wet. She can't…she can't get enough." He shook his head. "It's never enough. I have sex with her and she's crawling all over me five minutes later begging for another round."

"Yeah," Dick groaned. "They get like that sometimes." He swiped at the corner of his mouth with his thumb, then licked his lips. "And you want to see that big, black dick in her, huh?"

The question sent another tremor racing down Dalton's back. Something about hearing it articulated, hearing his desire spoken out loud made it dirtier. He nodded but couldn't bring his eyes up to meet Dick's gaze.

"I can do it for you, Dalton," Dick said. "I can help you out. You gonna help me out, too? You gonna be a good guy, huh? I got half a hard-on just thinking about eating out that swollen pussy. Squeezing a little milk out of them titties. You're not going to let an old man down, are you?"

Now that he'd put it like that it didn't really sound all that bad. The thought of watching Dick ministrating Jenny with his mouth was as erotic as ever. "I'd have to check with her if that would be alright," he replied.

Dick smirked and chuckled. He stood up from the counter and slowly rounded it, then clapped a hand on Dalton's shoulder and gave it a squeeze. "Sure thing, Dalton," he said, leading Dalton towards the door of the shop. "But I don't mind taking my chances and driving out to your place with you. I have a feeling Jenny won't object too strongly to seeing me."

***

Dalton stepped into the house with Dick right behind him. The screen door slammed shut with a bang. He froze, listening for any sign that Jenny had heard their entrance.

A silence settled over them. He turned to look at Dick and pressed his finger against his lips. "Wait here," he whispered.

He crept up the stairs and as he reached the landing, a faint buzzing sound drifted from the bedroom.

Dalton pushed the door open slowly. Jenny lay sprawled on the bed on her back, legs wide apart. The new vibrator he'd purchased for her hummed between her thighs. Her eyes were closed, her mouth slightly open emitting soft moans.

She held one of the dildos in her hand, occasionally stroking it in and out of her pussy and whimpering.

Dalton's breath hitched in his throat. The sight of her, lost in pleasure, sent heat surging through him.

"Jenny," Dalton said softly, not wanting to startle her.

Her eyes fluttered open. A lazy smile spread across her face. "Dalton," she breathed, her voice husky. She hoisted herself up onto her elbows, completely unashamed of the vibrator buzzing against her sex or the dildo buried inside it.

"Did you see him?" she asked.

Dalton nodded.

Her smile brightened. "Did he give you the number?"

Dalton let out a sigh and shook his head.

"What?" Jenny gasped. "Why not?"

He drew in a breath and walked over to the bed and sat down next to her.

She stared at him with worry and disappointment in her eyes. "Is something wrong?" she asked.

"Nothing's wrong," he said, reassuring her by squeezing her hand. He looked up into her eyes. "He's here."

Her eyes widened. "He's here?" she echoed. "You mean…"

"Dick's here for you, baby."

They both looked up to see Dick standing by the door.

Dalton looked at Jenny and saw the look of delighted surprise in her eyes. His heart squeezed and his guts scrunched even as his cock began to harden.

Dick stepped closer to the bed, his eyes fixed on the dildo hanging out of her. "You look like you're having fun, sweetheart," he rasped.

Jenny's laughter was low and throaty. She seemed to only then notice the position she was in, and the various sex toys she was servicing herself with.

She closed her legs and clutched at the blanket, pulling it over her lap and closing her robe to conceal her breasts. She turned to look at Dalton. "You didn't say he was coming," she said.

"Don't worry, sweetheart," Dick said, pulling his belt open and letting his pants fall down around his ankles. "I told him it would be fine." He tapped Dalton on the shoulder with the backs of his fingers, urging him out of the way.

Dalton stood up and took a step back from the bed as Dick sat down. He watched Dick run his hand over Jenny's covered thigh, then pull her legs slightly wider apart.

Dick pinched the blanket she'd pulled over her lap and slowly tugged it down her thigh. He leaned forward, towards her crotch, and sniffed the air above her lap. "Oh, baby," he growled.

His eyes widened as he exposed the matted fronds of her soaked pubic hairs. He sniffed the air again and his eyelids fluttered at the mordacious stench of her pooled juices. "Oh, baby," he purred.

Jenny's eyes moved between Dalton and Dick. She regarded Dick with some wariness. As if his lurid interest in her swollen reproductive apparatus was a little too dirty, even in her hyper-aroused state.

This turned Dalton on even more. He hadn't seen her express that sort of reluctance since her initial encounters with Dick. It sated his own dirty craving of seeing her innocence defiled all over again.

She drew in a breath and her legs squeezed shut tighter when Dick tried to lower his head between them. She looked to Dalton for guidance.

He nodded sagely at her. It's okay. You'll get what you want. We'll both get what we want. Just let him in.

He tried to project the reassurances telepathically as well as with his eyes.

Jenny let her thighs fall apart.

Dick pinched the little vibrator between a finger and thumb and pulled it off her clit. He sniffed the device, then licked at it.

The beginnings of disgust began to curl Jenny's upper lip.

It came as no huge surprise to Dalton. Dick was being positively feral about approaching her.

Dick pressed his thumbs against her engorged labia. He drew two parallel lines down them towards her ass crack.

Jenny gasped and shuddered. Her toes wiggled.

Dick grasped the thick dildo poking out from her vagina and slowly eased it out of her. He set it to the side, his eyes riveted on her now gaping pussy. Crawling up onto his hands and knees, he got between her thighs and lowered his mouth to her sex. "Oh, baby," he whispered.

He lapped his tongue up one side of her entrance and down the other, then sealed his lips over her clit and hollowed his cheeks as he sucked on her.

Her inhibitions melted away, her hand drifting to the back of his head and pulling him closer as he suckled her clitoris.

Dalton once again sank into that trance-like space inside his mind. His eyes scanned from Jenny's dainty feet and slender ankles, up to her now thickened thighs and bulging belly.

Dick's head between her legs looked so wrong and, at the same time, perfectly in place.

Her back arched and she let out a breathy sigh.
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As Jenny pressed deeper into the pillows supporting her back, Dalton covered his mouth with a hand.

Dick was running his tongue up and down the lips of her pussy in gentle lashes, occasionally sipping at the juices leaking out of her and swallowing them down.

Jenny had relaxed, letting her robe fall open to reveal her heavy tits, milk dribbling from the nipples. Her eyes were half shut and her hand was rubbing circles around the top of Dick's head.

"Oh, Jenny," Dick growled, his voice muffled by the lips of her engorged snatch. "Jenny, Jenny, Jenny. You're even more beautiful now that you're all swollen everywhere.

He hoisted himself up onto his elbows, then his hands and knees and crawled forward towards her.

Jenny's thighs fell open a little wider. She opened her mouth and accepted his outstretched tongue. She moaned at the taste of her own lubricating liquids.

Dick worked his mouth a little deeper into hers, sucking her tongue, then pulling away and lapping at it with his own. He undid his belt and pulled his pants and underwear down his legs.

His cock was half hard. He got up onto his feet on the mattress, standing in front of Jenny with his cock dangling directly in front of her mouth. "Did you miss me, baby?" he asked, wagging it up and down a few times.

Jenny gazed at it, chuckled, then feathered the sides of it with her fingers. She looked up into his eyes. "You're a dirty old man," she teased.

Dick grinned. "Yes, I am," he agreed, nodding. "You gonna make a dirty old man happy?" he asked.

Jenny reached out and grabbed the head of his cock. She pulled him close enough that she didn't have to move to much to get it into her mouth. Her lips parted. She turned and fixed her gaze on Dalton. "You want me to suck him off?" she asked in a whisper.

The words sent a scintillating sizzle crackling down Dalton's back. Jenny had figured out exactly what to say to trigger his arousal. She'd mastered the art of being filthy and she any and all inhibitions about using it on him.

"Take your dick out, baby," she whispered.

Dalton let out a terse sigh and shook his head. This wasn't about him. It was about getting that number from Dick and nothing more. And he knew he'd want to reclaim Jenny after this. He wanted his wits about him and his cock still hard when Dick finally left.

"Hey!" Dick barked. "Do what she says or the deal's off!"

Jenny burst into giggles, playfully waving the prick side to side in front of her face and letting the tip graze her tongue every few swipes.

Dalton fumbled with his zipper until he managed to lower it. He reached into his underwear and pulled out the his own hard erection and showed it to Jenny.

"I want you to stroke yourself nice and slow while you watch," she ordered. Keeping her eyes on his, she opened her mouth wider.

Dick leaned over her and sank his cock into her mouth.

Jenny let out a satisfied purr and closed her eyes.

Dalton's cock throbbed in his hand as he started stroking it so very slowly. He once again felt perilously close to an orgasm but was determined not to let himself release before Dick was gone.

Jenny started cooing each time Dick thrust his cock into her mouth.

Dick put his hands up against the wall and stared down, watching himself disappear inside her. "Ho-ly shit," he whispered. His eyes widened and his cock became fully hard as it slid back and forth along Jenny's tongue.

He fucked her face for a few minutes, obviously savouring the wet heat of the inside of her mouth and the sight of his prick going in and out. He shuddered, gripped the base of his cock and pulled it out of her mouth.

"What's the matter? Can't handle me anymore?" Jenny asked, chuckling. She reached up between his legs and grazed his wrinkled ball sack with the tips of her fingers.

Dick shivered and sank to his knees in front of her. He put his hands on her belly and rubbed it, then let them drift up to her breasts. He squeezed both of them and stared at the milk that ran out of her nipples. Then he looked up into her eyes.

"Jenny, my beauty, can I have a taste, baby? Just a little taste for old Dick?" he asked.

Jenny looked warily at him. She'd been having a hard time adjusting to her heavily pregnant state and her leaky breasts had been bothering her. She glanced at Dalton and bit her lip when she saw him stroking his cock at her. "You want to suck on my breasts?" she asked.

"I want to suck those titties, beauty," Dick replied.

Jenny narrowed her eyes and furrowed her brow. After a moment's hesitation, she cupped her breasts and lifted them higher, towards Dick's mouth. "Be gentle," she whispered.

He let out a shuddering sigh as he crawled forward on his hands and knees. He opened his mouth and latched onto her left breast, sucking the nipple deep into his mouth.

Jenny's mouth fell open and she gasped. She arched her back, wrapped a hand around his head and pulled him in tighter. "D-don't stop!" she stammered. She reached under his torso, found his cock and wrapped her hand around it. She started jerking it like she was milking a cow.

Dick let out a muffled grunt and suckled her harder. He brought two fingers to her pussy and twisted them as he worked them inside.

Jenny let out a warbling moan. Her knees turned out and her toes splayed. She clung to the back of Dick's head, keeping him firmly latched onto her gushing teat as her body began rocking back and forth.

Dick moved his fingers in and out of her, curling them slightly to hit the special spot on the upper part of her interior.

"Like that! Like that!" she panted. She rocked her hips in time with the motion of his hand until she let out a sharp cry and her body shuddered.

Her breast shook against Dick's face as she cried out a second time, the climax rippling from her toes to the top of her head and back again. Her eyes flew open and she gasped.

Her hand dropped to Dick's wrist and she winced as she eased his fingers out of her pussy. Then she put a hand on both sides of his head and pulled his mouth off of her tit. "I need that dick inside me," she said, sounding slightly frantic.

Dick wiped away the two rivulets of milk running down the corners of his mouth. "My pleasure," he growled.

Dick lined up the engorged head of his cock with the entrance to Jenny's dripping pussy. He pushed his hips forward. Slowly, the fat tip disappeared into her as she let out a mewling sigh.

"Oh, god," Jenny whimpered, her body squirming beneath him. Her hands clutched at the sheets, knuckles white, as Dick fed more of his shaft into her.

Dalton watched, his heart pounding, as inch after thick inch vanished inside his wife. Jenny's pussy lips stretched wide, clinging to Dick's cock as it filled her. Her pregnant belly heaved with each breath, her tits shaking slightly.

Dick crouched over her, arms straight, hands pressed into the mattress on either side of her shoulders. He grunted, thrusting deeper, his heavy balls swinging forward to slap against her ass.

Jenny's eyes fluttered closed. Her mouth opened in a silent exclamation of pleasure. Her hips bucked up, meeting Dick's downward thrust. She wriggled and writhed, trying to take more of him.

"Fuck that cunt still feels tight," Dick growled, pulling back until just the head of his cock remained inside, then driving forward again.

Jenny moaned, her hands flying up to grab at his arms. "Yes," she gasped. "More. Give me more."

Dick obliged, setting a steady rhythm, his massive cock pistoning in and out of her but not too hard.

Dalton could see everything, the slick shaft glistening with Jenny's juices, the way her pussy gripped it tight each time Dick pulled back.

"Fuck, so tight," Dick grunted. Sweat beaded on his forehead and dripped onto Jenny's heaving chest. He leaned down, sucked a nipple into his mouth, biting gently.

Jenny cried out, her legs wrapping around Dick's waist, pulling him deeper. Her eyes found Dalton's and locked onto them. "You see this, baby?" she panted. "See how he's fucking me?"

Dalton nodded, his own cock throbbing in his hand. He was stroking it slowly, in time with Dick's thrusts, his gaze flicking between Jenny's face and the sight of that enormous cock plunging into her.

Dick released her nipple and raised himself back up. With his cock still inside her he rolled her onto her side.

His pace quickened, hips slapping against hers, the wet sounds of their fucking filling the room. Jenny's moans grew louder, more needy, as her body tensed beneath him.

"Close," she gasped. "So close."

Dick grinned, his teeth bared in a feral snarl. "Come on, Jenny," he growled. "Let me feel you come all over my cock."

He put both his hands on her hip and swung his hips back and forth.

Jenny let out a shout. She gripped his wrist and her body shook again as she came, her leg swinging up and down in an uncontrollable spasm.

Dick's face grew redder and he furrowed his brow. He grabbed the ankle of the swinging leg and held it up in the air, leaving a clear view of his prick penetrating her.

He grunted, buried himself into her deepest spot and his sack tightened between his legs as he began to empty himself into her.

He stared at her fat tits, then his cock pulsing inside her pussy. He ran his hand along her side and squeezed her breast. Finally, he gave his hips one last thrust forward as he sighed and his shoulders slumped.

He held her leg up in the air for a while, savouring the final twitches of his receding orgasm and the hot inside of her.

He arched his brow, let go of her leg and ran a hand over his face. "Fuck," he sighed. "Fuckity, fuck, fuck."

Slowly, he eased his fat hose out of her. It emerged covered in a messy slurry of her feminine juices and the batch of seed he'd pumped into her.

He shimmied backwards on the bed and stood up off of it. He said nothing as he pulled his pants and underwear up and did them up. When he turned to Dalton his eyes looked bleary and his smile content. "What a ride, sir!" he said.

He reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a small, rectangular business card that he laid on the night stand before walking out of the bedroom and down the stairs.

Dalton stood staring at Jenny, his cock still throbbing in his hand. His eyes were riveted to the vulgar mess of semen leaking out of her. He saw her smile out of the corner of his eye.

"Dalton," she whispered.

"Hm?" he asked.

"I need you now."
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Dalton staggered forward, kicking off his pants and shoes as he went. He tried undoing the buttons on his shirt but his hand was shaking too much. He clambered onto the bed and over top of Jenny, dragging in a fat whiff of the scent of her coupling.

He put a hand on her ass and pried her cheek up so he could see her runny pussy up close.

"Dalton!" she giggled. "That's so nasty!"

"Oh, baby," he whispered. "It's so nasty. It's so fucking nasty," he said, shaking his head and gawking at the seed seeping from her.

He saw her staring at him, a smile on her face. "What?" he asked.

She shrugged and shook her head. "You really like me when I'm this nasty?" she whispered back.

He was still coming to terms with it himself. He had always considered himself an upstanding man. A man of higher class. A man of refined tastes and sensibilities.

To suddenly realize he was not much different from the dirty old pervert who had given Jenny this seeing to, was jarring.

"What do you like about it?" she asked.

He shook his head as he scoured his psyche for the answer. "I can't…I really don't know how to explain it," he said, quietly.

It was in there somewhere. Swimming in the murky depths of his mind like some ancient trilobite from the Paleozoic, just deep enough he couldn't grasp it.

Life started in liquid, after all. For the most part it required liquid for genetic information to be passed from one generation to another. Was there some primordial notion that the more liquid the better? The more liquid the more life?

"But you really like it?" Jenny whispered, interrupting his train of thought.

He nodded.

"Pull some out of me," she asked. "With your finger. Be gentle, though. I'm sore."

This was perhaps the nastiest request she'd made yet, one he was more than happy to oblige. Squeezing a finger between her swollen labia, he crooked it inside her and pulled. It emerged coated in a glut of clotted goop that he couldn't stop staring at.

"Dalton," Jenny whispered.

He looked up and saw her outstretched hand.

"Give it here," she said, her voice brimming with mischief.

That now familiar tremor passed through him. She was going to do something even grosser for him and it thrilled him to no end.

He raised his hand and she took him by the wrist.

Slowly, she brought his dripping finger to her lips and held it there, the light in her eyes teasing and full of mirth.

Jenny's tongue emerged, the tip of it touching the glistening fluid coating Dalton's finger. She licked it tentatively at first, her eyes locked onto his, gauging his reaction.

Dalton's trembled as he watched her tongue gather the remnants of Dick's essence.

"You like that?" she whispered, her voice husky. "You like seeing me lick up his cum?"

Dalton nodded, his mouth dry. The sight was filthy, depraved, and yet it sent a surge of arousal through him. His cock throbbed, eager for more of this twisted game.

Jenny smiled, a wicked glint in her eyes. She took his finger into her mouth, her lips closing around it. She sucked, her cheeks hollowing out, her tongue working around his digit.

Dalton groaned, the sight of her swallowing another man's seed sending waves of pleasure crashing through him.

"That's so fucking dirty, Jenny," he murmured, his voice barely recognizable to his own ears.

She released his finger with a pop, a satisfied smile on her face. "You love it when I'm dirty though, don't you, Dalton?"

He nodded, his mind a whirlwind of thoughts. Thoughts of Dick's seed inside her, nourishing her in some primal way. Thoughts of her body absorbing it, taking sustenance from it. It was disgusting, perverted, and yet it fuelled his arousal like never before.

"I can't believe you did that," he said, his voice a low growl.

Jenny laughed. "I can't really believe anything anymore," she replied, her hand reaching out to grasp his cock.

He twitched and groaned at her touch, his hips bucking involuntarily. He was rock hard, his body aching for release. Jenny began to stroke him, her hand moving in a slow, torturous rhythm.

"You're so hard, baby," she cooed. "Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to fuck me while I'm still full of Dick's cum?"

He gasped as her words sent another hot jolt of pleasure through him. He nodded, his hands reaching out to grab her hips.

She swatted them away then slowly rolled her heft sideways and hoisted herself up onto her hands and knees.

His eyes widened as she spread her knees apart, opening her most sacred space to his gaze and waiting prick.

He looked into her and drew in a slow breath. There the liquid churned and roiled. A whitish-yellow mass of flailing sperm that had been pumped into this now dead-end channel.

A moment of emotion gripped him by the throat at having impregnated her with his own seed. It sank to his balls and they tightened as his eyes gorged on the feast of her distended belly hanging low beneath her torso, her tits dripping milk onto the pillow.

Gripping her hips he pressed the tip of his prick into her hole and groaned.

He could feel the heat of her pussy, the wetness that was a mix of her arousal and Dick's release. It should have been disgusting for how depraved it was but he wanted nothing more than to bury himself in it.

He groaned again as he felt it squishing out from her. Slime coating his prick and falling over his balls.

Jenny put her head back and let out a bovine "ooooo" that bounced along the bare walls. Her pussy squeezed him, evidence that it still reacted favourably to his entrance.

Dalton gripped Jenny's hips tighter, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh. He moved slowly, his cock sliding in and out of her with soft wet squelches. Each thrust pushed more of the mixed juices out, the sticky mess running down his thighs and coating his skin.

Her pussy was a hot, sloppy cavern, the hair matted and clinging to his abdomen with each forward push.

"God, Jenny," he groaned, the sight of his cock disappearing into her used hole sending waves of pleasure through him.

Jenny arched her back and threw her head back in ecstasy. She reached up and grabbed her own breast, her fingers digging into the flesh. She brought it to her mouth and closed her lips around the nipple.

The sight was primal and obscene and it sent a surge of lust through Dalton.

His body began to pick up speed, his hips slapping against her ass. The sound echoed in the room. Each thrust sent more of the frothy mixture spilling out of her. The scent of sex was heavy in the air.

"You like that, baby?" Jenny murmured, her voice muffled by her breast. "You like fucking me while I'm full of another man's cum?"

Dalton grunted, his body tense with the effort of holding back his orgasm. He could feel his climax building as his balls tightened.

Jenny released her breast with a pop, her hand trailing down her body. She reached between her legs, her fingers brushing against Dalton's cock as he thrust into her. She gathered some of the escaping fluids, bringing her fingers to her mouth. She sucked on them, her eyes never leaving Dalton's.

"You're so fucking dirty, Jenny," Dalton gasped, his hips moving faster.

Jenny smiled, her eyes glinting. "I'm so dirty for you," she replied, her voice a sultry purr. "You love seeing me like this. You love knowing another man has been here, that his cum is inside me."

Dalton groaned, his body tensing as his orgasm washed over him. He thrust deep into Jenny, his cock pulsing as he released his seed into her already filled pussy. He could feel it mixing with Dick's, the thought sending another wave of pleasure through him.

Jenny moaned. Her body convulsed as her own orgasm hit. Her pussy clamped down on Dalton's cock, milking him for all his essence.

As his body shook against her, he savoured the shudders that rumbled up his spine, dousing his brain with pleasure hormones.

As their orgasms subsided, Dalton slowed his thrusts. He looked down at Jenny, her body glistening, her pussy a mess of their combined juices. He had never seen her more beautiful.

She held him in her warm cunt until her arms began to shake. Then she fell sideways, the mattress heaving as it took her weight.

Dalton slid out of her and onto the bed. He nestled up behind Jenny, his chest to her back, one arm slipping beneath her neck, the other draping over her waist. He nuzzled into her hair, drawing in a deep breath.

The scent of sex clung to her, a pungent mix of sweat, pussy, and the lingering musk of Dick. It was a smell that should have repulsed him, but instead, it sent another shiver of excitement down his spine.

Jenny sighed, her body melting into his. She was warm and soft, her skin slick with sweat. He could feel the gentle rise and fall of her breath, the steady beat of her heart. He pressed his lips to her shoulder, tasting the salt on her skin.

"You're amazing," he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper.

Jenny hummed in response, a small smile playing on her lips. "You're not so bad yourself," she said, her voice soft and sleepy.

Dalton pulled her closer, his hand splaying across her belly. He could feel the huge curve of it, the gentle swell of what he had put inside her.

He pressed his face into her hair again, breathing her in. His body was sated, his mind calm. He was drifting, floating on a cloud of post-orgasmic bliss. The room around him faded, leaving only Jenny and the steady rhythm of her breath.

"I love you," he whispered, like he was telling her a secret.

Jenny hummed again, her hand coming to rest on his. "I love you too," she said, her voice barely audible.

He closed his eyes and let his drowsiness wash over him, then take him under. They were going to be a bigger family soon and his lovely wife seemed to quite enjoy being a total slut.

The thought made him smile and pulled him deeper under. He stirred and his eyes flickered open when he felt her waggle her ass against his crotch. "Everything okay? You need some water?" he whispered.

She turned to look over her shoulder at him, smiling that wicked smile.

"Jenny? What is it?" he asked.

She reached out to the night stand and slipped the small, rectangular card into her hand. She reached over her shoulder with it, staring at him with sultry eyes. "Make a phone call for me, baby?"

Her words jolted him back awake. He opened his eyes wide as he took the card, which made Jenny giggle.

She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and sat up, shattering the promise of the blissful nap they might have had. "I need to go to the bathroom. And then I need a burger and a milkshake, heavy on the pickles, and maybe some ice cream after that."

After watching her waddle out to the hall, his eyes dropped to card and Jamar's number on it. His cock flexed in his lap.


Chapter seven

Chapter 7


"So she's nearly there, huh?" Jamar asked, dipping his pickle spear in the ranch dressing and taking a bite.

"About a month to go," Dalton replied. He glanced down at his own appetizer, veggie sticks with a vinaigrette, but couldn't find his appetite.

It still seemed a bit strange that Jamar had insisted on the two of them meeting first. Dalton wasn't sure what Jamar was after. But Jamar had insisted so he'd come out to the address Jamar had provided.

It was a cozy little bed and breakfast just on the edge of town, a few miles from the highway interchange. The whole campus was tucked away in a forest of tall pines. The main building was two-storey house that had been renovated, the front done in Tudor style.

It was surrounded by six log cabin cottages. Inside the main building was a reception, a decent restaurant with a well stocked bar and a lounge area.

It had been Jamar's idea to meet here and then, if everything went smoothly, to bring Jenny here as well.

Dalton hadn't objected. With the coming changes in their life it made sense not to taint their home and marital bed with more extra-marital sexual exploits. The ghosts of which might linger long after the deed was done.

This would be a neutral ground. A place they could lock in their memories and leave behind.

Jamar picked up his pint-sized glass of cider and took a sip. "So you got a taste of the good life?"

"The good life?" Dalton asked.

Jamar smiled. "Watching your wife getting dicked down by another dude?"

Dalton cleared his throat, glanced around to see if there was anyone within earshot, and blushed. The booth they were sitting at was secluded. The only other person in the room was the bartender. Still, it wasn't exactly something he wanted advertised.

"You don't have to worry here, my man," Jamar reassured him. "My cuz owns this place. Only people that stay here are out of towners."

"Well, that is reassuring," Dalton said, looking around again. "I guess I'm still just not used to hearing it in such…stark terms."

Jamar started chuckling. "Bro, you serious? You had Richard up in your girl and you're not used to straight talk? That old pervert's mouth is dirtier than a garbage truck. Hey how he get up in her anyway?"

"I beg your pardon?" Dalton asked.

"Oh, I beg your pardon," Jamar teased. "How did old Richard manage to woo his way into your lovely wife?"

Dalton blushed hotter. He'd never met anyone as sexually forthcoming as Dick or, now, Jamar. Did people of their class really talk like that? It seemed like something straight out of a porn video.

"Come on, D," Jamar said. "If you and me gonna be friends you're gonna have to learn to open up. I love helping couples out but not unless I know them good. I don't do weirdness and I don't do drama."

Dalton nodded. It seemed like a reasonable position. "We had him over installing new knobs. Well, old knobs. New to us, I guess. Hardware for the old doors…"

'Yeah, yeah," Jamar said, spinning his finger in the air. "I know what he does. I work with him, remember? Hell, he did most of the work on this place."

Dalton looked around and realized all of the hardware on the old windows and doors was vintage.

"I had to go to work," he went on. "Dick, er, Richard, or whatever you call him, made some crude remarks to Jenny. Bragging about his…size and whatnot."

"Oh yeah?" Jamar asked, smiling as if he knew the old man's methods already.

"Anyways instead of letting herself get flustered by it she called him out," Dalton explained.

"Called him out?" Jamar asked.

"She told him if he really was that big he should show her. Hoping to shame him, I guess, when he couldn't deliver."

Jamar leaned back in his chair, laughing, and clapped his hands together. "Classic!"

Dalton drew in a breath and sighed. "I guess I don't have to tell you how it ends," he muttered.

Jamar leaned forward over the table. "Oh it ain't over, boss. Not by a long shot. You didn't come here today to chit-chat with me, did ya?" he asked.

Dalton shook his head. "No. I didn't," he replied.

Jamar stared at him for a time. "You never got freaked out?"

"Freaked out about what?" Dalton asked.

"You never lost your shit or anything? Jealousy and all the like?"

Dalton shook his head again, a little ashamed at his answer.

"You're sure you like it then?"

Dalton nodded.

"Well then I'm gonna move you into a whole new level of experience, bruh," Jamar said, reaching across the table and punching him gently on the arm.

Dalton gave him a nervous look and forced a smile.

Jamar nodded. "I am. You'll see. You're gonna have a great time. But you've got to promise me something."

"What is it?" Dalton asked.

Jamar leaned closer to him. "You gotta promise me you're going to let me take charge."

Dalton thought for a moment. "Take charge?" he asked.

"When you show up here she's not your girl any more. She's mine. Dalton gets to sit in the corner and watch if he wants. But I call the shots. I give her what I think she needs. What do you have to say about that?"

Dalton's gaze unfocused and he looked off to the side. It seemed like a strange request and he wasn't sure exactly what Jamar meant by it. Of course Jenny would still be his wife. Of course if Jamar did something to her Dalton didn't approve of he'd speak up. He wasn't just going to sit idly by if Jenny was put in a situation she wasn't one hundred percent comfortable with. "That's a bit much to ask, isn't it? I barely know you."

Jamar leaned back in his chair, laced his fingers together, rested his hands on his chest, and shrugged. "But that's just it, isn't it? That's what this is about. Trust. You obviously trust me enough to be sitting here asking me to get with your wife."

Dalton nodded.

"I need to know you're gonna go all the way. No weirdness. No drama."

Dalton thought for a moment. It occurred to him that there was a person involved in this equation Jamar wasn't considering. "I'd have to talk it over with Jenny," he said.

Jamar shook his head. "You leave Jenny to me. If you show up here with her that means I'm trusting you enough that you're not going to freak out."

"I'm not going to freak out," Dalton said, his voice betraying his rising irritation.

Jamar held up a hand. "And I trust that," he said. "All I ask is that you trust me back."

Dalton leaned back in his chair and sighed. He looked down at the ground as Jamar took another bite of his pickle spear.

Jamar's insistence on being in charge with Jenny seemed…bizarre? Maybe not quite bizarre but definitely a little arrogant. Who did he think he was, anyways?

It almost made Dalton laugh, thinking about it that way. At the same time it put into focus the real reason he was here. Jenny wanted this. Jenny wanted one last wild fling before both of their lives changed forever.

And Dalton wanted to watch.

This was about getting the result they both wanted, not how he might feel about it in the moment.

"Okay, look," Dalton said. "I can tell you I'm going to trust you. That's no problem. But if something happens that makes Jenny uncomfortable then…"

"Nothing's going to happen to make Jenny uncomfortable, big D," Jamar said. "You have my word. Trust," he added, wagging a finger back and forth between them. He held out his hand.

Dalton took it and gave it a shake, stifling a chuckle. It seemed that Jamar may have eaten some of his own bullshit.

Jamar smiled when Dalton shook his hand. He put his hands down and drummed his fingers on the tabletop. "Now. There's a few things I want you to do for me before you show up Friday night."

***

Jenny was in the kitchen when he got home. Holding a big tub of ice cream in one hand and a spoon in the other. She was barefoot and wearing a thick terrycloth bathrobe. The belt was only loosely tied, the robe hanging partly open at the front revealing the sumptuous inner curves of her breasts.

She smiled when she saw Dalton step through the door. She watched him as he walked to the kitchen and set his keys down on the counter.

"How did it go?" she asked him.

He smiled, then chuckled, looking down at the ground and rubbing his temples with a finger and thumb.

"Everything alright?" she asked, setting the empty ice cream container down on the counter.

"Everything's fine," he replied. "It was an…interesting meeting."

"Interesting how?" she asked him. She walked over to stand in front of him, her bare feet slapping along the floor.

He looked up at her and his heart filled with love. She was glowing. Her big, round belly looked like it was about to burst and she had a streak of ice cream at the corner of her mouth.

He licked his thumb, reached out and wiped the ice cream from her face.

"Ew!" she squealed, pushing his hand away and bursting into laughter. "What are you my mother?"

"Sorry," he muttered, chuckling himself. "I'm not sure what I was thinking. Then he cocked his head to one side. "But it is kind of funny to me that you'd find that gross. After everything we've done."

She furrowed her brow but the smile stayed on her mouth.

"Seriously though, why is that grosser than…" He left the question dangling.

Her smile faded as she got flustered. She grabbed the lapels of her robe and pulled it tighter around her, covering her chest and exposed belly.

"Oh, come on now, Jenny," he cooed. "There's no need to be like that. It was just a simple question. What's wrong?" He reached out and tried to pull her into an embrace but she resisted, looking off to the side.

He didn't force her, just stood there looking at her. When she glanced back at him, he tipped his head slightly to one side. "What is it, Jenny?"

She let out her breath in a huff and folded her arms over her chest. "I don't like those questions," she muttered.

"Which ones?"

"The ones where you ask why I like this and not that and why I think this is gross and not that!" she shot back, gesturing with one arm.

He stayed silent, giving her time to collect her thoughts.

"I don't know, Dalton. I don't know and I don't want to look at it. I don't want to analyze why I…why I…"

He stared at her, patiently waiting for her to find the words she needed to finish the thought.

"Why I want to have sex with other men!" she finally snapped.

Her words were like a warm, dull knife plunging into his guts. Not unpleasant at all. But they sliced him up inside. His beautiful, pregnant wife angrily declaring in their kitchen that she wanted to have sex with other men. Exquisitely, torturously erotic.

"I'm sorry," she muttered, looking away again. "I didn't mean for it to come out like that."

He reached out an arm and wrapped it around her.

This time she didn't resist his advance. She leaned into him, resting her head on his chest and putting a hand on his arm.

He held her there, resting his cheek gently against her forehead. "I didn't mean to make you upset," he said. "I meant to tell you about Jamar. He's a very nice guy. He's very much looking forward to seeing you."

"He is?" she asked, pulling her head away and looking up into his eyes.

"He is," he replied. He looked down at her and smiled. "You sure you're ready for this?"

She bit her lip. "I want it so badly, baby," she whispered.


Chapter eight
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Dalton steered their car through the winding, dark road, pine trees looming tall and black against the night sky. Beside him, Jenny shifted in her seat, hands folded over her swollen belly. The bed and breakfast appeared as a dimly lit sanctuary nestled within the woods. They parked, the crunch of gravel under tires a stark sound in the quiet night.

"Number three," Dalton reminded Jenny, his voice low. She nodded, her eyes reflecting the small solar lamps lining the path. They walked, Dalton carrying the small overnight bag he'd packed for them, the leaves rustling underfoot, the wind whispering secrets through the trees. The cottage huddled at the end of the path, a cozy silhouette against the forest backdrop.

Dalton pushed open the unlocked door, revealing a warm, inviting interior. A king-sized bed dominated the room, dressed in crisp white linens and plump pillows. Across from it, a large TV hung above a crackling fireplace, casting flickering shadows on the walls. A plush rug sprawled across the wooden floor, inviting bare feet to sink into its depths.

Jenny stepped in behind him, her eyes scanning the room, taking in the vase of fresh flowers on the bedside table, the champagne chilling in an ice bucket. She rubbed her arms, a small smile playing on her lips. "Cozy," she murmured.

Dalton closed the door, the click of the latch echoing in the room. He watched Jenny explore, her fingers trailing over the bedspread, the mantelpiece. She turned to him, her cheeks flushed, eyes bright. "What now?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Now," Dalton said, stepping closer, his heart pounding in his chest, "we wait for Jamar."

Jenny's breath hitched, her eyes widening slightly. She nodded, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. Dalton reached out, his hand cupping her cheek. Her skin was warm, soft. She leaned into his touch, her eyes never leaving his. The room was silent except for the crackle of the fire and their steady breaths.

A soft knock sounded at the door.

Dalton let go of Jenny and walked across the small space. He opened the door and a gust of cool, night air blew in.

Jamar stepped out of the darkness and into the cozy light inside the cottage.

Dalton's balls tightened and a shiver raced down his back at the way Jamar smiled at Jenny. He forced a smile, trying to act as normal as possible.

"Dayum!" Jamar said, closing the door and grinning. "Baby you looking so fine!" He strode right up to Jenny and put his hands on her belly, gently caressing the large bump.

Jenny's eyes raked down Jamar's body and back up again. If she felt any fear or hesitation Dalton couldn't see it.

She looked up into Jamar's eyes and smiled. "Why thank-you," she replied, tipping her head to one side.

"Hey boss, why don't you go and make yourself comfortable on the couch over there," Jamar said to Dalton, nodding towards the couch. "You bring all the equipment?"

Dalton nodded and started making his way towards the couch.

"Equipment?" Jenny asked. "Are we going mountain climbing?"

Jamar laughed and wrapped one arm around Jenny's waist, pulling her close. "You funny," he said, leaning towards her. "Lemme get a taste of those lips."

Jenny's relaxed demeanour faltered for a moment as Jamar leaned in to kiss her. She cast a nervous glance at Dalton, like she suddenly wasn't sure of this.

"Oh that's moving too fast for you, baby?" Jamar asked.

Jenny let out a nervous laugh.

"That's alright. We can take it a little slower." He stepped around her, put both hands on her shoulders and started kneading them gently.

The tension left her body and she let out a quiet sigh.

Jamar's hands worked Jenny's shoulders, his thumbs pressing into the muscles.

She melted under his touch, her head lolling forward. Dalton watched from the couch, his cock already stirring in his pants. There was something deeply alluring about the contrast of Jamar's dark skin against Jenny's pale complexion.

It was almost like that difference between them made it sexier. Jenny, with her round belly, the ultimate symbol of female softness and fertility and Jamar, with his hard body and wandering hands a contrast of male virility.

"That feel good, baby?" Jamar murmured.

Jenny hummed in response as her eyes fluttered closed.

Jamar's hands slid down her arms, his fingers tracing the faint curve of her biceps. He leaned in, his lips brushing the side of her neck. Jenny shivered, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

Jamar's mouth moved against her skin, his kisses feather-light. His hands roamed her body, skimming her sides, his thumbs grazing the sides of her breasts. Jenny's breath hitched, her nipples hardening under the white blouse she was wearing.

Dalton could see the outline of them, pressing against the fabric.

Jamar's mouth moved up to her ear. He whispered something, his voice too low for Dalton to hear. Jenny's eyes flew open, her mouth forming a small 'o' of surprise. She turned to look at Jamar, her cheeks flushed, her pupils dilated.

"You want that, baby?" Jamar asked, his voice louder this time. Jenny hesitated, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She nodded, her breath coming in quick pants. The scent of her arousal filled the room, a sweet, musky smell that made Dalton's cock throb.

Jamar's hands moved to her belly, his fingers splayed out over the bump. "You ready to go a little further now?" he asked.

Jenny hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking to Dalton.

Dalton was mesmerized by the scene. Watching his beautiful, pregnant wife seeking permission from her husband to let this large black man touch her more intimately.

He nodded, his heart pounding in his chest.

She turned around to face Jamar and, this time, when he leaned forward to kiss her, she opened her mouth and accepted him.

Jamar put one hand at the back of her neck and moved his tongue into her mouth in a languid kiss.

Dalton was startled at how this modest act of intimacy aroused him almost more than watching her fuck Dick. Jamar was practically a stranger and seeing Jenny kissing him so tenderly drove a stake into his gut.

Jamar pulled away and they both opened their eyes to look at each other.

Jenny gazed into his as a smile formed on Jamar's lips.

He reached down and tugged at her blouse. It slipped out of the elastic maternity pants she was wearing. He started lifting it, cautiously at first to see if she was comfortable. When she raised her arms he pulled it up and off over her head.

The blouse fell to the floor, leaving Jenny standing in her lovely red bra in front of him. Her breasts were full, her nipples hard and pressing against the lace of her bra.

Jamar reached out, his fingers tracing the edge of her bra. He leaned in, his mouth moving to her collarbone. He kissed her there gently.

Jenny drew in a breath and stiffened. As Jamar kissed a line along her shoulders she seemed to relax again. She put a hand on his arm and tilted her head slightly, exposing her neck.

Jamar moved to her neck with his mouth. His tongue flicked out in gentle licks, then he kissed her there the same way he had her shoulders.

Jamar's hands moved slowly to her back, his fingers deftly unhooking her bra. He pulled it off, her breasts spilling out, heavy and full.

Suddenly shy, she shrugged and put her arms in front of her breasts, as if she was trying to shrink.

Jamar took a step back and smiled at her. "It's good. You're all good. Here, this might help you feel better." He grabbed his black hoodie and pulled it off over his head, along with his t-shirt.

Jenny's eyes widened at the sight of his chiselled physique.

Even Dalton was taken aback at the definition of Jamar's pecs and abs. He realized the moving business was probably intense, gruelling work but it was hard seeing Jenny's hungry stare at Jamar's ripped masculinity.

Jamar stepped forward and smiled again. He took Jenny's hand and lifted it, pressing the palm against his chest. "There. Now we're both half-naked. Nothing to be embarrassed about, right?"

Jenny smiled back at him and let her arm fall away from her breasts. She traced the line of his pectoral muscle with her fingers.

"You like it?" Jamar asked.

She glanced up at him. "It's so hard," she whispered.

The three words sent a bolt of jealousy tearing through Dalton.

Jamar laughed. "You ain't seen nothing yet!" he said.

Jenny caressed his chest, then let her hand fall to his abs as if she couldn't get enough of touching him. She seemed to have forgotten that she was half-naked.

Jamar hadn't. His eyes were glued to her nipples. He slowly raised a hand and rubbed his thumb against one of them. A few drops of milk dribbled out.

Jenny blushed and looked away. "I'm sorry if that's gross," she muttered.

"Gross? Are you for real?" Jamar bent at the waist and cupped one of her breasts in his hand. He wrapped his lips around the nipple and gave it a long, slow pull.

"Oh god!" Jenny moaned, her hand circling his neck.

Jamar sucked on her heavy tit then pulled away with a soft, wet smack. "Fucking delicious," he said. "You like that, huh?" he asked, cupping her other breast.

Jenny blushed hotter, as if embarrassed that she did. She pulled his head in and he latched, sucking on the nipple again.

Jenny moaned some unintelligible sound.

Jamar's hand dropped down between her legs and he slid his index finger slowly along the line of her sex as he suckled. He pulled away and wiped his lips, then kissed her on the mouth again.

She melted into him, pressing up against his chest, her hands roaming along his back as he kissed her. She let out a soft sigh, of what sounded like disappointment when he pulled away.

Jamar took her by the hand and led her towards the large bed. He helped her sit, then got down on his knees in front of her and looked up at her with another smile. "Little further?" he asked.

Jenny nodded, her eyes now brimming with excitement. She glanced at Dalton and flashed a mischievous smile of her own at him.

Dalton nodded, encouraging her to let go and let herself get carried away.

Jamar hooked his fingers into her stretchy pants and started pulling them down her legs.

Jenny tried to sexily slither out of them. Her big belly made it hard and she fell onto her back giggling instead.

Jamar pulled her pants down and off her legs, revealing the red lace underwear that matched her bra.

Dalton could see her thick bush through the sheer fabric. Her pubes were already damp with arousal.

When she tried to hoist herself back up onto her elbows, Jamar pressed her back down onto the bed. "No, no," he said. "You stay right there. I got you just where I want you."

He reached up and pulled her underwear off and pressed his hand against her thigh, spreading her legs open. "Shit, that's beautiful," he whispered.

Dalton couldn't agree more. Her labia were red and swollen and her pussy had widened enough you could see the hole that led to the inside of her. His back straightened when Jamar put his head between her legs and wrapped his lips around her engorged clit.


Chapter nine

Chapter 9


Dalton's erection hardened to full stiffness at the wet lapping sounds coming from between Jenny's legs. He stared at the back of Jamar's head moving gently side to side as he ate Jenny out.

Jenny gasped and let out a low moan. One hand fell to Jamar's head between her legs and she rubbed the back of it. Her hips rose and fell in a slow rhythm.

The sight sent a thrilling rush of adrenaline through Dalton. It was a strange blend of emotion, one part of him having the distinct, almost primal, feeling that he should intervene and get Jamar the hell out of there. Another part of him basked in the warmth that emanated from between his legs at the sight of another man eating Jenny's pussy.

Jamar suckled and lapped at her sex slowly and calmly, guiding her higher and higher, her moans getting progressively louder, until her body began to shake and she let out a shrill squeak.

She kicked her feet up off the floor and pointed her toes at Dalton. The tremor worked it's way through her thighs and belly, then made her tits shake as Jamar coaxed the climax through her whole body with his tongue.

As her body relaxed, he pulled his mouth away and rubbed her sensitive clit with the tip of his index finger.

She let out a contented sigh, then a giggle, swatting his hand away from her pussy, unable to stand any more stimulation.

Jamar got up onto his feet and looked down at her, smiling. "How was that, baby?" he asked.

"Pretty good, I guess," she teased.

Jamar snickered. He pulled the drawstring of his sweats and pushed them down his legs, along with his underwear, then stood up tall again.

Dalton saw Jenny's eyes widen as she affixed her gaze to Jamar's cock. He put his arms between his legs and hunched forward on the couch.

She hoisted herself up onto her elbows and let out a startled guffaw.

Jamar flashed a coy smile. "You don't like it?" he asked.

Jenny's mouth moved but no sound came out as she stared at his cock.

It was an impressive sight, even to Dalton. He'd seen plenty of men's apparatuses at the gym but felt content with his own endowment.

It was a long cock. Flaccid, it reached halfway down Jamar's thigh. It was uncut, the skin at the tip wrinkled but stretching as it expanded. It was a young man's cock, the skin on the shaft still taut and not bulging with grotesque veins like Dick's.

Jamar put his hand around it and pulled the foreskin off the head. "What do you think?" he asked Jenny.

Jenny's gaze seemed stuck to the organ. Like she couldn't look away. She furrowed her brow, as if regarding it with some suspicion. "I think it's really big," she finally said.

Jamar chuckled. "Yeah. It's kind of big. You want to touch it?"

Jenny looked worried or frightened or something similar. She heaved side to side on her hands until she was sitting up straight, her heavy belly sagging between her legs. Her breasts rested atop of it, drops of milk dripping from her nipples and running down the sides of her tummy.

She glanced at Dalton and bit at the smile that curled up on one side of her mouth. She lifted a hand and slowly wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft, then lifted the head to her lips.

Dalton blinked and stared, arousal surging through him at the sight of Jenny holding the big, black dick.

Staring at him, she opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out. She licked the tip of Jamar's cock, then swirled her tongue around the head. Her eyes closed and her smile widened for a moment before she slipped the crown into her mouth.

Dalton let out a sigh and shuddered. His cock throbbed between his legs when Jenny opened her eyes and looked at him again.

She had a couple of inches of cock inside her mouth now, moving her head slowly back and forth as she pleasured Jamar. She glanced up at him.

"Prettiest thing I've seen all day," he said, running a finger along the side of her face and tucking her hair behind her ear.

His cock hardened quickly under her oral attention. Jenny had to sit up straighter to keep it in her mouth.

After a few minutes of her sucking on it Jamar pulled it out of her mouth and pointed it at the ceiling, stroking the head. "Suck on them balls, Jenny," he said, quietly.

Jenny giggled and blushed, glancing at Dalton as she positioned her mouth between his legs.

He had large balls in a tight sack. She licked each of them a few times before slurping one into her mouth and sucking on it.

Jamar stared at her intently as he continued fondling himself. His easy-going smile had faded, replaced with a hungry look of desire. He grunted when she let one nut fall from her lips and sucked the other in.

He jerked his cock off in front of her face, staring into her eyes. "She's so good at that," he said, glancing at Dalton. "I bet you suck your man's balls all the time?"

Jenny turned a bright shade of red, pulled away from his nut sack and covered her mouth as she let out a nervous giggle. She looked incredibly sweet and innocent when she stole a look at Dalton and shook her head.

"No? How'd you get so good at it then?" Jamar asked, his smile returning. He sat down on the bed next to her and put a hand on her shoulder. "Lie down, baby. Let's get to the main act."

He pulled her down onto her side on the bed and shuffled up behind her. He leaned in and kissed her neck again, reaching around with his hand to palm her swollen breast.

Jenny squirmed and let out a soft mewl as he kneaded her breast. She looked at Dalton with a wondrous stare that made his skin prickle.

Jamar slipped a hand between her thighs and lifted one up, exposing her bush and pussy. His cock poked out from between her legs and he slowly dragged the head of it along her labia, soaking it in her juices.

Dalton stared at the rigid column that would soon be entering his sweet Jenny. It tore him up inside, jealousy pulling him one way and an erotic thrill tugging him the other. He both wanted to see it and couldn't bear to imagine it at the same time.

Jenny gasped and her hand shot back to Jamar's thigh as he pressed the head of his cock against her sex. She looked surprisingly panicked, given everything she'd done with Dick.

"Relax," Jamar whispered. "Just keep your leg up like that, nice and high. Give your man a good view of you taking this black cock."

She held her leg up, knee bent, giving Dalton the perfect view of Jamar entering her.

She gasped again and shifted on the bed as the head of his cock slipped into her lubricated cunt. Her eyes moved to Dalton's again, excitement lighting within them.

As Jamar moved a few inches of his shaft into her she moaned and her eyes rolled back. He put a hand under her thigh, holding it up in the air as her own muscles faltered from the effort.

He held himself inside her, letting her body adjust to his girth. When she'd settled down he thrust his hips forward, pressing more of his hard shaft into her pussy.

Her mouth fell open and a shaky moan rolled out of it. She gripped the sheets with one hand and dug the nails of her other into Jamar's thigh. "Ah! Ah!" she panted. "Slow! It's…it's so big. Holy fuck it's so big!"

Jamar eased an inch out of her, gave her a moments respite, then began slowly thrusting back and forth.

Jenny still looked taken aback but her demeanour was changing with each stroke of his cock. Soon she was panting and looking more pleased than panicked. She let go of his thigh, brought her hand to her breast and squeezed it. She let her fingers drift to the nipple and she pinched herself.

Jenny succumbing to the pleasure of Jamar's thick prick was erotic. But it was the sight of the dark thing moving in and out of her pregnant body that gave Dalton his darkest thrill.

Jenny began to moan quietly with each of Jamar's thrusts. Her hips started moving as her body reciprocated his motion, trying to squeeze out even more pleasure as his prick rubbed against her pleasure centres.

Jamar sped up his rhythm. He held her thigh up with a hand and a knee, leaving her pussy on full display for Dalton to gawk at.

As her moans turned to squeals of delight he slowed and kissed her on the neck and back again.

"Oh! No! Please!" Jenny begged. "Please don't stop!" She pressed her fingers against her clit and started rubbing, trying to push herself over the finish line.

Jamar pulled his cock out of her, put his hands on her hips and yanked her up until she was on her hands and legs. He pressed his cock back in and sank the whole thing into her this time.

Jenny moaned and pressed her cheek against the bed. Her arms splayed, leaving her up in the air for Jamar as he plied her pussy.

"Look at your man, baby. Look how happy he is," Jamar said, gently smacking her ass with his hand.

Jenny seemed a little surprised by what he'd said. She looked up at Dalton and a weak smile formed on her lips, like she'd just remembered he was there. She stretched out a hand across the bed and wiggled her fingers.

"Yeah, you get in there, D. Give your girl a kiss. Tell her you love her and all that," Jamar said.

Dalton felt a little uncomfortable at the thought of getting so close to Jenny while she was in the middle of the act with another man. Watching from a distance allowed him a certain…suspension of disbelief. It allowed him to maintain the pretense that this was all just a show for him.

He couldn't resist the desperate look in Jenny's eyes. He sank to his knees and crawled across the room to kneel in front of the bed.

"Baby!" Jenny whimpered, taking him by the hand and pulling him closer. She got up on all fours, her body rocking back and forth from Jamar's intrusions into it.

"Jenny, sweetheart," Dalton whispered. "You look so beautiful. Does it feel good?"

She arched her brow and whimpered, put a hand around his neck and pulled him into a kiss.

The feeling of her body moving against him as Jamar fucked her had Dalton's cock throbbing between his legs.

She kissed him hot and nasty, her tongue fondling his inside his mouth. When she pulled away her mouth was wet with their shared saliva and her forehead was covered in sweat. "I think I'm gonna come," she whispered. "Hold my hand?"

The request was painful and painfully arousing. He laced his fingers through hers and his cock flexed again as she squeezed him. He could almost feel the sexual energy travelling through her body. The intense tension that was ready to burst inside her and flood her sense with pleasure.

Jamar gave her a good thrust and held his cock deep within her.

She cried out and squeezed Dalton's hand tighter. He saw the muscles in her ass tensing as the orgasm pulsed through her. She made a pained expression and moaned as the orgasm moved through her. Then, just as quickly as it had started, it seemed to end.

Jenny collapsed forward, her face almost falling into Dalton's lap, her ass still high in the air. As Jamar slid his cock in and out of her a few times the last tremors of her climax passed through her body.

Jamar pulled himself out, his shaft glistening with her feminine juices, and stood up off the bed behind her. "Hey, D? You want to grab that thing I asked you to bring?"

Jenny let out another low moan and Dalton stood up to get the thing.
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Dalton walked over to the small overnight bag they'd brought and opened it. He reached in and grabbed the bottle of lube he'd been instructed to bring, then turned to Jamar.

Jamar had donned one of the robes that had been lying on the blanket trunk at the end of the bed and thrown it over his shoulders. He stood with it open, pouring himself a drink at the sideboard.

Dalton walked over to the sideboard and set the lube down next to the glasses. He walked back to the couch and took up his seat again, ready to witness whatever Jamar had planned next for Jenny.

Jamar took a sip of his drink and set it down. He picked up the bottle of lube and returned to the bed. He sat down behind Jenny and ran his hands along her leg and up to her ass.

She let out a satisfied groan and a slight smile formed on her lips. "I might just have to go sleep after that," she whispered.

Jamar smiled back at her and shook his head. "Nah. We're not gonna let you sleep just yet, baby." He tossed the lube onto the bed next to her, got up onto his hands and knees behind her and lowered his mouth to her ass.

The feeling of his tongue on her sphincter revived her immediately. She gasped. Her eyes opened wide and she pushed her hands into the mattress, bracing against his entrance into her bottom hole.

She looked over at Dalton, startled and a little wary.

Dalton gave her a reassuring nod. He saw now that she really was in good hands with Jamar.

She nodded back, then slowly hauled herself up onto her hands and knees.

Jamar kept both hands on her ass cheeks as he continued licking her ass out with his tongue. He kept that up for a few minutes, then grabbed the bottle of lube and stood up from the bed again.

He circled the bed with Jenny watching him on her hands and knees. He smiled at her as he got back onto the bed in front of her, on his knees. "You ready to get a little dirty, Jenny?"

Dirty Jenny.

Dalton liked the sound of that. He liked the smirk it brought to Jenny's lips. An almost defiant smile, like she was daring Jamar to do his dirtiest.

Jamar lifted his cock, now half-flaccid, and pointed the head at her mouth.

She gave him a skeptical look, her smile still lingering. "You think you can just point that thing at me and I'm going to suck on it?" she teased.

Jamar smiled back at her. "I think you're gonna do exactly what you want," he said.

Popping the cap on the lube, he bent over her, squeezed a dollop of it out onto her ass hole, then started working it in with his finger.

Jenny looked out at Dalton from in between Jamar's legs. Her mouth had fallen open again and she was wiggling her ass as Jamar dipped his finger in and out of it.

Maintaining eye contact with Dalton, she lifted Jamar's half-hard cock with three fingers and brought it to her mouth. She slipped it in and started rocking back and forth, cleaning her own juices off of the shaft while staring at Dalton with the most sultry expression.

Jamar was bent over her, squeezing out more lube and rubbing it into her asshole with his finger. He dropped the bottle next to her again, straightened and put his hands on either side of her head.

Steadying her face in front of him, he began thrusting his cock in and out of her mouth instead.

Jenny's eyes darted to the side, then up to his, then straight ahead. She looked even dirtier this way. Her pregnant body immobilized so Jamar could use her mouth for his own pleasure.

He used her that way for a while, occasionally glancing down to look at her pretty face. He pressed a few thrusts deeper, until Jenny gagged and coughed and he pulled himself out of her to let her catch her breath.

He stood, rounded the bed again and clapped a hand against her ass as he knelt behind her. "Big Rich get a turn in this ass?" he asked.

Jenny looked over her shoulder at him as he positioned himself behind her. She wore a shy smile and the blush had returned to her cheeks. "Yes," she whispered.

Dalton couldn't stand the pressure between his legs any longer. He undid his zipper and reached his hand into his trousers, fondling the head of his cock and staring at Jamar's impressive prick looming over Jenny's tight ass hole.

Jamar pressed the thick head of his cock against Jenny's lubed-up ass. She tensed, her hands clenching the sheets. He rubbed the tip up and down, coaxing her to relax. "Easy, baby," he murmured.

Jenny looked back at him, biting her lip. Her eyes were wide, a mix of apprehension and anticipation. Dalton watched, his own breath catching in his throat as Jamar began to push in.

The head of Jamar's cock disappeared into Jenny and her mouth fell open in a silent gasp. She squeezed her eyes shut, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the sheets tighter.

"Fuck, you're tight," Jamar grunted, feeding more of his length into her. He moved slowly, inch by inch, giving her time to adjust.

Jenny's breath came in short, sharp pants. Her face was flushed, a sheen of sweat on her forehead. Dalton could see the mix of pleasure and pain playing out across her features. He stroked his own cock, mesmerized by the sight.

Jamar leaned forward, his hands sliding up Jenny's back to her shoulders. He pulled her gently back onto him, sinking deeper. Jenny moaned, her body trembling.

"That's it, baby," Jamar soothed. "Almost there." With one last push, he was fully inside her. He stilled, letting her get used to the feel of him.

Jenny's breath slowly evened out. She opened her eyes, looking up at Dalton. There was a new hunger in her gaze, a dark desire that sent a shiver down his spine.

Jamar began to move, slowly at first, pulling out almost all the way before sliding back in. Jenny moaned, pushing back against him. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a wet, dirty sound that had Dalton's heart pounding.

The pace quickened, Jamar's thrusts becoming more forceful. Jenny met each one, her body rocking back and forth. Her moans turned to cries, pleasure winning out over pain.

"Fuck, Jenny," Jamar groaned. "Your ass is so fucking good."

Jenny's response was a guttural moan, her body shaking as she neared climax. Jamar gripped her hips, his own breath coming in ragged gasps.

Suddenly, Jenny cried out, her body convulsing as she came.

Jamar reached under her and grabbed her breasts. Leaning back, he brought her with him so she was almost seated on his lap, his cock impaled deep inside her.

She trembled and writhed as he manipulated her nipples, the climax rippling through her until it was spent. Her head fell to one side and she sighed and smiled.

Jamar leaned forward and kissed her neck. He kissed her shoulders and played with her breasts, resuscitating her sexual excitement until she was primed again.

He let his hands drift to her arms and gently pulled them behind her back, folding one over the other.

Jenny seemed to instinctively understand what he wanted. She started rocking back and forth again, massaging his cock with her stretched hole. Her breasts swayed side to side, smacking against each other as she picked up the pace.

"Fuck, that's it. Ride me, bitch," Jamar said, smacking her ass.

Jenny whimpered but the bite of pain seemed to sharpen her excitement. Arching her back she started riding him harder, her ass thwapping against his lap.

"Fuck me," Jamar grunted, giving her other cheek a smack. He stared at the way his hard cock disappeared inside her body.

Dalton's excitement grew with each thrust. Jenny was lost in a wild abandon as she rode Jamar. Her eyes were closed and she seemed elated about the way her body was being used.

Jamar began thrusting his hips forward to meet her seating herself on his lap. Each thrust pressed his cock fully into her, his balls smacking wetly against her pussy. His upper lip curled in a snarl.

Dalton could tell Jamar was close. He was close, too, creamy pre-cum leaking from the tip of his cock and covering his hand.

Jamar grunted. He thrust deep into Jenny and held her in place as his own orgasm ripped through him.

Dalton grunted. Seeing Jamar's cock flexing, unloading seed into Jenny's ass, sent him over the edge. He doubled over and jerked himself as he watched Jamar's dark phallus emerge from Jenny.

Jamar pulled out and grabbed his cock. He stroked it, sending more hot ropes of his seed splattering across her back as he marked her with his release.

Jenny moaned as cum oozed out of her ass and dripped down onto Jamar's lap. She was still lost in the throes of ecstasy when Jamar let out a massive sigh and slumped forward onto her.

She got back onto her hands and knees as Jamar massaged his cock against her ass. She wagged it up and down for him, looking over her shoulder, seemingly pleased to have pleased him.

"You like that?" Jamar asked, his good natured mood returning now that he was finished.

Jenny shrugged and he mirrored the motion. "What do you mean? What does that mean?" he asked, shrugging again. "I asked you if you liked it?"

Jenny giggled and blushed and looked away. "Yes," she finally whispered.

Jamar rubbed the head of his cock a few times. It was still impressively hard, given he'd just finished. He pressed it against Jenny's ass, scooped the dribble of his own cum that leaked out and pressed it back into her.

Jenny's jaw fell and she gasped as Jamar got up onto his feet behind her.

He stood over her, his cock buried inside her ass again, and scooped her hair up in both hands. "Now tell me that you like it. This time like you mean it," he said.

Jenny, panting, looked puzzled, like she didn't know exactly what it was he wanted.

"Here's a little help," Jamar said. "Why don't you say 'I loved feeling your cock inside my ass, Jamar,'" he ordered.

She looked up and over at Dalton, her face still registering shock that he'd put himself inside her again. She blinked a few times and her face turned redder. "I…I loved feeling your cock inside my ass, Jamar," she stammered.

Dalton groaned and shuddered. It was the lewdest thing she'd done yet.

"That's good. Much better," Jamar purred, pulling her hair back into a pony tail as he fucked her ass with his cock again.

Jenny moaned. She pressed a hand against her pussy and started rubbing herself.

"Yeah, you rub that clit, Jenny. Rub it real good," Jamar said, his waist moving up and down as he moved his cock in and out of her. "Rub it real good because I know how dirty you are now. I know the real Jenny. I know just what Jenny needs."

Jenny moaned again. Her fingers were spinning furiously around her clit, the wet sounds of her pussy smacking around the room.

Dalton's cock had begun to harden again at Jamar's sudden turn of demeanour. His rough handling of Jenny, his insistence on hearing her tell him she loved feeling his cock inside her ass, was hot.

Jamar pulled his cock slowly out of her ass but continued holding her by the hair. He walked around her on the bed and came to stand in front of her again.

Jenny whimpered as she looked up at him. Her hand fell away from her pussy, as if fondling herself without his cock inside her ass just wasn't doing it for her anymore.

Jamar smiled. "You know what you need, don't you Jenny?" he asked, wagging his cock up and down in front of her face.

Jenny stared at. She looked a little repulsed that it had just come from her back hole. But there was a desperation in her eyes now that Dalton had never seen.

"You need more dick, don't you Jenny?" Jamar demanded. He tightened his grip on her hair and pulled her head back so she was looking up at him.

She whimpered as he dangled his cock in front of her lips.

"You got to say it for me, Jenny. You gotta tell me what you need," he insisted.

Her eyes followed his swaying prick like it was a hypnotist's watch. She whimpered again, then her mouth fell open wider. "I…I need more dick," she said.

Jamar grinned, stepped forward and stuffed his prick into her hungry mouth.
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Dalton jumped in his seat. At what he'd seen and at the soft rapping that had come at the door to the cottage right after it.

Jamar stayed in place, half of his organ buried into Jenny's mouth and throat.

She seemed unbothered by the depth of his penetration. She stared up at him with hungry, almost demanding eyes, like she was daring him to press further into her.

"Yo D, you mind going to see who's at the door?" Jamar asked.

Dalton was stunned. Was Jamar really going to stay standing on the bed, his dick stuffed down Jenny's throat, while he opened the door for a stranger? For a few moments he was frozen in place.

"Come on, Dalton," Jamar said. "I got us along this far, didn't I?" He moved the hand gripping Jenny's hair, sliding her lips along his prick.

Dalton, stirred from his stupor by the motion, slowly got up and zipped up his pants as he walked towards the door. He undid the deadbolt, then turned the latch and swung the door in just enough to see who was behind it.

He recognized the first of the two men as Jamar's associate who they'd seen at Richard's shop. The second, taller and bulkier black man, was a stranger to him. "Can I help you?" he asked, sounding wary.

"Let the boys in, big D," Jamar said from the bed.

Somewhat reluctantly, Dalton stepped aside and opened the door wider. This was really spiralling out of control fast. He glanced over at the bed as the two men made their way past him and his balls tightened.

Jenny's face was still mounted firmly on Jamar's cock. He was still moving her head back and forth and now Dalton could see the lump of the head of his cock bulging in her neck as he massaged it with her throat.

The two men came to a stop a few feet past Dalton. He swung the door shut.

Jamar finally pulled Jenny's mouth off of his prick. Long strands of clear, sticky saliva stretched between the head of his organ and her lips. She looked up at him, panting to catch her breath.

"What do you need, Jenny?" he asked, towering over her.

She glanced sideways at the two men who had just entered the room. "I need…I need more dick," she panted.

"That's better," Jamar said, smiling. "On the floor on your knees," he ordered, dismounting the bed and walking over to his drink. He took a sip, then set the glass down.

"Say hello to my boys, big D," he said. "That's my cuz, Kordell. That's my boy Tevin. You know him you saw him at big Richard's shop."

The two men glanced over their shoulders at Dalton and each gave a nod. They didn't seem more inclined to get to know him any better than that. As Jenny scrambled down off the bed and onto her knees on the floor, they removed their coats and threw them onto the armchair, then started taking off their clothes.

Tevin, Jamar's moving associate, was of a similar build. Tightly packed cords of lean muscle wound along his arms and legs.

Kordell was a much more substantial man. He was taller than both Jamar and Tevin and carried more weight than both of them.

Both men seemed totally unashamed as they removed their clothes and tossed them to the side.

Kordell moved to where Jenny was kneeling by the bed and offered her his cock.

She stared at it with a hungry look in her eye.

Dalton was astonished at how eagerly she took it into her mouth.

She gripped the root and began greedily sucking on it, pulling it to life with her mouth.

"Bitch is hot," Kordell said, staring down at her.

Tevin and Jamar took up position on either side of Jenny, stroking their cocks over her face.

Dalton found that the mass of black bodies partially blocked out his view of his wife. Though still somewhat astonished at what was happening, he couldn't help but indulge his curiosity. He circled the trio until he had a clear line of sight in between Jamar and Kordell.

What he saw there took his breath away.

Jenny was still sucking on Kordell's cock. She had her arms raised, a hand each wrapped around Jamar and Tevin's dicks. She was stroking both men as she continued to service Kordell with her mouth.

Dalton watched Kordell's cock as it became hard in Jenny's mouth. His eyes widened as he pulled it out. It was somewhere between six or seven inches in length but thick as a mason jar and so black it seemed to swallow the light around it.

As Kordell started stroking it above her face, Tevin offered her his.

Jenny turned her head and let him stuff it into her mouth, wrapping her lips around it and bobbing her head back and forth to suck him hard. She looked up at him with the lusty stare she'd given Dalton earlier, when she'd first sucked of Jamar.

As she sucked Tevin, Kordell raised his cock above her cheek, then rested it gently against it. He mashed the dark flesh against her face, smearing her cheek with her own saliva.

It was the dirtiest, most taboo thing Dalton had ever seen. His beautiful wife, once so innocent, now pregnant and down on her knees surrounded by a circle of horny black men demanding her attention.

Jenny seemed increasingly more aroused the the situation herself. She moved her mouth from Tevin's cock, to Kordell's, then to Jamar's sucking them all and jerking off the others.

The tart, almost citrusy smell of her arousal juices filled the room as she worked herself up into a sexual lather servicing the men.

"Yeah, she's good and ready," Jamar finally said. He leaned over her, dipped two fingers between her legs and swiped. He brought them to his nose and sniffed, then nodded. Then he lowered them to Jenny's mouth.

She released Tevin's cock and slurped Jamar's fingers into her mouth. The look in her eye had turned somewhat desperate as she sucked her own essence off of his digits.

"You want more dick, baby?" Jamar asked.

"Please!" she said, releasing his fingers and panting. "Please. I need more dick!"

Jamar and Tevin each put their hands under arms and hauled her to her feet, then onto the bed.

Kordell sank down onto his knees in front of her and his face fell between her legs. He began slowly licking her pussy as Jamar and Tevin mounted the bed on either side of her.

Tevin put his cock into her mouth, with Jamar watching and stroking himself over her breasts.

Jenny writhed between the three men now, her legs flailing above Kordell's back as she took turns sucking Tevin and Jamar on either side of her. She kept pulling them closer, sucking more and more of their cocks into her mouth like she couldn't get enough no matter how much they gave her.

Dalton started as the reality crashed into him that Jenny was now having sex with three strangers and not just one. That a man she'd never met and first seen just a few minutes ago was between her legs eating out her pussy.

His heart began to throb in his chest and it sent blood pumping furiously through his veins.

As Jenny began to moan, her voice muffled by the fat black hogs stuffed inside her mouth, his cock began to engorge anew.

Kordell finally pulled his face from between her legs. His lips and cheeks were covered in a frothy glaze of Jenny's juices. He wiped it off with the back of his hand and slowly lumbered onto the bed next to her.

Jamar moved out of the way, hopping off the bed and stroking himself as he watched the two other men rearranging their positions.

Kordell got up on his knees by Jenny's head.

She let Tevin's cock fall from her mouth and turned to Kordell's. Her eyes opened wide at the dark skin covering the shaft. Her legs were still gaping open and her pussy and pubes were covered in the same slime that had coated Kordell's mouth.

Dalton stared it as if it were a sacred vision. Her messy wet sex slick and ready to accept whichever of the three black dicks chose to enter it first.

She sucked Kordell hard in no time and he pulled his cock out and laid down next to her. Rolling her onto her side, he slipped behind her, then rolled her onto her back, onto himself.

His larger belly made her back arch and her tits stick out further. He grabbed his cock and started poking around between her legs, searching for one of her holes.

Suddenly Jenny rose up, as if levitated by some phantom force. She stood up off the bed with his legs between hers and leaned forward.

Kordell grinned and chuckled as he smacked her ass. "You got her trained good already!" he said, presumably to Jamar.

He pointed the head of his cock at her back hole and wriggled it inside.

Jenny backed up a few steps. As she did the thick shaft slid slowly into her. She hitched one foot up onto the bed, then the other and sat down until only the fat root of Krodell's dark prick was visible, protruding from her anus.

She had a wild look in her eye as she looked down between her legs. She glanced up at Dalton, raised her hand to her mouth and bit the tip of her finger in a playful gesture.

"Now you playin' girl!" Jamar said.

Kordell grabbed her by the thighs and tipped them back. He held her up by the legs as his cock began slowly moving in and out of her like a drive rod.

Jenny's eyes bugged as she experienced the full extent of his girth in her ass. "Oh," she gasped. "Fuck!" She huffed the words out like billowing clouds of steam out of a smokestack.

Kordell found her pussy with his fingers, then her clit. He wetted them on her juices, then began fondling the bundle of nerves, exciting Jenny greatly in the process.

She leaned her head forward, staring between her legs at Kordell's enormous cock disappearing into her and his black hands manipulating the centre of her pleasure system.

Dalton's jaw dropped at the way Kordell's cock was stretching her ass. It was even thicker than Dick or Jamar's. So thick he could barely believe her body could stretch enough to accommodate it.

He felt his own cock had become fully hard again and he wanted badly to touch himself but felt too ashamed in front of Jamar's friends.

Tevin blocked his view by stepping in between Jenny's legs.

Kordell stuffed his cocky fully into Jenny's ass.
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Dalton jumped up off of his perch on the couch and stumbled sideways, trying to get a clear view of what was happening to Jenny.

He covered his mouth and gasped when he saw Tevin stroking his cock between her legs, getting ready to enter her.

Kordell pulled Jenny tighter against his chest and whispered something into her ear that Dalton couldn't make out.

She gasped and looked down, her eyes resting on the sight of his black cock impaled inside her ass. She looked up at Tevin jerking himself off in front of her, preparing for entry.

Then she turned her head and looked to Dalton with the most beautifully startled expression he'd ever seen her make.

"Baby?!?" she whimpered, like she wasn't sure what was happening to her.

"Baby," Dalton echoed in a whisper.

Jenny glanced down again and her eyes widened. "I'm going to have sex with two men at once, Dalton," she said. It sounded like she was trying to convince herself of it, like she couldn't believe it was really happening.

The three men in the room with them all started chuckling and exchanging glances.

Tevin, who up to this point had seemed pretty serious, cracked a smile and glanced the side of Jenny's cheek with his thumb. "You ready, baby? You ready for another cock?" he asked.

Jenny looked down at his hand, still slowly massaging his tool, then at Dalton, then up into Tevin's eyes again. She nodded, her mouth still agape.

Tevin shuffled closer.

Dalton's heart jumped into his throat at the sight of that black cock approaching Jenny's gaping pussy. That most beautiful, softest place on her that once had been only for him. That now would know the feeling of yet another man's penis.

He flinched as Tevin pried her labia apart with the crown of his prick.

Jenny sucked in a breath.

Kordell's hands came out from behind her and squeezed her breasts.

Tevin leaned forward, pressing his cock into her and filling her widened hole completely.

Jenny wrapped her hands around his waist, then let them drift down to his ass. She squeezed his ass cheeks as he eased more of himself into her.

"Fuck!" she cursed. She shot what looked to be an angry glare at Dalton. At the same time she dug her nails into Tevin's ass. "Fuck me! Fuck that pussy!" she demanded.

Dalton nearly fainted from the shock of what she'd said.

"Fuck that fucking pussy!" she seethed, staring at his cock disappearing into her.

"You want me to fuck it good?" Tevin asked.

"Fuck me with that hard cock!" Jenny barked, slapping him on the ass.

Kordell chuckled and leaned back until he was lying on the bed, taking Jenny with him so she was lying on his chest. He arched his back and slid his cock in and out of her ass as Tevin started thrusting.

Tevin put one foot up on the mattress, grabbed Jenny's thigh and started fucking her hard, just like she'd asked.

Jenny started to moan atop Kordell. Her arms were stretched out on either side of her. She rolled her head side to side, groaning with pleasure at being fucked by the two men.

Jamar crawled up onto the bed, holding his erection in his hand. "Here, baby," he said, brushing her hair off of her face. "Soothe yourself with this." He shuffled forward, offering his cock for her to suck.

Jenny grabbed it and stuffed it into her mouth with a voracious hunger. She closed her eyes as her cheeks hollowed. She let out a low moan, as if having the cock in her mouth fulfilled some deep need inside of her.

"Fuck that pussy's wet," Tevin grunted, sawing in and out of her.

Jenny's hips were moving now. Up and down in time with the two cocks fucking in and out of her.

Kordell continued to fondle her tits.

Jamar stared at his cock moving in and out of her mouth, then suddenly noticed Dalton standing there and watching. He pulled his hips back until his cock popped out of Jenny's mouth.

She grabbed at it greedily, trying to get it back into her mouth again.

"Hold on, hold on," Jamar said. "Show your man what a good black cock slut you are." He grabbed her hands and pulled her up to sit. With a finger and thumb on her chin he turned her head until she could see Dalton.

He readjusted himself on the bed and pressed his cock against her lips.

Jenny flashed a sultry smile and ran her lips along the length of Jamar's shaft. "Wanna see me be a good black cock slut, baby?" she asked, her body still shaking from Kordell and Tevin working in and out of it.

Dalton, mouth agape, nodded.

"Take your dick out," Jenny whispered.

Dalton felt a heat working up the back of his neck. He glanced at each of the three men. Tevin and Kordell were both preoccupied with fucking Jenny. But Jamar was watching him. Jamar could see his embarrassment.

"You heard the lady," Jamar said. "Take that dick out."

Dalton looked down, unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor around his ankles. He reached into his underwear and pulled out the painful, red erection.

Jenny's smile widened. "Now stroke it for me, baby," she said, licking along the length of Jamar's shaft again.

Dalton's hand trembled as he wrapped his fingers around his shaft. He watched, mesmerized, as Jenny's tongue darted out, teasing the underside of Jamar's cock. She flicked her gaze up to meet Dalton's, her eyes smouldering with a hunger he'd never seen before.

"That's it, baby," she purred, her lips brushing against Jamar's dark skin. "Stroke that cock for me. Show me how much you love watching me suck him."

Dalton's throat went dry. He began to move his hand, the sensation of his own touch heightened by the sight before him. Jenny was putting on a show, her head bobbing up and down, taking Jamar deeper with each descent. She moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating through the room, sending shivers down Dalton's spine.

"Fuck, Jenny," Jamar groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. "You suck it so good, girl."

Jenny hummed in response, her cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper. She pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to Jamar's cock. She looked at Dalton, her eyes watering, mascara starting to run. "You like this, baby? You like watching me be a dirty slut?"

Dalton's heart pounded in his chest. He nodded, his hand moving faster, gripping himself tighter. The sight of her, so debased, so eager, was driving him to the edge.

Jenny smiled, a wicked curve of her lips, before diving back onto Jamar's cock. She moved her head side to side, working more and more of his shaft into her mouth and throat.

Jamar grunted, wrapping a fist in her hair and moving her head back and forth, using her mouth like his own personal pleasure device.

When his grip relaxed, Jenny glanced at Dalton out of the corner of her eye. She moved her head forward, pushing Jamar's cock even deeper into her throat.

Dalton's eyes bugged wide open and his jaw dropped lower when he saw her press her nose against Jamar's abdomen.

Jamar grunted, his hips jerking forward, forcing more of himself into her throat.

Dalton's breath caught in his throat. The room filled with the wet sounds of Jenny's mouth on Jamar, the slap of flesh as Tevin and Kordell continued to fuck her. The air was thick with the scent of sex, the musk of bodies coming together.

Jenny gagged slightly, pulling back, gasping for air. Spit dripped from her chin, her eyes were wild, feral. She looked at Dalton, her voice ragged. "I love it, baby. I love sucking his cock. I love being fucked by them. I'm such a slut, Dalton. I'm your slut."

Dalton's stomach tightened. His orgasm was close, the tingling at the base of his spine spreading. He watched as Jenny went back to work, her body rocking with the force of the two men inside her, her mouth stuffed full of Jamar. The room echoed with their grunts, their moans, the slick sounds of their bodies coming together. Dalton panted, his hand a blur on his cock, his eyes locked onto the scene before him.

Jenny pulled her mouth off of Jamar's cock and let out a shaky cry.

Kordell pinched her nipples as her toes splayed and she came all over Tevin's cock.

Her eyes fell to the two cocks moving in and out of her, then up to meet Dalton's gaze. As she stared at him, another smile curled her lips. "You gonna come for me, baby?" she said, reaching for Jamar's cock.

Jenny's eyes locked onto Dalton's as she took Jamar's cock deep into her mouth again. She moaned, the sound muffled but vibrating through the room, sending a shiver down Dalton's spine. Her head bobbed, her lips tight around Jamar's shaft, glistening with saliva.

Dalton's hand moved faster, his grip tightening as he watched his wife devour the black man's cock. The sight was intoxicating, a blur of black bodies surrounding Jenny, their hands exploring her, their cocks invading her. His breath hitched, his heart pounding in his chest as he felt his orgasm building.

Jenny pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to Jamar's cock. She smiled at Dalton, her eyes wild and hungry. "You like this, baby? You like watching me suck his big black cock?" she asked, her voice ragged with desire.

Dalton could only nod, his hand moving furiously on his cock, the sensation of his own touch heightened by the unfolding scene. He was so very close.

Jenny turned her attention back to Jamar, her mouth opening wide to take him in again. She moaned, her body shaking from the force of Kordell and Tevin fucking her.

Jamar groaned, his hands tangling in Jenny's hair. "Fuck, I'm close," he grunted, his hips jerking forward, forcing more of himself into her throat.

Dalton's breath caught, his body tensing as he watched Jamar's cock disappear into Jenny's mouth. He could feel his own orgasm building, the tingling at the base of his spine spreading.

Jenny gagged slightly, pulling back, gasping for air. "Come for me, Jamar," she pleaded, her eyes watering, mascara running down her cheeks. "Come in my mouth."

Jamar grunted, his body tensing as he thrust forward one last time. His cock pulsed, and Dalton watched as Jenny's throat worked, swallowing every drop of Jamar's cum load.

The sight pushed Dalton over the edge. His body convulsed, his cock pulsing in his hand as he came, his eyes locked onto the scene before him. He watched as Jenny swallowed, her body shaking from her own orgasm, her mouth still wrapped around Jamar's cock.

Kordell and Tevin groaned, their bodies tensing as they found their own release, spending inside Jenny's ass and pussy. The room filled with groans as the three women emptied into Jenny's holes.

As he hit the peak of his climax Dalton saw a dribble of Jamar's cum leak out of the side of Jenny's mouth.
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All motion seemed to still for an excruciatingly long moment.

Dalton gaped at the sight of Jenny's used body, three cocks still stuffed into it. Sweat and semen everywhere.

His cock flexed again at the way their dark bodies framed her pregnant belly. He looked up into her eyes and his cock twitched again in his hand.

She was pulling her mouth off of Jamar's thick cock. She left it open, sticking her tongue out the smallest bit so that Dalton could clearly see the salty load of semen Jamar had spilled onto it.

She stuck her tongue out a little further and the fluid spilled out over her bottom lip, landing between her breasts and running down towards her swollen belly.

"Good black cock sluts make sure to swallow," Jamar said.

Jenny looked up at him with a teasing smile. "Maybe next time," she said, then giggled.

The laugh seemed to animate the other men. Tevin stepped back, pulling his cock out of her.

Dalton's eyes dropped to her pussy. It had been stretched wide enough that he could see the churning mess of jizz Tevin had dumped into her. Gone was the exciting panic that his genetic material might couple with her own. But the sight of another man's seed inside his wife still excited Dalton greatly.

Kordell rolled her slowly sideways, his cock pulling out of her ass until she was lying on her side on the mattress.

Both men stood up and began donning clothes without so much as another glance at Dalton.

Jamar laid down next to her and caressed her arm, asking if she was alright and if she wanted them to come back a little later.

Jenny whispered something Dalton couldn't hear and shook her head.

Jamar got up and pulled his pants on as Kordell and Tevin made their way out of the little cabin.

After getting the rest of his clothes on he walked up to Dalton with an outstretched hand. "Kordell says take your time checking out tomorrow. Ain't no rush. You best get in there before she falls asleep on you."

Dalton shook his hand then watched him go.

When the door closed he pulled his shirt off over his head and kicked his pants away. He took his underwear off as he walked to the bed, then laid down behind Jenny, kissing her on the shoulder.

Jenny purred and let out a soft giggle.

Dalton ran his hands along her arm and it felt like he was touching a different woman. It felt like he'd never laid hands or eyes on her before. "Are you okay?" he whispered.

Jenny smiled and chuckled. "Doing pretty good, thanks," she replied.

Dalton's stomach squeezed into a knot at the memory of what she'd looked like sandwiched between the three black men. "Did it feel good?" he asked.

She turned her head to look over her shoulder at him. "It felt amazing," she replied. "Thank-you for letting me do this, baby," she said, running a finger along his cheek. "Did you like it?" Her soft touch sent electrical arousal crackling through him.

He nodded, his cock already starting to harden again. "I loved it," he admitted. "I loved watching you be a dirty slut."

"So romantic," she said with a gentle laugh. She glanced over her shoulder at him again. "But it's not quite over is it?" she asked.

"How do you mean?" he countered, furrowing his brow.

"Watching's only half the fun, right?" she said, rolling towards him, then swinging a leg over his lap.

She pressed him onto his back and swayed her hips, rubbing his cock against the wiry thatch of her pubic patch. "You're not just going to let three guys fuck me and not get in on the action, are you Dalton?" she asked.

He groaned at her merciless grinding against his cock.

She leaned forward, cupped a tit in her hand and shoved the nipple into his open mouth. She squeezed her breast, sending a squirt of creamy milk onto his tongue and the back of his throat.

She leaned forward and gazed into his eyes. "How about you fuck me in the ass like the dirty whore I am?" she whispered.

Pulling her tit out of his mouth, she swung her other leg over his lap and turned around on all fours.

He scrambled up onto his knees, eyes glued to her big, beautiful behind and the cum still oozing out of her tightly puckered hole.

He put a hand on either side of her ass and peeled them sideways, loosening the hole so he could peer inside.

His cock flexed at the mess gurgling inside her. He reached under her and squeezed her breast. He felt the warm, creamy milk dribble down his fingers as she moaned from the stimulation.

He pulled his hand away from her tit and put it back onto her ass. He slid it slowly towards her anus, pointing two milk-covered fingers at it. They slid in easily, lubricated by the cum inside her.

She moaned again. A low and mindless bovine sound that reverberated around the tiny cottage. "Put your dick in me, Dalton. I want to feel your hard cock in my ass," she groaned.

He pulled his fingers out and wiped them on her ass, then gave it a light smack.

She wagged it, demanding he intrude into her with the appendage she was asking for.

He pointed the tip of his prick at her ass hole, then paused.

It was a good cock. A strong cock. It had always pleased her. But it was nothing like the cocks he'd seen her take tonight.

It flexed and bounced like a springboard at the memory of Tevin, Kordell and Jamar inside of her.

The memory of those huge black dicks penetrating her drove his hips forward. His cock head pressed against the taut ring of her sphincter.

He groaned at the delicious tightness and disgusting slime that surrounded him and oozed out of her as he pressed in.

He looked down at her big, round ass and her distended belly swinging slowly back and forth as he began to fuck. He reached under her again and squeezed her other breast.

"Fuck, yes!" she mooed. "Fuck me in the ass Dalton! Fuck me in the ass and fill me with your cum!"

He put his hands on her hips and started swaying faster, harder. He felt her bear down, her asshole gripping his shaft as he plowed in and out of her.

More of the creamy, white slop squished out between them, dripping down onto the sheets.

Jenny's moans came with each pump of his cock into her. She dug the heels of her hands into the mattress and pushed back, letting him ram his cock as deep into her innards as he could get.

He looked down at his sinewy frame. His body looked so scrawny behind her now that she was huge. He closed his eyes.

He thought of the black cocks again. Those black men had given her everything she needed. Everything she hadn't even known she'd wanted. The memory of them sawing in and out of her made him grunt. His balls tightened between his legs.

"Dalton."

His eyes opened to see her body swaying, Jenny looking over her shoulder at him.

"They fucked all my holes, Dalton," she whispered.

His body seized. His hips began a frantic thrusting, pumping his cock in and out, in and out of her tight ass hole.

An urgent pulse of semen shot through his shaft and out of the head of his cock. It was followed immediately by that brain-drenching, mind-numbing pleasure that focused every last iota of his attention on his prick.

He looked down. The slimy shaft pumped in and out. In and out.

He groaned.

Pulse after hot pulse of ejaculate bubbled into Jenny's back pipe.

The whole sordid business, every dirty coupling he'd seen her make boiled down into a tiny point in his brain that brought so much pleasure it nearly made him faint.

His vision blurred and the volume of his surroundings muted until he could only hear the beating of his heart in his ears and feel the pulsing of his cock inside Jenny's perfectly tight rear.

He let out a guttural groan as the last of his nut left him. The tension began to ebb. He heard giggling.

He blinked his eyes three times and slowly the room came back into focus.

Jenny was on her elbows in front of him, watching him over her shoulder and chuckling.

He cracked a smile of his own.

"Was that good?" she asked.

"I think I just went to space," he replied.

She burst out laughing and her ass squeezed his penis.

He groaned and pulled himself out of her, then flopped down on his side on the bed.

She turned to face him, pulled a blanket up over him, then propped her head on her elbow, her leaking milkers just a few inches from his face. "Dalton?" she whispered.

"Huh?" he replied, his eyelids sagging as sleep began to take him.

"I'm glad we did this," she said.

"Uh huh," he replied.

"No, really. I mean it. I feel like I know you better than I ever did before," she said.

He opened his eyes and smiled at her. "I love you, Jenny," he whispered.

She leaned down, kissed him on the forehead, then snuggled closer so her nipple touched his lip. "Good night, Dalton," she said.

He let out a contented sigh. The dank warmth in the room and Jenny's arm around him pulled him under.

"Good night, Jenny."
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